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Some  slight  sketch  of  the  life  and  character  of 
Stendhal  is  particularly  necessary  to  an  understanding 
of  Lg  Rouge  ei  Le  Noir  {The  Red  and  the  Black)  not 
so  much  as  being  the  formal  stuffing  of  which  introduc- 
tions are  made,  but  because  the  book  as  a  book  stands 
in  the  most  intimate  relation  to  the  author's  life  and 
character.  The  hero,  Julien,  is  no  doubt,  viewed 
superficially,  a  cad,  a  scoundrel,  an  assassin,  albeit  a 
person  who  will  alternate  the  moist  eye  of  the  senti- 
mentalist with  the  ferocious  grin  of  the  beast  of 
prey.  But  Stendhal  so  far  from  putting  forward  any 
excuses  makes  a  specific  point  of  wallowing  defiantly 
in  his  own  alleged  wickedness.  "  Even  assuming  that 
Julien  is  a  villain  and  that  it  is  my  portrait,"  he  wrote 
shortly  after  the  publication  of  the  book,  "  why  quarrel 
with  me.  In  the  time  of  the  Emperor,  Julien  would 
have  passed  for  a  very  honest  man,  I  lived  in  the 
time  of  the  Emperor.     So— but  what  does  it  matter  ? " 

Henri  Beyle  was  born  in  1783  in  Grenoble  in 
Dauphiny,  the  son  of  a  royalist  lawyer,  situated  on 
the  borderland  between  the  gentry  and  that  bourgeoisie 
which  our  author  was  subsequently  to  chastise  with  that 
malice  peculiar  to  those  who  spring  themselves  from  the 
class  which  they  despise.  The  boy's  character  was  a 
compound  of  sensibility  and  hard  rebelliousness,  virility 
and  introspection.    Orphaned  of  his  mother  at  the  age 
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of  seven,  hated  by  his  father  and  unpopular  with  his 
schoolmates,  he  spent  the  orthodox  unhappy  childhood 
of  the  artistic  temperament.  Winning  a  scholarship  at 
the  Ecole  Polytechnique  at  the  age  of  sixteen  he  pro- 
ceeded to  Paris,  where  with  characteristic  independence 
he  refused  to  attend  the  college  classes  and  set  himself 
to  study  privately  in  his  solitary  rooms. 

In  1800  the  influence  of  his  relative  M.  Daru  pro- 
cured him  a  commission  in  the  French  Army  and  the 
Marengo  campaign  gave  him  an  opportunity  of  practis- 
ing that  Napoleonic  worship  to  which  throughout  his  life 
he  remained  consistently  faithful,  for  the  operation  of  the 
philosophical  materialism  of  the  French  sceptics  on  an 
essentially  logical  and  mathematical  mind  soon  swept 
away  all  competing  claimants  for  his  religious  adoration. 
Almost  from  his  childhood,  moreover,  he  had  abomin- 
ated the  Jesuits,  and  "  Papism  is  the  source  of  all 
crm.es "  was  throughout  his  life  one  of  his  favourite 
maxims. 

After  the  army's  triumphant  entry  into  Milan,  Beyle 
returned  to  Grenoble  on  furlough,  whence  he  dashed  off 
to  Paris  in  pursuit  of  a  young  woman  to  whom  he  was 
paying  some  attention,  resigned  his  commission  in  the 
army  and  set  himself  to  study  "with  the  view  of  becoming 
a  great  man."     It  is  in  this  period  that  we  find  the  most 
marked   development   in  Beyle's  enthusiasm   for  psy- 
chology.     This  tendency  sprang  primarily  no  doubt 
from    his    own    introspection.      For    throughout    his 
life    Beyle    enjoyed     the    indisputable    and    at    times 
dubious   luxury  of  a   double  consciousness.      He  in- 
variably carried  inside  his  brain  a  psychological  mirror 
which    reflected    every    phrase    of   his    emotion    with 
scientific  accuracy.      And   simultaneously,  the  critical 
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spirit,  half-penie,  half-demon  inside  his  brain,  would 
survey  in  the  semi-detached  mood  of  a  keenly  interested 
spectator,  the  actual  emotion  itself,  applaud  or  con- 
demn it  as  the  case  might  be,  and  ticket  the  verdict 
with  ample  commentations  in  the  psychological  register 
of  its  own  analysis. 

But  this  trend  to  psychology,  while  as  we  have 
seen,  to  some  extent,  the  natural  development  of  mere 
self-analysis  was  also  tinged  with  the  spirit  of  self- 
preservation.  With  a  mind,  which  in  spite  of  its  natural 
physical  courage  was  morbidly  susceptible  to  ridicule 
and  was  only  too  frequently  the  dupe  of  the  fear  of 
being  duped,  Stendhal  would  scent  an  enemy  in  every 
friend,  and  as  a  mere  matter  of  self-protection  set 
himself  to  penetrate  the  secret  of  every  character  with 
which  he  came  into  contact.  One  is  also  justified  in 
taking  into  account  an  honest  intellectual  enthusiasm 
which  found  its  vent  in  deciphering  the  rarer  and  more 
precious  manuscripts  of  the  "  human  document." 

With  the  exception  of  a  stay  in  Marseilles,  with  his 
first  mistress  Melanie  Guilhert  ("  a  charming  actress  who 
had  the  most  refined  sentiments  and  to  whom  I  never 
gave  a  sou,")  and  a  subsequent  sojourn  in  Grenoble, 
Stendhal  remained  in  Paris  till  1806,  living  so  far  as  was 
permitted  by  the  modest  allowance  of  his  niggard  father 
the  full  life  of  the  literary  temperament.  The  essence 
however,  of  his  character  was  that  he  was  at  the  same 
time  a  man  of  imagination  and  a  man  of  action.  We 
consequently  find  him  serving  in  the  Napoleonic  cam- 
paigns of  1806,  1809  and  181 2.  He  was  present  at  the 
Battle  of  Jena,  came  several  times  into  personal  contact 
with  Napoleon,  discharged  with  singular  efficiency  the 
administration  of  the  State  of  Brunswick,  and  retained 
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his  sangfroid  and  his  bravery  during  the  whole  of  the 
panic-stricken  retreat  of  the  Moscow  campaign. 

It  is,  moreover,  to  this  period  that  we  date  Stendhal's 
liaison  with   Mme.  Daru  the  wife  of  his  aged  relative, 
M.    Daru.      This   particular  intrigue   has,  moreover,  a 
certain  psychological  importance   in  that   Mme.    Daru 
constituted  the  model  on  whom  Matilde  de  la  Mole  was 
drawn  in  Tlie  Red  and  The  Black.     The  student  and 
historian  consequently  who  is  anxious  to  check  how  far 
the  novelist  is  drawing  on  his  experience  and  how  far  on 
his  imagination  can  compare  with  profit  the  description 
of  the  Matilde  episode  in  Tlie  Red  and  T':e  Black  with 
those  sections  in  Stendhal's  Journal  entitled  the  Life 
and  Sentiments  of  SiUncions  Harry,  Memoirs  of  my  Life 
during  my  Amour  with  Countess  Palfy,  and  also  with 
the  posthumous  fragment,  Le  Consultative:  de  Banti,  a 
piece  of  methodical  deliberation  on  the  pressing  question. 
"  Dois-je  ou  ne  dois-je  pas  avoir  la  duchesse  ?  "  written 
with  all   the   documentary  coldness  of  a  Government 
report.     It  is  characteristic  that  both  Banti  and  Julien 
decide  in  the  affirmative  as  a  matter  of  abstract  principle. 
For  they  both  feel  that  they  must  necessarily  reproach 
themselves    in    after    life    if    they    miss   so   signal    an 
opportunity. 

Disgusted  by  the  Restoration,  Stendhal  migrated  in 
1 8 14  to  Milan,  his  favourite  town  in  Europe,  whose  rich 
and  varied  life  he  savoured  to  the  full  from  the  cele- 
brated ices  in  the  cntreates  of  the  opera,  to  the  re- 
ciprocated interest  of  Mme.  Angelina  Pietragrua  (the 
Duchesse  de  Sansererina  of  the  Chartreuse  of  Parma), 
"a  sublime  wanton  d  la  Lucrezia  Borgia"  who  would 
appear  to  have  deceived  him  systematically.  It  was  in 
Milan  that  Stendhal  first  began  to  write  for  publication. 
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producing  in  1814  The  Lives  of  Haydn  and  Mozart,  and 
in  1817  a  series  of  travel  sketches,  Rome,  Naples,  Florence, 
which  was  published  in  London. 

It  was  in  Milan  also  that  Stendhal  first  nursed  the 
abstract  thrills  of  his  grand  passion  for  M^tilde  Countess 
Dunbowska,  whose  angelic  sweetness  would  seem  to 
have  served  at  any  rate  to  some  extent  as  a  prototype 
to  the  character  of  Mme.  de  R6nal.  In  1821  the  novelist 
was  expelled  from  Milan  on  the  apparently  unfounded 
accusation  of  being  a  French  spy.  It  is  typical  of  that 
mixture  of  brutal  sensuality  and  rarefied  sentimentalism 
which  is  one  of  the  most  fascinating  features  of  Stendhal's 
character,  that  even  though  he  had  never  loved  more 
than  the  lady's  heart,  he  should  have  remained  for  three 
years  faithful  to  this  mistress  of  his  ideal. 

In  1822  Stendhal  published  his  treatise,  De  1' Amour, 
a  practical  scientific  treatise  on  the  erotic  emotion  by 
an  author  who  possessed  the  unusual  advantage  of 
being  at  the  same  time  an  acute  psychologist  and  a 
brilliant  man  of  the  world,  who  could  test  abstract 
theories  by  concrete  practice  and  could  co-ordinate  what 
he  had  felt  in  himself  and  observe  in  others  into  broad 
general  principles. 

In  1825  Stendhal  plunging  vigorously  into  the  con- 
troversy between  the  Classicists  and  the  Romanticists, 
published  his  celebrated  pamphlet,  Racine  and  Shake- 
spear,  in  which  he  vindicated  with  successful  crispness 
the  claims  of  live  verse  against  sterotyped  couplets  and 
of  modern  analysis  against  historical  tradition.  His 
next  work  was  the  Life  of  Rossini,  whom  he  had  known 
personally  in  Milan,  while  in  1827  he  published  his  first 
novel  Armance,  which  while  not  equal  to  the  author's 
greatest  work,  gives  none  the  less  good  promise  of  that 
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analytical  dash  which  he  was  subsequently  to  manifest. 
After  Artnance  come  the  well-known  Promenades 
Rome,  while  the  Stendhalian  masterpiece  Le  Rouge  et 
Le  Noir  was  presented  in  1830  to  an  unappreciative 
public. 

Enthusiasm  for  this  book  is  the  infallible  test  of  your 
true  Stendhalian.      Some  critics   may  prefer,  possibly, 
:he  more  Jamesian   delicacy  of  Artnance,  and    others 
fortified   by  the  example  of  Goethe   may  avow  their 
predilection  for  The  Chartreuse  de  Parme  with  all  the 
jeune  premier  charm  of  its  amiable  hero.     But  in  our 
view  no  book   by  Stendhal   is  capable   of  giving  the 
reader  such  intellectual  thrills  as  that  work  which  has 
been  adjudged  to  be  his  greatest  by  Balzac,  by  Taine, 
by  Bourget.     Certainly  no  other  book  by  Stendhal  than 
that  which  has  conjured  up  Rougistes  in  all  countries  in 
Europe  has  been  the  object  of  a  cult  in  itself.     We 
doubt,  moreover,  if  there  is  any  other  modern   book 
whether  by  Stendhal  or  any  one  else,  which  has  actually 
been  learnt  by  heart  by  its  devotees,  who,  if  we  may 
borrow  the  story  told    by  M.    Paul   Bourget,  are  ac- 
customed to  challenge  the  authenticity  of  each  other's 
knowledge  by  starting  off  with  some  random  passage 
only  to   find  it  immediately  taken  up,  as   though   the 
book  had  been  the  very  Bible  itself 

The  more  personal  appeal  of  what  is  perhaps  the 
greatest  romance  of  the  intellect  ever  written  lies  in 
the  character  of  Julien,  its  villain-hero.  In  view  of  the 
identification  of  Julien  with  Stendhal  himself  to  which 
we  have  already  alluded,  it  is  only  fair  to  state  that 
Stendhal  does  not  appear  to  have  ever  been  a  tutor  in 
a  bourgeois  family,  nor  does  history  relate  his  ever 
having  made  any  attempt  at  the  homicide  of  a  woman. 
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So  far  in  fact,  as  what  we  may  call  the  external  physical 
basis  of  the  story  is  concerned,  the  material  is  supplied 
not  by  the  Hie  of  the  author,  but  by  the  life  of  a  young 
student  of  Besan9on,  of  the  name  of  Berthet,  who  duly 
expiated  on  the  threshold  that  crime  which  supplied  the 
plot  of  this  immortal  novel.  But  the  soul,  the  brain  of 
Julien  is  not  Berthet  but  Beyle.  And  what  indeed  is 
the  whole  book  if  not  a  vindication  of  beylisme,  if  we 
may  use  the  word,  coined  by  the  man  himself  for  his 
own  outlook  on  life  1  For  the  procedure  of  Stendhal 
would  seem  to  have  placed  his  own  self  in  his  hero's 
shoes,  to  have  lived  in  imagination  his  whole  life,  and  to 
have  recorded  his  experience  with  a  wealth  of  analytic 
detail,  which  in  spite  of  some  arrogance,  is  yet  both 
honest  and  scientific. 

Andjthc  j[ife.of.this  scoundrel,  this  ingrate,  this  assassin, 
certainly  seems  to  have  been  eminently  worth  living. 
In  its  line,  indeed,  it  constitutes  a  veritable  triumph  of 
idealism,  a  positive  monument  of  "self-help."  For  ' 
judged  by  the  code  of  the  Revolution,  when  the  career 
was  open  to  talents,  the  goodness  or  badness  of  a  man 
was  determined  by  the  use  he  made  of  his  opportunities. 
Efficiency  was  the  supreme  test  of  virtue,  as  was  failure 
the  one  brand  of  unworthiness.  And  measured  by  these 
values  Julien  ranks  high  as  an  ethical  saint.  For  does 
he  not  sacrifice  everything  to  the  forgiving  of  his  char- 
acter and  the  hammering  out  of  his  career  ?  He  is  by 
nature  nervous,  he  forces  himself  to  be  courageous, 
fighting  a  duel  or  capturing  a  woman,  less  out  of  thirst 
for  blood  or  hunger  for  flesh,  than  because  he  thinks  it 
due  to  his  own  pari'euu  self-respect  to  give  himself 
some  concrete  proof  on  lii'^  own  moral  force.  "  Pose 
and  affectation  "  will  sneer  those  enemies  whom  he  will 
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have  to-day  as  assuredly  as  he  had  them  in  his  lifetime 
the  smug  bourgeois  and  Valenods  of  our  present  age.' 
But   the  spirit  of  Julien  will  retort  "  I   made  myself 
master  of  my  affectation  and  I  succeeded  in  my  pose  " 
Aii^  will  he  not  have  logic  on  hi   -::  ie  ?     For  what  after 
an  IS  pose  but  the  pursuit  of  a  subjective  ideal,  grotesque 
no  doubt  in  failure,  but  dignified  by  its  success.    And 
as  M.  Gaultier  has  shown  in  his  book  on  Bovarysme  is 
not  all  human  progress  simply  the  deliberate  change 
from  what  one  is.  into  what  one  is  not  yet.  but  what 
nevertheless  one  has  a  tendency  to  be?    Viewed  from 
this   standpoint    Julien's   character    is  what  one   feels 
justified   in  calling  a   bond  fide  pose.      For  speaking 
broadly  his  character  is  two-fold,  half  sensitive  tender- 
ness, half  ferocious  ambition,  and  his  pose  simply  con- 
sists  in  the  subordination  of  his  softer  qualities  for  the 
more  effective   realization  of  his  harder.      Considered 
on    these    lines   Le    Rouge    et    Le   Noir   stands    pre- 
eminent  m  European  literature  as  the  tragedy  of  energy 
*^^/,"l^if'°"'  the  epic  of  the  strugg-TTfor  existence,  the 
modern  Bible  of  Nietzschean  self-discipline.     And  from 
fh6  sheer  romantic  aspect  also  the  book   has  its  own 
pecuhar  charm.     How  truly  poetic,  for  instance,  are  the 
passages  where  Julien  takes  his  own  mind  alone  into 
the  mountains,  plots  out  his  own  fate,  and  symbolizes 
his  own  solitary  life  in  the  lonely  circlings  of  a  predatory 

Juiicis  enemies  will  no  doubt  taunt  him  with  his 
mtrospection,  while  they  point  to  a  character  distorted 
so  they  say.  by  the  eternal  mirror  of  its  own  conscious-' 
ness.  Yet  it  should  be  remeribered  that  Julien  lived  in 
an  age  when  introspection  had,  so  to  speak,  been  only 
recently  invented,  and  Byronism  and  Wertherism  were 
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he  stock joodLofjirtistic  temperanjents.  In  the  case  of 
Julien  moreover,  even  though  his  own  criticisms  on  his 
own  acts  were  to  some  extent  as  important  to  him  as 
the  actual  acts  themselves,  his  introspection  was  more 
a  strength  than  a  weakness  and  never  blunted  the  edge 
of  his  drastic  action.  Compare,  for  instance,  the  char- 
acter of  Julien  with  the  character  of  Robert  Greslou, 
the  hero  of  Bourget's  Le  Disciple,  and  the  nearest 
analogue  to  Julien  in  fin  de  siecle  literature,  and  one 
will  appreciate  at  once  the  difference  between  health 
and  decadence,  virility  and  hysteria. 

One  of  the  most  essential  features  of  the  book,  how- 
ever, is  the  swing  of  the  pendulum  between  Julien's 
ambition  and  Julien's  tenderness.  For  our  hunter  is 
quite  frequently  caught  in  his  own  traps,  so  that  he  falls 
genuinely  in  love  with  the  woman  whom,  as  a  matter 
of  abstract  principle,  he  had  specifically  set  himself  to 
conquer.  The  book  consequently  as  a  romance  of 
love,  ranks  almost  as  high  as  it  does  as  a  romance  of 
ambition.  The  final  idyll  in  prison  with  Mme.  de  Rfinal, 
in  particular,  is  one  of  the  sweetest  and  purest  in 
literature,  painted  in  colours  too  true  ever  to  be  florid, 
steeped  in  a  sentiment  too  deep  ever  to  be  mawkish. 
As  moreover,  orthodox  and  suburban  minds  tend  to 
regard  all  French  novels  as  specifically  devoted  to 
obscene  wallowings,  it  seems  only  relevant  to  mention 
that  Stendhal  at  any  rate  never  finds  in  sensualism  any 
inspiration  for  ecstatic  rhapsodies,  and  that  he  narrates 
the  most  specific  episodes  in  the  chastest  style 
imaginable. 

Tliough  too  the  sinister  figure  of  the  carpenter's  son 
looms  large  over  the  book,  the  characterization  of  all 
the  other  personages   is  portrayed  with  consummate 
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brilliancy.      For  Stendhal    standing   first   outside   his 
characters  with  all  the  sceptical  scrutiny  of  a  detached 
observer,  then  goes  deep  inside  them  so  that  he  de- 
scribes not  merely  what  they  do,  but  why  they  do  it, 
not  merely  what  they  think,  but  why  they  think   it, 
while  he  assigns  their  respective  share  to  innate  dis- 
position, accident,  and  environment,  and  criticizes  his 
creations    with    an    irony    that    is    only    occasionally 
benevolent.      For  it  must  be  confessed  that  Stendhal 
approves  of  extremely  few  people.     True  scion  of  the 
middle-classes   he  hates  the   bourgeois  because  he  is 
bourgeois,  and  the  aristocrat  because  he  is  aristocratic. 
Nevertheless,  as  a  gallery  of  the  most  varied  characters, 
patricians  and  plebeians,  prudes  and  profligates,  Jesuits 
and    Jansenists,    Kings   and    coachmen,    bishops    and 
bourgeois,   whose    mutual    difference    acts   as   a  most 
effective  foil  to  each  others  reality,  Le  Rouge  et  Le  Noir 
will  beat  any  novel  outside  Balzac. 

We  would  mention  in  particular  those  two  contrasted 
figures   Mme.  de   R^nal  the  bourgeoise  passion^e,  and 
Matilde  de  la  Mole  the  noble  damozel  who  enters  into 
her  intrigue  out  of  a  deliberate  wish   to  emulate  the 
exploits  of  a  romantic  ancestress.     But  after  all  these 
individuals  stand  out  not  so  much  because  their  char- 
acterisation is  better  than  that  of  their  fellow-personages, 
buc  »-ecause  it  is  more  elaborate.      Even  such  minor 
characters,   for   instance,   as  de  Frilair,  the   lascivious 
Jesuit,  Noiraud,  the  avaricious  gaoler,  Mme.  de  Fervaqus, 
the  amoristic  prude,  are  all  in  their  respective  ways  real' 
vivid,  convincing,  no  mere  padded  figures  of  the  im- 
agination,  but    observed    actualities   swung    from    the 
lived  life  on  to  the  written  page. 
The  style  of  Stendhal  is  noticeable  from  its  simplicity, 
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clear  and  cold,  devoid  of  all  literary  artifice,  characteristic  . 
oniiTanalytic  jpurpose^  He  is  strenuous  in  his  avoid- 
ance "oY  affection.  Though,  however,  he  never  holds 
out  his  style  as  an  ^esthetic  delight  in  itself,  he  reaches 
occasionally  passages  of  a  rare  and  simple  beauty.  We 
would  refer  in  particular  to  the  description  of  Julien  in 
the  mountains,  which  we  have  already  mentioned,  and 
to  the  short  but  impressive  death  scene.  His  habit, 
however,  of  using  language  as  a  means  and  never  as  an 
end,  occasionally  revenges  itself  upon  him  in  places 
where  the  style  though  intelligible,  is  none  the  less 
slovenly,  anacoluthic,  almost  Thucydidean. 

After  the  publication  of  Le  Rouge  et  Le  Noir  Stendhal 
was  forced  by  his  financial  embarrassment  to  leave  Paris 
and  take  up  the  post  of  consul  at  Trieste.  Driven  from 
this  position  by  the  intrigues  of  a  vindictive  Church  he 
was  transferred  to  Civita  Vecchia  where  he  remained  till 
1835,  solacing  his  ennui  by  the  compilation  of  his  auto- 
biography and  thinking  seriously  rf  marriage  with  the 
rich  and  highly  respectable  daughter  of  his  laundress. 
He  then  returned  to  Paris  where  he  remained  till  1842, 
where  he  died  suddenly  at  the  age  of  fifty-nine  in  the 
full  swing  of  all  his  mental  and  physical  activities. 

His  later  works  included.  La  Chartreuse  de  Parme, 
Lucien,  Leuwen  and  Lamiel,  of  which  the  Chartreuse  is 
the  most  celebrated,  but  Lamiel  certainly  the  most 
sprightly.  But  it  is  on  Le  Rouge  et  Le  Noir  that  his 
fame  as  a  novelist  is  the  most  firmly  based.  It  is  with 
this  most  personal  document,  this  record  of  his  ex- 
periences and  emotions  tiiat  he  lives  identified,  just  as 
D'Annunzio  will  live  identified  with  //  Fuoco  or  Mr, 
Weils  with  the  New  Macchiavelli.  Le  Rouge  et  Le  Noir 
is  the  greatest  novel  of  its  age  and  one  of  the  greatest 
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novels  of  the  whole  nineteenth  century.  It  is  full  to  the 
brim  of  intellect  and  adventure,  introspection  and  action, 
youth,  romance,  tenderness,  cynicism  and  rebellion,  l^ 
is  in  a  word  the  intellectual  quintessence  of  the 
Napoleonic  era. 

HORACE  B.  SAMUEL. 
Tbmplk, 
Oct,,  191 3. 
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A   SMALL   TOWN 

Put  thousands  together  less  bad, 
But  the  cage  les<!  gay. — Hobbs. 

The  little  town  of  Verri^res  can  pass  for  one  of  the  prettiest 
in  Franche-Comt^.  Its  white  houses  with  their  pointed  red- 
tiled  roofs  stretch  along  the  slope  of  a  hill,  whose  slightest 
undulations  are  marked  by  groups  of  vigorous  chestnuts.  The 
Doubs  flows  to  within  some  hundred  feet  above  its  fortifications, 
which  were  built  long  ago  by  the  Spaniards,  and  are  now  in 
ruins. 

Verri^res  is  sheltered  on  the  north  by  a  high  mountain 
which  is  one  of  the  branches  of  the  Jura.  The  jagged  peaks 
of  the  Verra  are  covered  with  snow  from  the  beginning  of  the 
October  frosts.  A  torrent  which  rushes  down  from  the 
mountains  traverses  Verri^res  before  throwing  itself  into  the 
Doubs,  and  supplies  the  motive  power  for  a  great  number  of 
saw  mills.  The  industry  is  very  simple,  and  secures  a  certain 
prosperity  to  the  majority  of  the  inhabitants  who  are  more 
peasant  than  bourgeois.  It  is  not,  however,  the  wood  saws 
which  have  enriched  this  little  town.  It  is  the  manufacture  of 
painted  tiles,  called  Mulhouse  tiles,  that  is  responsible  for 
that  general  affluence  which  has  caused  the  facades  of  nearly 
all  the  houses  in  Verrieres  to  be  rebuilt  since  the  fall  of 
Napoleon. 

One  has  scarcely  entered  the  town,  before  one  is  stunned 
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by  the  din  of  a  strident  machine  of  terrifying  aspect. 
Twenty  heavy  hammers  which  fall  with  a  noise  that  makes 
the  paved  floor  tremble,  are  lifted  up  by  a  wheel  set  in 
motion  by  the  torrent.  Each  of  these  hammers  manufactures 
every  day  I  don't  know  how  many  thousands  of  nails. 
The  little  pieces  of  iron  which  are  rapidly  transformed  into 
nails  by  these  enormous  hammers,  are  put  in  position  by 
fresh  pretty  young  giris.  This  labour  so  rough  at  first  sight  is 
one  of  the  industries  which  most  surprises  the  traveller  who 
penetrates  for  the  first  time  the  mountains  which  separate 
France  and  Helvetia  If  when  he  enters  Verri^res,  the  traveller 
asks  who  owns  this  fine  nail  factory  which  deafens  everybody 
who  goes  up  the  Grande-Rue,  he  is  answered  in  a  drawling  tone 
'^ Eh!  it  belongs  to  M.  the  Mayor.'' 

And  if  the  traveller  stops  a  few  minutes  in  that  Grande- 
Rue  of  Verrieres  which  goes  on  an  upward  incline  from  the 
bank  of  the  Doubs  to  nearly  as  far  as  the  summit  of  the  hill, 
it  is  a  hundred  to  one  that  he  will  see  a  big  man  with  a  busy 
and  important  air. 

When  he  comes  in  sight   all  hats  are  quickly  taken  off. 
His  hair  is  grizzled  and  he  is  dressed  in  grey.     He  is  a  Knight 
of  several  Orders,  has  a  large  forehead  and  an  aquiline  nose, 
and  if  you  take  him  all  round,  his  features  are  not  devoid  ot 
certain    regularity.      One    might    even    think    on    the   first 
mspection  that  it  combines  with  the  dignity  of  the  village 
mayor    that    particular    kind    of    comfortableness   which   is 
appropriate  to  the  age  of  forty-eight  or  fifty.     But  soon  the 
traveller  from  Paris  will  be  shocked  by  a  certain  air  of  self- 
satisfaction    and   self-complacency   mingled   with   an   almost 
„  indefinable  narrowness  and  lack  of  inspiration.     One  realises 
)  at  last  that  this  man's  talent  is  limited  to  seeing  that  he  is 
~]  paid  exactly  what  he  is  owed,  and  in  paying  his  own  debts 
'  at  the  latest  possible  moment. 

Such  is  M.  de  Renal,  the  mayor  of  Verrieres.  After  having 
crossed  the  road  with  a  solemn  step,  he  enters  the  mayoral 
residence  and  disappears  from  the  eye  of  the  traveller.  But 
if  the  latter  continues  to  walk  a  hundred  steps  further  up,  he 
will  perceive  a  house  with  a  fairly  fine  appearance,  with  some 
magnificent  gardens  behind  an  iron  grill  belonging  to  the 
house.  Beyond  that  is  an  horizon  line  formed  by  the  hills 
of  Burgundy,  which  seem  ideally  made  to  delight  the  eyes. 
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This  view  causes  the  traveller  to  forget  that  pestilential 
atmosphere  of  petty  money-grubbing  by  which  he  is  beginning 
to  be  suffocated. 

He  is  told  that  this  house  belongs  to  M.  de  Renal.  It  is 
to  the  profits  which  he  has  made  out  of  his  big  nail  factory  that 
the  mayor  of  Verrieres  owes  this  fine  residence  of  hewn  stone 
which  he  is  just  finishing.  His  family  is  said  to  be  Spanish 
and  ancient,  and  is  alleged  to  have  been  established  in  the 
country  well  before  the  conquest  of  Louis  XIV. 

Since  1815,  he  blushes  at  being  a  manufacturer:  18 15 
made  him  mayor  of  Verrieres.  The  terraced  walls  of  this 
magnificent  garden  which  descends  to  the  Doubs,  plateau  by 
plateau,  also  represent  the  reward  of  M.  de  Renal's  proficiency 
in  the  iron-trade.  Do  not  expect  to  find  in  France  those 
picturesque  gardens  which  surround  the  manufacturing  towns 
of  Germany,  like  Leipsic,  Frankfurt  and  Nurenburgh,  etc.  The 
more  walls  you  build  in  Franche-Comte  and  the  more  you 
fortify  your  estate  with  piles  of  stone,  the  more  claim  you  will 
acquire  on  the  respect  of  your  neighbours.  Another  reason 
for  the  admiration  due  to  M.  de  Renal's  gardens  and  their 
numerous  walls,  is  the  fact  that  he  has  purchased,  through 
sheer  power  of  the  purse,  certain  small  parcels  of  the  ground 
on  which  they  stand.  That  saw-mill,  for  instance,  whose 
singular  position  on  the  banks  of  the  Doubs  struck  you  when 
you  entered  Verrieres,  and  where  you  notice  the  name  of 
SOREL  written  in  gigantic  characters  on  the  chief  beam  of  the 
roof,  used  to  occupy  six  years  ago  that  precise  space  on  which 
is  now  reared  the  wall  of  the  fourth  terrace  in  M.  de  Renal's 
gardens. 

Proud  man  that  he  was,  the  mayor  had  none  the  less  to 
negotiate  with  that  tough,  stubborn  peasant,  old  Sorel.  He 
had  to  pay  him  in  good  solid  golden  louis  before  he  could 
induce  him  to  transfer  his  workshop  elsewhere.  As  to  the 
public  stream  which  supplied  the  motive  power  for  the  saw- 
mill, M.  de  Renal  obtained  its  diversion,  thanks  to  the 
influence  which  he  enjoyed  at  Paris.  This  favour  was 
accorded  him  after  the  election  of  182 — . 

He  gave  Sorel  four  acres  for  every  one  he  had  previously 
lield,  five  hundred  yards  lower  ('own  on  the  banks  of  the 
Doubs.  Although  this  position  was  much  more  advantageous 
"or  his  pine-plank  trade,  father  Sorel  (as  he  is  called  since  he 
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has  become  rich)  knew  how  to  exploit  the  impatience  and 
mania  for  landed  ownership  which  animated  his  neighbour 
to  the  tune  of  six  thousand  francs. 

It  is  true  that  this  arrangement  was  criticised  by  the  wise- 
acres of  the  locality.  One  day,  it  was  on  a  Sunday  four  years 
later,  as  M.  de  Renal  was  coming  back  from  church  in  his 
mayor's  uniform,  he  saw  old  Sorel  smiling  at  him,  as  he 
stared  at  him  some  distance  away  surrounded  by  his  three 
sons.  That  smile  threw  a  fatal  flood  of  light  into  the  soul 
of  the  mayor.  From  that  time  on,  he  is  of  opinion  that  he 
could  have  obtained  the  exchange  at  *  cheaper  rate. 

In  order  to  win  the  public  esteem  of  Verri^res  it  is  essential 
that,  though  you  should  build  as  many  walls  as  you  can,  you 
should  not  adopt  some  ilan  imported  from  Italy  by  those 
masons  who  cross  the  passes  of  the  Jura  in  the  spring  on 
their  way  to  Paris.  Such  an  innovation  would  bring  down 
upon  the  head  of  the  imprudent  builder  an  eternal  reputation 
for  wrongheadedness,  and  he  will  be  lost  for  ever  in  the  sight 
of  those  wise,  well-balanced  people  who  dispense  public  esteem 
in  Franche-Comte. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  these  prudent  people  exercise  in  the 
place  the  most  offensive  despotism.  It  is  by  reason  of  this 
awful  word,  that  anyone  who  has  lived  in  that  great  repub'ic 
which  is  called  Paris,  finds  living  in  little  towns  quite 
intolerable,  p'he  tyranny  of  public  opinion  (and  what  public 
opinion  !)  is  %s  stupid  in  the  little  towns  of  France  as  in  the 
United  States  of  America!] 
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A   MAYOR 

Importance  !  What  is  it,  sir  after  all  ?  The  respect  of 
fools,  the  wonder  of  children,  the  envy  of  the  rich,  the 
contempt  of  the  wise  mxa.  —  Barnave. 

Happily  for  the  reputation  of  M-  de  Renal  as  an  administrator, 
an  immense  wall  of  support  w?-  ^toessary  for  the  public 
promenade  which  goes  along  the  hi  a  hundred  steps  above 
the  course  of  the  Doubs.  This  admirable  position  secures 
for  the  promenade  one  of  the  most  picturesque  views  in  the 
whole  ot  France.  But  the  rain  water  used  to  make  furrows 
in  the  walk  every  spring,  caused  ditches  to  appear,  and 
rendered  't  generally  impracticable.  This  nuisance,  which 
was  felt  by  the  whole  town,  put  M.  de  Renal  in  the  happy 
position  of  being  compelled  to  immortalise  his  administration 
by  building  a  wall  twenty  feet  high  and  thirty  to  forty  yards 
long. 

The  parapet  of  this  wall,  which  occasioned  M.  de  Renal  three 
journeys  to  Paris  (for  the  last  Minister  of  the  Interior  but  one 
had  declared  himself  the  mortal  enemy  of  the  promenade  of 
Verri^res),  is  now  raised  to  a  height  of  four  feet  above  the 
ground,  and  as  though  to  defy  all  ministers  whether  past 
or  present,  it  is  at  present  adorned  with  tiles  of  hewn 
stone. 

How  many  times  have  my  looks  plunged  into  the  valley  of 
the  Doubs,  as  I  thought  of  the  Paris  balls  which  I  had 
abandoned  on  the  previous  night,  and  leant  my  breast  against 
the  great  blocks  of  stone,  whose  beautiful  grey  almost  verged 
on  blue.  Beyond  the  left  bank,  there  wind  five  or  six  valleys, 
at  the  bottom  of  which  I  could  see  quite  distinctly  several 
small  streams.      There  is  a  view  of  them  falling  into  the 
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Doubs,  after  a  series  of  cascades.  The  sun  is  very  warm  in 
these  mountains.  When  it  beats  straight  down,  the  pensive 
traveller  on  the  terrace  finds  shelter  under  some  magnificent 
plane  trees.  They  owe  their  rapid  growth  and  their  fine  verdure 
with  its  almost  bluish  shade  to  the  new  soil,  which  M.  the 
mayor  has  had  placed  behind  his  immense  wall  of  support  for 
(in  spite  of  the  opposition  of  the  Municipal  Council)  he  has 
enlarged  the  promenade  by  more  than  six  feet  (and  although 
he  is  an  Ultra  and  I  am  a  Liberal,  I  praise  him  for  it),  and 
that  is  why  both  in  "His  opinion  and  in  that  of  M.  Valenod, 
the  fortunate  Director  of  the  workhouse  of  Verrieres,  this 
terrace  can  brook  comparison  with  that  of  Saint-Germain  en 
I-.aye. 

"I  find  personally  only  one  thing  at  which  to  cavil  in  the 
COURS  DE  LA  FIDELITE,  (this  official  name  is  to  be 
read  in  fifteen  to  twenty  places  on  those  immortal  tiles  which 
earned  M.  de  Renal  an  extra  cross.)  The  grievance  I  find  in 
the  Cours  de  la  Fidelite  is  the  barbarous  manner  in  which  the 
authorities  have  cut  these  vigorous  plane  trees  and  clipped 
them  to  the  quick.  In  fact  they  really  resemble  with  their 
dwarfed,  rounded  and  flattened  heads  the  most  vulgar  plants 
of  the  vegetable  garden,  while  they  arc  really  capable  of 
attaining  the  magnificent  development  of  the  English  plane 
trees.  But  the  wish  of  M.  the  mayor  is  despotic,  and  all  the 
trees  belonging  to  the  municipality  are  ruthlessly  pruned  twice 
a  year.  The  local  Liberals  suggest,  but  they  are  probably 
exaggerating,  that  the  hand  of  the  official  gardener  has 
become  much  more  severe,  since  M.  the  Vicar  Maslon  started 
appropriating  the  clippings.  This  young  ecclesiastic  was  sent 
to  Besan^on  some  years  ago  to  keep  watch  on  the  abbe 
Chelan  and  some  cures  in  the  neighbouring  districts.  An 
old  Surgeon-Major  of  Napoleon's  Italian  Army,  who  was 
living  in  retirement  at  Verrieres,  and  who  had  been  in  his 
time  described  by  M.  the  mayor  as  both  a  Jacobin  and  a 
Bonapartiste,  dared  to  complain  to  the  mayor  one  day  of  the 
periodical  mutilation  of  these  fine  trees. 

"  I  like  the  shade,"  answered  M.  de  Renal,  with  just  a  tinge 
of  that  hauteur  which  becomes  a  mayor  when  he  is  talking  to  a 
siifgeon,  who  is  a  member  of  the  Legion  of  Honour.  "  I  like 
the  shade,  I  hive  niv  trees  clipped  in  order  to  give  shade,  and 
I  cannot  conceive  that  a  tree  can  liave  any  other  purpose, 
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provided  of  course  it  is  not  bringing  in  any  pto,..,  like  the 
useful  walnut  tree." 

y  This  is  the  great  word  which  is  all  decisive  at  Verri^res. 
^BRINGING  IN  PROFIT,"  this  word  alone  sums  up  the 
habitual  trend  of  thought  of  more  than  three-quarters  of  the 
inhabitants. 

Bringing  in  profit  is  the  consideration  which  decides^yery: 
thing  in  this  little  town  which  you  thought  so  pretty:  The 
stranger  who  arrives  in  the  town  is  fascinated  by  the  beauty  of 
the  fresh  deep  valleys  which  surround  it,  and  he  imagines  at 
first  that  the  inhabitants  have  an  appreciation  of  the  beautiful. 
They  talk  only  too  frecjuently  of  the  beauty  of  their  country, 
and  it  cannot  be  denied  that  they  lay  great  stress  on  it,  but 
the  reason  is  that  it  attracts  a  number  of  strangers,  whose 
money  enriches  the  inn-keepers,  a  process  which  brings  in 
profit  to  the  town,  owing  to  the  machinery  of  the  octroi. 

It  was  on  a  fine,  autunui  day  that  M.  de  Renal  was  taking 
a  promenade  on  the  Cours  de  la  Fidelite  with  his  wife  on  his 
arm.  While  listening  to  her  husband  (who  was  talking  in  a 
somewhat  solemn  manner)  Madame  de  Renal  followed 
anxiously  with  her  eyes  the  movements  of  three  little  boys. 
The  eldest,  who  might  have  been  eleven  years  old,  went  too 
frequently  near  the  p^irapt^t  and  looked  as  though  he  was 
going  to  climb  up  it.  A  sweet  voice  then  pronounced  the 
name  of  Adolphe  and  the  child  gave  up  his  ambitious  project. 
Madame  de  Renal  seemed  a  woman  of  thirty  years  of  age  but 
still  fairly  pretty. 

"  He  may  be  sorry  for  it,  may  this  fine  gentleman  from 
Paris,"  said  M.  de  Renal,  with  an  offended  air  and  a  face 
even  paler  than  usual.  "  I  am  not  without  a  few  friends  at 
court !  "  But  though  I  want  to  talk  to  you  about  the  provinces 
for  two  hundred  pages,  1  lack  the  requisite  barbarity  to  make 
you  undergo  all  the  long-windedness  and  circtirnhHutiuns  of  a 
provincial  dialogue. 

This  fine  gentleman  from  Paris,  who  was  so  odious  to  the 
mayor  of  VL-rrieres,  was  no  other  than  the  M.  Appert,  who 
had  two  days  previously  managed  to  find  his  way  not  only  into 
the  prison  and  workhouse  of  Vcrrieres,  but  also  into  the 
hospital,  which  was  gratuitously  conducted  by  the  mayor  and 
the  principal  propriet>)rs  of  the  district. 

"But,"  said  Madame  de  Renal  timidly,  "what  harm  can 
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this  Paris  gentleman  do  you,  since  you  administer  the  poor 
fund  with  the  utmostscrupjilous- honesty?" 

"  He  only  comes  to  throw  blame  and  afterwards  he  will  get 
some  articles  into  the  Liberal  press." 

"  You  never  read  them,  my  dear." 

"  But  they  always  talk  to  us  about  those  Jacobin  articles,  all 
that  distracts  us  and  prevents  us  from  doing  good.*  Personally, 
I  shall  never  forgive  the  cure." 


Historically  true. 


i~-t 


CHAPTER  III 


THE   POOR    FUND 

A  'irtuous  cure  who  does  not  intrigue  is  a  providence 
for  the  village.— /Vf«ry. 

It  should  be  mentioned  that  the  cure  of  Verri^rcs,  an  old 
man  of  ninety,  who  owed  to  the  bracing  mountain  air  an  iron 
constitution  and  an  iron  character,  had  the  right  to  visit  the 
prison,  the  hospital  and  the  workhouse  at  any  hour.  It  had 
been  at  precisely  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  that  M.  App  "t, 
who  had  a  Paris  recommendation  to  the  cure,  had  bee 
shrewd  enough  to  arrive  at  a  little  inquisitive  town.  He  had 
immediately  gone  on  to  the  cure's  house.  ^     .      ,  ,, 

The  cure  Chelan  became  pensive  as  he  read  the  letter 
written  to  him  by  the  M.  le  Marquis  de  La  Mole,  Peer  of 
France,  and  the  richest  landed  proprietor  of  the  province. 

"I  am  old  and  beloved  here,"  he  said  to  himself  in  a 
whisper,  "  they  would  not  dare  ! "  Then  he  suddenly  turned 
to  the  gentleman  from  Paris,  with  eyes,  which  in  spite  of  his 
great  age,  shone  with  that  sacred  fire  which  betokens  the 
delight  of  doing  a  fine  but  slightly  dangerous  act. 

"Come  with  me,  sir, '  he  said,  "  but  please  do  not  express 
any  opinion  of  the  things  which  we  shall  see,  in  the  presence 
of  the  jailer,  and  above  all  not^  in  the  presence  of  the 
superintendents  of  the  workhouse."  .  . 

M.  Appert  realised  that  he  had  to  do  with  a  man  of  spirit. 
He  followed  the  venerable  cure,  visited  the  hospital  and 
workhouse,  put  a  lot  of  questions,  but  in  spite  of  somewhat 
extraordinary  answers,  did  not  indulge  m  the  slightest 
expression  of  censure. 

This  visit  lasted  several  hours  ;  the  cure  invited  M.  Appert 
to  dine,  but  the  latter  made  the  excuse  of  having  some  letters 
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to  write;  as  a  matter  of  fact,  he  did  not  wish  to  compromise 
his  generous  companion  to  any  further  extent.  About  three 
th^.  Jk  ^'^  gentlemen  went  to  finish  their  inspection  of 
ounrth^"- '-^  'l^  ''I'"  '^'"^"^^  ^"  ^he  prison,  f  here  they 
wifh   h?    1^  ^1^'^^  ^^'^'  ^  '^^"^  «f  S'^"t'  si^  fcet  high, 

with  bow  legs.  His  Ignoble  face  had  become  hideous  bJ 
reason  of  his  terror.  ^ 

«.  iri^;.?°"'^1''"  ^^  '^/"^  ^°  *^^  ^"'■^  ^«  «°«"  as  he  saw  him, 
f,  »?u      .  gentleman  whom  I  see  there,  M.  Appert  ?  " 
What  does  that  matter  ?  "  said  the  cure 

nrH^^^  'TT  u    ^i^^  ^  '^''^''■^^  yesterday  the  most  specific 

must  ha've  .11  '^'/h''''-  'Z'  '  ""'"''^  ^y  ^  g^'"darme  who 
must  have  galloped  during  the  whole  of  the  night,  that  M. 
Appert  was  not  to  be  allowed  in  the  prisons  "       ^    ' 

"I  can  tell  you,  M.  Noiroud,"  said  the  cure,  "that  the 
traveller  who  is  with  me  is  M.  Appert,  but  do  you  or  do  you 
not  admit  that  I  have  the  right  to  enter  the  prison  a"  Z 

"  V        J^^u'  "'^^'^.  accompanied  by  anybody  I  choose?" 

Ves,    M.    the    cure,"   said    the    jailer    in  a    low   voice 

lowering  his   head  like   a    bull-dog,  induced   to  a   grudSng 

obedience  by  fear  of  the  stick,  "only,  M.  the  cure,  1  have  f 

r^Iin^t"!'''!'"",'  r'  ^'^"  >"  ^"'"^'^   -'   'f  ^^->-  -form 
against  me.     I  only  have  my  place  to  live  on." 

* ''  ^OO'  should  be  sorry  enough  to  lose  mine,"  answered 

the  good  cure  with  increasing  emotion  in  his  voice. 

I'  v«.     <f\  ^  difference  !  "  answered  the  jailer  keenly.     "  As  for 

'   you,  M.  le  cure,  we  all  know  that  you  have  eight  hundred 

francs  a  year,  good  solid  money."  ^      nunared 

Such  were  the  facts  which,  commented  upon  and  exaggerated 

davs  all  t'hf  o?"'  ''''''  '''^'.'r  '^'^^  f-  ^he  fa's t  two 
days  all  the  odious  passions  of  the  little  town  of  Verricres 

At  the  present  time  they  served  as  the  text  for  the  ^little 

hady,  ,ttd  the  cure  earlier  in  the  morning  accompanied  by 
M   Valenod,  the  director  of  the  workhouse,  in  order  to  convey 

and  telt  all  the  weigh:  )f  their  words. 

.f  ?^^"k  ^Y'^'^.'"'-'"'  1  shall  be  the  third  cure  of  eighty  years 

hLe'Lt?  "'  '"""  '"['^'^  ""'  ''^  '^'^  ^'^^--'-  '  have  bin 
of  the  1  ^"'"  ^,''u •  ^ ''"''"  ^"I^^'^-'''  ^'^'^y  ^"  'he  inhabitants 
of  the  town,  which  was  only  a  hamlet  when  I  came  to  it 
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Every  day  I  marry  young  people  whose  grandparents  I  have 
married  in  days  gone  by.  Verrieres  is  my  family,  bjt  I  said 
to  myself  when  I  saw  the  stranger,  '  This  man  from  Paris  may 
as  a  matter  of  fact  be  a  Liberal,  there  are  only  too  many  of 
them  about,  but  what  harm  can  he  do  to  our  poor  and  to  our 
prisoners  ? ' " 

The  reproaches  of  M.  de  Renal,  and  above  all,  those  of  M. 
Valenod,  the  director  of  the  workhouse,  became  more  and 
more  animated. 

"Well,  gentlemen,  turn  me  out  then,"  the  old  cure 
exclaimed  in  a  trembling  voice ;  "  I  shall  still  continue  to  live 
in  the  district.  As  you  know,  I  inherited  forty-eight  years  ago 
a  piece  of  land  that  brings  in  eight  hundred  francs  a  year ;  I 
shall  live  on  that  income.  I  do  not  save  anything  out  of  my 
''ving,  gentlemen ;  and  that  is  perhaps  why,  when  you  talk  to 
iiie  about  it,  I  am  not  particularly  frightened." 

M.  de  Renal  always  got  on  very  well  with  his  wife,  but  he 
did  not  know  what  to  answer  when  she  timidly  repeated  the 
phrase  of  M.  le  cure,  "  What  harm  can  this  Paris  gentleman 
do  the  prisoners  ?  "  He  was  on  the  point  of  quite  losing  his 
temper  when  she  gave  a  cry.  Her  second  son  had  mounted 
the  parapet  of  the  terrace  wall  and  was  running  along  it, 
although  the  wall  was  raised  to  a  height  of  more  than  twenty 
feet  above  the  vineyard  on  the  other  side.  The  fear  of 
frightening  her  son  and  making  him  fall  prevented  Madame 
de  Renal  speaking  to  him.  But  at  last  the  child,  who  was 
smiling  at  his  own  pluck,  looked  at  his  mother,  saw  her  pallor, 
jumped  down  on  to  the  walk  and  ran  to  her.  He  was  well 
scolded. 

This  little  event  changed  the  course  of  the  conversation. 

"  I  really  mean  to  take  Sorel,  the  son  of  the  sawyer,  into  the 
house,"  said  M.  de  Renal ;  "  he  will  look  after  the  children, 
who  are  getting  too  naughty  for  us  to  manage.  He  is  a  young 
priest,  or  s  good  as  one,  a  good  Latin  scholar,  and  will  make 
the  children  get  on.  According  to  the  cure,  he  has  a  steady 
character.  1  will  give  him  three  hundred  francs  a  year  and 
his  board.  I  have  some  doubts  as  to  his  morality,  for  he 
used  to  be  the  favourite  of  that  old  Surgeon-Major,  Member 
of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  who  went  to  board  with  the  Soreis, 
on  the  pretext  that  he  was  their  cousin.  It  is  quite  possible 
that  that  man  was  really  simply  a  secret  agent  ot  the  Liberals. 
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He  said  that  the  mountain  air  did  his  asthma  good,  but  that 
is  something  which  has  never  been  proved.  He  has  gone 
through  all  Buonaparte's  campaigns  in  Italy,  and  had 
even,  it  was  said,  voted  against  the  Empire  in  the  plebiscite. 
This  Liberal  taught  the  Sorel  boy  Latin,  and  left  him  a 
number  of  books  which  he  had  brought  with  him.  Of  course, 
m  the  ordinary  way,  I  should  have  never  thought  of  allowing 
a  carpenter's  son  to  come  into  contac»^  with  our  children,  but 
the  cure  told  me,  the  very  day  before  the  scene  which  has  just 
estranged  us  for  ever,  that  Sorel  has  been  studying  theology 
for  three  years  with  the  intention  of  entering  a  seminary.  He 
is,  consequently,  not  a  Liberal,  and  he  certainly  is  a  good 
Latin  scholar. 

"This  arrangement  will  be  convenient  in  more  than  one 
way,"  continued  M.  de  Renal,  looking  at  his  wife  with  a 
diplomatic  air.  "  That  Valenod  is  proud  enough  of  his  two 
fine  Norman  horses  which  he  has  just  bought  for  his  carriage, 
but  he  hasn't  a  tutor  for  his  children." 

"  He  might  take  this  one  away  from  us." 

"You  approve  of  my  plan,  then?"  said  M.  de  Renal, 
thanking  his  wife  with  a  smile  for  the  excellent  idea  which  she 
had  just  had.     "  Wall,  that's  settled." 

"  Good  gracious,  my  dear,  how  quickly  you  make  up  your 
mind ! " 

"  It  is  because  I'm  a  man  of  character,  as  the  cure  found 
out  right  enough.  Don't  let  us  deceive  ourselves;  we  are 
surrounded  by  Liberals  in  this  place.  All  those  cloth  merchants 
are  jealous  of  me,  I  am  certain  of  it ;  two  or  three  are  be- 
coming rich  men.  Well,  I  should  rather  fancy  it  for  them  to 
see  M.  de  Renal's  children  pass  along  the  street  as  they  go  out 
for  their  walk,  escorted  by  their  Uitor.  It  will  impress  people. 
My  grandfather  often  used  to  tell  us  that  he  had  a  tutor  when 
he  was  young.  It  may  run  me  into  a  hundred  crowns,  but 
that  ought  to  be  looked  upon  as  an  expense  necessary  for 
^keeping  up  our  position." 

This  sudden  resolution  left  Madame  de  Renal  quite  pensive. 
She  was  a  big,  well-made  woman,  who  had  been  the  beauty  of 
the  country,  to  use  the  local  expression.  She  had  a  certain 
air  of  simplicity  and  youthfulness  in  her  dc^  ortment.  This 
naive  grace,  with  its  innocence  and  its  vivacity,  might  even 
have  recalled  to  a  Parisian  some  suggestion  of  the  sweets  he 
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had  left  behind  him.  If  she  had  realised  this  particular  phase 
of  her  success,  Madame  de  Renal  would  have  been  quite 
ashamed  of  it.  All  coquetry,  all  affectation,  were  absolutely 
alien  to  her  temperament.  M.  Valenod,  the  rich  director  of 
the  workhouse,  had  the  reputation  of  having  paid  her  court, 
a  fact  which  had  cast  a  singular  glamour  over  her  virtue ;  for 
this  M.  Valenod,  a  big  young  man  with  a  square,  sturdy  frame, 
florid  face,  and  big,  black  whiskers,  was  one  of  those  coarse, 
blustering,  and  noisy  people  who  pass  in  the  provinces  for  a 

"  fine  man." 

Madame  de  Renal,  who  had  a  very  shy,  and  apparently  a 
very  uneven  temperament,  was  particularly  shocked  by  M. 
Valenod's  lack  of  repose,  and  by  his  boisterous  loudness.    Her 
aloofness    from    what,   in   the   Verrieres'   jargon,   was   called 
»  having  a  good  time,"  had  earned  her  the  reputation  of  being 
very  proud  of  her  birth.     In  fact,  she  never  thought  about  it, 
but  she  had  been  extremely  glad  to  find  the  inhabitants  of  the 
town  visit  her  less  frequently.     We  shall  not  deny  that  she 
passed  for  a  fool  in  the  eyes  of  tlieir  good  ladies  because 
she  did  not  wheedle  her  husband,  and  allowed  herself  to  miss 
the  most  splendid  opportunities  of  getting  fine  hats  from  Pans 
or  Besanqon.      Provided  she  was  allowed  to  wander  in  her 
beautiful  garden,  she  never  complained.      She  was  a   naive 
soul,  who   had  never  educated  herself  up  to   the   point   of 
Judging  her  husband  and  confessing  to  herself  that  he  bored 
her.     She  supposed,  without  actually  formulating  the  thought, 
that  there  was  no  greater  sweetness  in  the  relationship  between 
husband  and  wife   than  she  herself  had  experienced.      She 
loved  M.  de  Renal  most  when  he  talked  about  his  projects  for 
their  children.     The  elder  he  had  destined  for  the  army,  the 
second  for  the  law,  and  the  third  for  the  Church.     To  sum 
up,  she  found  M.  de  Renal  much  less  boring  than  all  the  other 
men  of  her  acquaintance.  ,       .„,      »r  r 

This  conjugal  opinion  was  quite  sound.  The  Mayor  of 
V'^errieres  had  a  reputation  for  wit,  and  above  all,  a  reputation 
for  good  form,  on  the  strength  of  half-a-dozen  "chestnuts"  which 
he  had  inherited  from  an  uncle.  Old  Captain  de  Renal  had 
served  before  the  Revolution,  in  the  infantry  regiment  of  M. 
the  Duke  of  Orleans,  and  was  admitted  to  the  Prince's  salons 
when  he  went  to  Paris.  He  had  seen  Madame  de  Montesson 
the  famous  Madame  de  Genlis,  M.  Ducret,  the  inventor,  of  th 
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on  y  been  on  great  occasions  that  he  would  toToufhs  ant 
dotes  concerning  the  House  of  Orl^^anc       a  ^' 


CHAPTER  IV 


A    FATHER    AND   A   SON 


E  sara  mia  col  pa 
Se  cosi  e  ? 


— Machiaveyi. 


"  My  wife  really  has  a  head  on  her  shoulders,"  said  the  mayor 
of  Verri^res  at  six  o'clock  the  following  morning,  as  he  went 
down  to  the  saw-mill  of  Father  Sorel.  "  It  had  never  occur.-ed 
to  me  that  if  I  do  not  take  little  Abbe  Sorel,  who,  they  say, 
knows  Latin  like  an  angel,  that  restless  spirit,  the  director  of 
the  worknouse,  might  have  the  same  idea  and  snatch  him 
away  from  me,  though  of  course  I  told  her  that  it  had,  in  order 
to  preserve  my  proper  superiority.  And  how  smugly,  to  be 
sure,  would  he  talk  about  his  children's  tutor !  .  .  .  .  The 
question  is,  once  the  ti    ^r's  mine,  shall  he  wear  the  cassock  ?  " 

M.  de  Renal  was  absorbed  in  this  problem  when  he  saw  a 
peasant  in  the  distance,  a  man  nearly  six  feet  tali,  who  since 
dawn  had  apparently  been  occupied  in  measuring  some  pieces 
of  wood  which  had  been  put  down  alongside  the  Doubs  on 
the  towing-path.  The  peasant  did  not  look  particularly 
pleased  when  he  saw  M.  the  Mayor  approach,  as  these  pieces 
of  wood  obstructed  the  road,  and  had  been  placed  there  in 
breach  of  the  rules. 

Father  Sorel  (for  it  was  he)  was  very  surprised,  and  even 
more  pleased  at  the  singular  offer  which  M.  de  Ren  J  made 
him  for  his  son  Julien.  None  the  less,  he  listened  to  it  with 
that  air  of  sulky  discontent  and  apathy  which  the  subtle  in- 
habitants of  these  mountains  know  so  well  how  to  assume. 
Slaves  as  they  have  been  since  the  time  of  the  Spanish 
Conquest,  they  still  preserve  this  feature,  which  is  also  found 
in  the  character  of  the  Egyptian  fellab. 

Sorel's  answer  was  at  first  simply  a  long-winded  recitation 
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of  all  the  formulas  of  respect  which  he  knew  by  heart     While 
he  was  repeating  these  empty  words  with  an  uneasy  smile 
which  accentuated  all  the  natural  disingenuousness,  if  not' 
indeed,  knavishness  of  his  physiognomy,  the  active  mind  ofi 
J  the  old  peasant  tried  to  discover  what  reason  could  induce  so  I 

V  so  important  a  man   to  take   into   his   house   his  good-fbr- 1 

nothing  of  a  son.     He  was  very  dissatisfied  with  Tulien,  and  it   ' 
was  for^Juhen  that  M.   de  Renal   offered   the   undreamt-of:^ 
salary  of  soofcs.  a  year,  with  board  and  even  clothing      This 
latter  claim,  which  Father  Sorel  had  had  the  genius  to  spring 
upon  the  mayor,  had  been  granted  with  equal  suddenness  by 
M.  de  Renal.  ' 

This  demand  made  an  impression  on  the  mayor       It   is 

clear  he  said  to  himself,  that  since  Sorel  is  not  beside  himself 

with  delight  over  my  proposal,  as  in  the  ordinary  way  he  ought 

to  be,  he  rnust  have  had  offers  made  to  him  elsewhere,  wid 

whom  could  they  have  come  from,  if  not  from  Valenod     It  was 

m  vam  that  M.  de  Renal  pressed  Sorel  to  clinch  the  matter 

then  and  there.      The  old  peasant,  astute  man  that  he  was 

stubbornly  refused  to  do  so.     He  wanted,  he  said,  to  consult 

his  son,  as  if  in  the  provinces,  forsooth,  a  rich  father  consulted  a 

penniless  son  for  any  other  reason  than  as  a  mere  matter  of  form 

A  water  saw-mill  consists  of  a  shed  by  the  side  of  a  stream" 

The  roof  is  supported  by  a  framework  resting  on  four  large 

timber  pillars      A  saw  can  be  seen  going  up  and  down  at  a 

height  of  eight  to  ten  feet  in  the  middle  of  the  shed,  while  a 

piece  of  wood  is  propelled  against  this  saw  by  a  very  simple 

mechanism.      It  is  a  wheel  whose  motive-power  is  supplied 

by  the  stream,  which  sets  in  motion  this  double  piece  of 

mechamsm,  the  mechanism  of  the  saw  which  goes  up  and 

down,  and  the  mechanism  which  gently  pushes  the  piece  of 

wood  towards  the  saw,  which  cuts  it  up  into  planks 

Approaching  his  workshop.  Father  Sorel  called  Tulien  in 
his  stentorian  voice ;  nobody  answered.  He  only  saw  his 
giant  elder  sons,  who,  armed  with  heavy  axes,  were  cutting  un 
the  pine  planks  which  they  had  to  carry  to  the  saw  Thev 
were  engrossed  in  following  exactly  the  black  mark  traced 
on  each  piece  of  wood,  from  which  every  blow  of  their  axes 
threw  off-  enormous  shavings.  They  did  not  hear  their  father's 
voice.  1  he  latter  made  his  way  towards  the  shed  He 
entered  it  and  looked  in  vain  for  Julien  in  the  place  where  he 
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ought  to  have  been  by  the  side  of  the  saw.  He  saw  him  five 
or  six  feet  higher  up,  sitting  astride  one  of  the  rafters  of  the 
roof.  Instead  of  watching  attentively  the  action  of  the 
machinery,  Julien  was  reading.  Nothing  was  more  anti- 
pathetic to  old  Sorel.  He  might  possibly  have  forgiven  Julien 
his  puny  physique,  ill  adapted  as  it  was  to  .Tianual  labour,  and 
different  as  it  was  from  that  of  his  elder  brothers ;  but  he 
hated  this  reading  mania.     He  could  not  read  himself. 

It  was  in  vain  that  he  called  Julien  two  or  three  times.  It 
was  the  young  man's  concentration  on  his  book,  rather  than 
the  din  made  by  the  s-w,  which  prevented  him  from  hearing 
his  father's  terrible  voice.  At  last  the  latter,  in  spite  of  his 
age,  jumped  nimbly  on  tc  the  tree  that  was  undergoing  the 
action  of  the  saw,  and  from  there  on  to  the  cross-bar  that  h> 
supported  the  roof.  A  violent  blow  made  the  book  which'^ 
Juhen  held,  go  flying  into  the  stream  ;  a  second  blow  on  the 
head,  equally  violent,  which  took  the  form  of  a  box  on  the  ears, 
made  him  lose  his  balance.  He  was  on  the  point  of  falling 
twelve  or  fifteen  feet  lower  down  into  the  middle  of  the  levers 
of  the  running  machinery  which  would  have  cut  him  to  pieces, 
but  his  father  caught  him  as  he  fell,  in  his  left  hand. 

"  So  that's  it,  is  it,  lazy  bones !  always  going  to  read  your 
damned  books  are  you,  when  you're  keeping  watch  on  the 
saw  You  read  them  in  the  evening  if  you  want  to,  when 
you  go  to  play  the  fool  at  the  cure's,  that's  the  proper  time." 

Ahhough  stunned  by  the  force  of  the  blow  and  bleeding 
profusely,  Julien  went  back  to  his  official  post  by  the  side  of 
the  saw.  He  had  tears  in  his  eyes,  less  by  reason  of  the 
physical  pam  than  on  account  of  the  loss  of  his  beloved  book. 
;'Get  down,  you  beast,  when  I  am  talking  to  you,"  the 
noise  of  the  machinery  prevented  Julien  from  hearing  this 
order.  His  father,  who  had  gone  down  did  not  wish  to  give 
himself  the  trouble  of  climbing  up  on  to  the  machinery  again 
and  went  to  fetch  a  long  fork  used  for  bringing  down  nuts' 
with  which  he  struck  him  on  the  shoulder.  Julien  had  scarcely 
reached  the  ground,  when  old  Sorel  chased  him  roughly 
in  front  of  him  and  pushed  him  roughly  towards  the  house 
"(lod  knows  what  he  is  going  to  do  with  me."  said  the 
young  man  to  himself.  As  he  passed,  he  looked  sorrowfully 
mto  the  stream  into  which  his  book  had  fallen,  it  was  the 
one  that  he  held  dearest  of  all,  the  Memorial  of  St  Helena 
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He  had  purple  cheeks  and  downcast  eyes.  He  was  a  young 
n»an  of  eighteen  to  nineteen  years  old,  and  of  puny  appearance, 
with  irregular  but  delicate  features,  and  an  aquiline  nose.  The 
big  black  eyes  which  betokened  in  their  tranquil  moments  a 
temperament  at  once  fiery  and  reflective  were  at  the  present 
moment  animated  by  an  expression  of  the  most  ferocious  hate. 
Dark  chestnut  hair,  which  came  low  down  over  his  brow, 
made  his  forehead  appear  small  and  gave  him  a  sir'  "er  look 
during  his  angry  moods.  It  is  doubtful  if  any  :^  out  of 
all  the  innumerable  varieties  of  the  human  physiognomy  was 
ever  distinguished  by  a  more  arresting  individuality. 

A  supple  well-knit  figure,  indicated  agility  rather  than 
strength.  His  air  of  extreme  pensiveness  and  his  great  pallor 
had  given  his  father  the  idea  that  he  would  not  live,  or  tnat 
if  he  did,  it  would  only  be  to  be  a  burden  to  his  family.  The 
butt  of  the  whole  house,  he  hated  his  brothers  and  his  father. 
He  was  regularly  beaten  in  the  Sunday  sports  in  the  public 
square. 

A  little  less  than  a  year  a^o  his  pretty  face  had  begun 
to  win  him  some  sympathy  an.  .ig  the  young  girls.  Univer- 
sally despised  as  a  weakling,  Julien  had  adored  that  old 
Surgeon-Major,  who  had  one  day  dared  to  talk  to  the  mayor 
on  the  subject  of  the  plane  trees. 

This  Surgeon  had  sometimes  paid  Father  Sorel  for  taking 
his  son  for  a  day,  and  had  taught  him  Latin  and  History,  that 
is  to  say  the  1796  Campaign  in  Italy  which  was  all  the 
history  he  knew.  When  he  died,  he  had  bequeathed  his 
Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  his  arrears  of  half  pay,  and 
thirty  or  forty  volumes,  of  which  the  most  precious  had  just 
fallen  into  the  public  stream,  which  had  been  diverted  owing 
to  the  influence  of  M,  the  Mayor. 

Scarcely  had  he  entered  the  house,  when  Julien  felt  his 
shoulder  gripped  by  his  father's  powerful  hand  ;  he  trembled, 
expecting  some  blows. 

"  Answer  me  without  lying,"  cried  the  harsh  voice  of  the 
old  peasant  in  his  ears,  while  his  hand  turned  him  round  and 
round,  like  a  child's  hand  turns  round  a  lead  soldier.  The  big 
black  eyes  of  Julien  filled  with  tears,  and  were  confronted  by 
the  small  grey  eyes  of  the  old  carpenter,  who  looked  as  if  he 
meant  to  read  to  the  very  bottom  of  his  soul. 


CHAPTER  V 


A     NEGOTIATION 


Cunctando  restituit  lem.—Entiiiis. 

"  Answer  me  without  lies,  if  you  can,  you  damned  dog,  how 
did  you  get  to  know  Madame  de  Renal  ?  When  did  you  speak 
to  her?" 

"  I  have  never  spoken  to  her,"  answered  Julien,  "  I  have 
only  seen  that  lady  in  church." 

"  You  must  have  looked  at  her,  you  impudent  rascal." 

•'  Not  once  !  you  know,  1  only  see  God  in  church,"  answered 
Julien,  with  a  little  hypocritical  air,  well  suited,  so  he  thought, 
to  keep  off  the  parental  claws. 

"  None  the  less  there's  something  that  does  not  meet  the 
eye,"  answered  the  cunning  peasant.  He  was  then  silent  ior  a 
moment.  "  But  I  shall  never  get  anything  out  of  you,  you 
damned  hypocrite,"  he  went  on.  "  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  am 
going  to  get  rid  of  you,  and  my  saw-mill  will  go  all  the  better 
for  it.  You  have  nobbled  the  curate,  or  somebody  else,  who 
has  got  you  a  good  place.  Run  along  and  pack  your  traps, 
and  I  will  take  you  to  M.  de  Renal's,  where  you  are  going  to 
be  tutor  to  his  children." 

"What  shall  I  get  for  that ?" 

''  Board,  clothing,  and  three  hundred  francs  salary." 

"  I  do  not  want  to  be  a  servant." 

"  Who's  talking  of  being  a  servant,  you  brute.  Do  you  think 
I  want  my  son  to  be  a  servant  ?  " 

"  But  with  whom  shall  I  have  my  meals  ?  " 

This  question  discomforted  old  Sorel,  who  felt  he  might 
possibly  commit  some  imprudence  if  he  went  on  talking.  He 
burst  out  against  Julien,  flung  insult  after  insult  at  him, 
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accused  him  of  gluttony,  and  left  him  to  go  and  consult  his 

other  sons. 

Julian  saw  them  afterwards,  each  one  leaning  on  his  axe 
and  holding  counsel.  Having  looked  at  them  for  a  long  time, 
Julien  saw  that  he  could  fn.d  out  nothing,  and  went  and 
stationed  himself  on  the  other  side  of  the  saw  in  order  to 
avoid  being  surprised.  He  wanted  to  think  over  this  un- 
expected piece  of  news,  which  changed  his  whole  life,  but  he 
felt  himself  unable  to  consider  the  matter  prudently,  his 
imagination  being  concentrated  in  wondering  what  he  would 
see  in  M.  de  Renal's  fine  mansion. 

"  I  must  give  all  that  up,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  rather  than 
let  myself  l)e  reduced  to  eating  with  the  servants.  My  father 
would  like  to  force  me  to  it.  I  would  rather  die.  I  have  fifteen 
francs  and  eight  sous  of  savings.  I  will  run  away  to-night ; 
I  will  go  across  country  by  paths  where  there  are  no  gendarmes 
to  be  feared,  and  in  two  ('ays  I  shall  be  at  Ik'sancon.  I  will 
enlist  as  a  soldier  there,  and,  if  necessary,  I  will  cross  into 
Switer/erUmd.  l'>ut  in  that  case,  no  more  advancement,  it 
will  be  all  up  with  my  being  a  jjriest,  that  fine  career  which 
may  lead  to  anything." 

This  al)horrcnce  of  eating  with  the  servants  was  not  really 
natural  to  Julien;  he  would  have  done  things  <iuite,  if  not 
more,  disagreeable  in  order  to  get  on.  He  derived  this 
repugnai.oe  from  liie  Confessions  of  Rousseau.  It  was  the 
only  book  by  whose  help  his  imagination  endeavo\iied  to  con- 
struct the  world.  The  collection  of  the  bulletins  of  the  (Irand 
Army,  and  the  Memorial  of  St.  Hcfcmi  completed  his  Koran. 
He  would  have  died  for  these  three  works.  He  never  believed 
in  any  ther.  To  use  a  phrase  of  the  old  Surgeon-Major,  he 
regarded  all  the  other  books  in  the  world  as  packs  of  lies, 
written  by  rogues  in  order  to  get  on. 

Julien  possessed  both  a  fiery  soul  and  <inc  of  those  astonish- 
ing memories  which  are  so  often  combined  with  stupidity. 

In  order  to  win  over  the  old  cure  Chtila.i,  on  whose 
good  graci;  he  realized  that  his  future  prospects  depended,  he 
had  learnt  by  heart  the  New  'testament  in  Latin.  He  also 
knew  M.  de  Maistre's  book  on  The  I'ope,  and  believed  in  one 
as  little  as  he  did  in  the  other. 

Sorel   and   his  son  avoided  talking  to  eac      other  to-di 
as  though  by  mu;ual  consent.     In  the  evening    ulie    '^ent 
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take  his  theology  lesson  at  the  cure's,  but  he  did  not  consider 
that  it  was  prudent  to  say  anything  to  him  about  the  strange 
proposal  which  had  been  made  tn  •':%  father.  "  It  is  possibly 
a  trap,"  he  said  to  himself,  '  :  mart  pret-^nd  th^t  I  have 
forgotten  all  about  it." 

Early  next  morning,  M.  de  i  il  hid  ol-  aorel  summoned 
to  him.  He  eventually  arrive',  alter  keej-mg  M.  de  Renal 
waiting  for  an  hour-and-a-half,  and  made,  as  he  entered  the 
room,  a  hundred  apologies  interspersed  with  as  many  bows. 
After  having  run  the  gauntlet  of  all  kinds  of  objections,  Sorel 
was  given  to  understand  that  his  son  would  have  his  meals 
with  the  master  and  mistress  of  the  house,  and  that  he  would 
eat  alone  in  a  room  with  the  children  on  the  days  when  they 
had  company.  The  more  clearly  Sorol  realized  the  genuine 
eagerness  of  M.  the  Mayor,  the  more  difficulties  he  felt  inclined 
to  raise.  Being  moreover  full  of  mistrust  and  astonishment, 
he  asked  to  see  the  room  where  his  son  would  sleep.  It  was 
a  big  room,  quite  decently  furnished,  into  which  the  servants 
were  already  engaged  in  carrying  the  beds  of  the  three 
children. 

This  circumstance  explained  a  lot  to  the  old  peasant.  He 
asked  immediately,  with  quite  .in  air  of  assurance,  to  see  the 
suit  which  would  be  given  to  his  son.  M.  de  Renal  opened 
his  desk  and  took  out  one  hundred  francs. 

"Your  son  will  go  to  M.  Durand,  the  draper,  with  this 
money  and  will  get  a  complete  black  suit." 

"And  even  supposing  I  take  him  away  from  you,"  said  the 
peasant,  who  had  suddenly  forgotten  all  his  respectful    for- 
malities, "  will  he  still  keep  this  black  suit  ?  " 
"Certainly!  " 

"Well,"  said  Sorel,  in  a  drawling  voice,  "all  that  remains  to 
do  is  to  agree  on  just  one  thing,  the  money  which  you  will  give 
him." 

"What!  "  exclaimed  M.  de  Renal,  indignantly,  "we  agreed 
on  that  yesterday.  1  shall  give  him  three  liundred  francs,  I 
think  that  is  a  lot,  and  prohalily  too  murh." 

"  That  is  your  offer  and  I  do  not  deny  it,"  said  old  Sorel, 
speaking  still  very  slowly ;  and  by  a  strcjke  of  genius  which 
will  only  astonish  those  who  do  not  know  the  Franche-Comte 
IX'asants,  he  hxed  his  eyes  on  ISI.  de  Renal  and  added. 
"  We  shall  get  l)etter  terms  elsewhere." 
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The  Mayor's  face  exhibited  the  utmost  consternation  at 
these  words.  He  pulled  himself  together  however  and  after 
a  cunning  conversation  of  two  hours'  length,  where  every  single 
word  on  both  sides  was  carefully  weighed,  the  subtlety  of  the 
peasant  scored  a  victory  over  the  subtlety  of  the  rich  man 
whose  livelihood  was  not  so  dependent  on  his  faculty  of 
cunnmg.  All  the  numerous  stipulations  which  were  to 
regulate  Julien's  new  existence  were  duly  formulated. /Not 
only  was  his  salary  fixed  at  four  hundred  francs,  but  they  were 
to  be  paid  in  advance  on  the  first  of  each  i^onth.  • 

"Very  well,  I  will  give  him  thirty-five  francs,^ said  M.  de 
Renal. 

"  I  am  quite  sure,"  said  the  peasant,  in  a  fawning  voice 
"that  a  rich,  generous  man  like  the  M.  mayor  would  go  as  far  as 
thirty-six  francs,  to  make  up  a  good  round  sum." 

"  Agreed  !  "  said  M.  de  Renal,  "  but  let  this  be  final."  For 
the  moment  his  temper  gave  him  a  tone  of  genuine  firm- 
ness. The  peasant  saw  that  it  would  not  do  to  eo  any- 
further.  °        •' 

Then,  on  his  side,  M.  de  Renal  managed  to  score.  He 
absolutely  refused  to  give  old  Sorel,  who  was  very  anxious  to 
receive  it  on  behalf  of  his  .  ;n,  the  thirty-six  francs  for  the  first 
month.  It  had  occurred  to  M.  de  Renal  that  he  would  have 
to  tell  his  wife  the  figure  which  he  had  cut  throughout  these 
negotiat'ons. 

"  Hand  me  back  the  hundred  francs  which  I  gave  you  "  he 
said  sharply.  "  M.  Durand  owes  me  something,  I  will  go 
with  your  son  to  see  about  a  black  cloth  suit." 

After  this  manifestation  of  firmness,  Sorel  had  the  prudence 
to  return  to  his  respectful  formulas ;  they  took  a  good  quarter 
of  an  hour.  Finally,  seeing  that  there  was  nothing  more  to  he 
gained,  he  took  his  leave.  He  finished  his  last  bow  with 
these  words  : 

"  I  will  send  my  son  to  the  Chateau."  The  Mayor's  officials 
called  his  house  by  this  designation  when  they  wanted  to 
humour  him. 

When  he  got  back  to  his  workshop,  it  was  in  vain  that  Sorel 
sought  his  son.  Suspicious  of  what  might  happen,  Julien  had 
gone  out  in  the  middle  of  the  night.  He  wished  to  place  his 
Cross  ul  the  Legion  o»  Honour  and  his  hooks  in  a  place  of 
safe  y.     He  had  taken  everything  to  a  young  wood-merchant 
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named  Fouque,  who  v  as  a  friend  of  his,  and  who  he  i  in  the 
high  mountain  which  commands  Verri^res. 

"God  knows,  you  damned  lazy  bones,"  said  his  father  to 
him  when  he  re-appeared,  "  if  you  will  ever  be  sufficiently 
honourable  to  pay  me  back  the  price  of  your  board  which  I 
have  been  advancing  to  you  for  so  many  years.  Take  your 
rags  and  clear  out  to  M.  the  Mayor's." 

Julien  was  astonished  at  not  being  beaten  and  hastened  to 
leave.  He  had  scarcely  got  out  of  sight  of  his  terrible  father 
when  he  slackened  his  pace.  He  considered  that  it  would 
assist  the  role  played  by  his  hyprocrisy  to  go  and  say  a  prayer 
in  the  church. 

^  The  word  hypocrisy  surprises  you  ?  The  soul  of  the  peasant 
had  had  to  go  through  a  great  deal  before  arriving  at  this 
horrible  word. 

Julien  had  seen  in  the  days  of  his  early  childhood  certain 
Dragoons  of  the  6th  *  with  long  white  cloaks  and  hats  covered 
with  long  black  plumed  helmets  who  were  returning  from 
Italy,  and  tied  up  their  horses  to  the  grilled  window  of  his 
father's  house.  The  sight  had  made  him  mad  on  the  military 
profession.  Later  on  he  had  listened  with  ecstasy  to  the 
narrations  of  the  battles  of  '_.odi,  Areola  and  Rivoli  with  which 
the  old  surgeon-major  had  regaled  him.  He  ob'-erved  the 
ardent  gaze  which  the  old  man  used  to  direct  towards  his 
cross. 

But  when  Julien  was  fourteen  years  of  age  they  commenced 
to  build  a  church  at  Verrieres  which,  in  view  of  the  smallness 
of  the  town,  has  some  claim  to  be  called  magnificent.  There 
were  four  marble  columns  in  particular,  the  sight  of  which 
impressed  Julien.  They  became  celebrated  in  the  district 
owing  to  ♦he  mortal  hate  which  they  raised  between  the  Justice 
of  the  P'-ace  and  the  young  vicar  who  had  been  sent  from 
Besanqon  and  who  passed  for  a  spy  of  the  congregation.  The 
Justice  of  the  Peace  was  on  the  point  of  losing  liis  place,  so 
said  the  public  opinion  at  any  rate.  Had  he  not  dared  to  have 
a  difference  with  the  priest  who  went  every  fortnight  to  Besan- 
9on ;  where  he  saw,  so  they  said,  my  Lord  the  Bishop. 

In  the  meanwhile  the  Justice   of  the  Peace,  who  was  the 


•  The  author  was  sub  lieutenant  in  the  6th  Dragoons  in  i8oa 
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Ie'emedlLr"Tr'   ^''"''^'  ^"""  ''^^''^  «^"^-^<-'es  which 
seemed  unjust:  all  these  sentences  were  inflicted  on  those  nf 

party  triumphed.     It  ,s  true  it  was  only  a  question  of  sums  of 

by  a  nail-maker,  who  was  cod-father  to    Ii.lw.n       'iV-    ^ 
exclaimed  in  hi.  anger  "wL,  a  ch  „ge/     d  ,o  tW^k  Ta'; 

of  becommg  a  pnest,  and  was  always  to  l,e  -se.-n  in  hi    fatheA 

a-:a  ££  '7~^^^^^^^ 

poor  had  been  loved  by  ,ho  brilliant  Ala.lam.  le  llaThTrna 
For  many  year,  past  Julien  had  scarcely  pass,-d  a  'inTveS 

fntense^     "^''"'  ''''^'  J^^^"'  '"'^'"^'"^^  -^  ''-  Lad  doubly 

by'lhc' S;cf./.h''p'''"'-'  r,'  '^'-^  ^^"'^"^^-  pronounced 
u)  mc  justice  of  the  IVace  suddenly  enik'htcnod  him       An 

that  it  is  origi^nal.' "  '  i'-'-^'onau  .oui  winch  bd.eves 


A  NEGOTIATION 


x  "  At  the  time  when  Buonaparte  got  himself  talked  about, 
France  was  frightened  of  being  invaded ;  military  distinction 
was  necessary  and  fashionable.  Nowadays,  one  sees  priests 
of  forty  with  salaries  of  100,000  francs,  that  is  to  say,  three 
times  as  much  as  Napoleon's  famous  generals  of  a  division. 
They  need  persons  to  assist  them.  Look  at  that  Justice  of 
the  Peace,  such  a  good  sort  and  such  an  honest  man  up  to  the 
present  and  so  old  too ;  he  sacrifices  his  honour  through  the 
fear  of  incurring  the  displeasure  of  a  young  vicar  of  thirty.  I 
must  be  a  priest." 

On  one  occasion,  in  the  middle  of  his  new-found  piety  (he 
had  already  been  studying  theology  for  two  years),  he  was 
betrayed  by  a  sudden  burst  of  fire  which  consumed  his  soul. 
It  was  at  M.  Chelan's.  The  good  cure  had  invited  him  to 
a  dinner  ot  priests,  and  he  actually  let  himself  praise  Napoleon 
with  enthusiasm.  He  bound  his  right  arm  over  his  breast, 
pretending  that  he  had  dislocated  it  in  moving  a  trunk  of  a 
pine-tree  and  carried  it  for  two  months  in  that  painful  position. 
After  this  painful  penance,  he  forgave  himself.  This  is  the 
young  man  of  eighteen  with  a  puny  physique,  and  scarcely 
looking  more  than  seventeen  at  the  outside,  who  entered  the 
magnificent  church  of  Verrieres  carrying  a  little  parcel  under 
his  arm. 

He  found  it  gloomy  and  deserted.  All  the  transepts  in  the 
building  had  been  covered  with  crimson  cloth  in  celebration 
of  a  feast.  The  result  was  that  the  sun's  rays  produced  an 
effect  of  da/zling  light  of  the  most  impressive  and  religious 
character.  Julien  shuddered.  Finding  himself  alone  in  the 
church,  he  established  himself  in  the  pew  which  had  the  most 
magnificent  appearance.     It  bore  the  arms  of  M.  de  Renal. 

Julien  noticed  a  piece  of  printed  paper  spread  out  on  the 
stool,  which  was  apparently  intended  to  be  read,  he  cast  his 
eyes  over  it  and  saw  : — "  Details  of  the  execution  and  the 
last  moments  0/  Louis  Jen  rel,  executed  at  Besanion  the  .  .  ." 
The  paper  was  torn.  The  two  first  words  of  a  line  were 
legible  on  the  back,  they  were,  "  The  First  Step" 

"Who  could  have  |)ut  this  paper  there?"  said  Julien. 
"  Poor  fellow  !  "  he  added  with  a  sigh  "  the  last  syllable  of  his 
name  is  the  same  as  mine,"  and  he  crum.iilod  up  the  paper. 
As  lie  left,  Julien  lliought  he  saw  blood  near  the  Host,  it  was 
holy     Iter  which  the  priests  had  i)een  sprinkling  on  it,  the  re- 
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flection  of  the  red  curtains  which  covered  the  windows  made  it 
look  hke  blood. 

TT  Finally,  Julien  felt  ashamed  of  his  secret  terror.  "4s,J 
going  to  pky  the  coward,"  he  said  to  himself :  "To  Arms/" 
This  phrase,  repeated  so  often  in  the  old  Surgeon-Major's 
battle  stories,  symbolized  heroism  to  Julien.  He  got  up 
rapidly  and  walked  to  M.  de  Renal's  house.  As  soon  as  he  I 
saw  it  twenty  yards  in  front  of  him  he  was  seized,  in  spite  of 
his  fine  resolution,  with  an  overwhelming  timidity.  The  iron 
grill  was  open.  He  thought  it  was  magnificent.  He  had  to  go 
inside. 

Julien  was  not  the  only  person  whose  heart  was  troubled  by 
his  arrival  in  the  house.  The  extreme  timidity  of  Madame 
de  Renal  was  fluttered  when  she  thought  of  this  stranger 
whose  functions  would  necessitate  his  coming  between  her  and 
her  children.  She  was  accustomed  to  seeing  her  sons  sleep 
in  her  own  room.  She  had  shed  many  tears  that  morning, 
when  she  had  seen  their  beds  carried  into  the  apartment 
intended  for  the  tutor.  It  was  in  vain  that  she  asked  her 
husband  to  have  the  bed  of  Stanislas-Xavier,  the  youngest, 
carried  back  into  her  room. 

Womanly  delicacy  was  carried  in  Madame  de  Renal  to  the 
point  of  excess.  She  conjured  up  in  her  imagination  the 
most  disagreeable  personage,  who  was  coarse,  badly  groomed 
and  encharged  with  the  duty  of  scolding  her  children  simply 
because  he  happened  to  know  Latin,  and  only  too  ready  to 
flog  her  sons  for  their  ignorance  of  that  barbarous  language. 
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Non  so  piu  cosa  son 
Cosa  facio. 


Mozart  (Figaro). 


Madame  de  Renal  was  going  out  of  the  salon  by  the  folding 
window  which  opened  on  to  the  garden  with  that  vivacity  and 
grace  which  was  natural  to  her  when  she  was  free  from  human 
observation, [when  she  noticed  a  young  peasant  near  the 
entrance  gate.  He  was  still  almost  a  child,  extremely  pale, 
and  looked  as  though  he  had  been  crying.  He  was  in  a  white 
shirt  and  had  under  his  arm  a  perfectly  new  suit  of  violet  frieze!] 

The  little  peasant's  complexion  was  so  white  and  his  eyes 
were  so  soft,  that  Madame  de  Rcnal's  somewhat  romantic 
spirit  thought  at  first  that  it  might  be  a  young  girl  in  disguise, 
who  had  come  to  ask  some  favour  of  the  M.  the  Mayor.  She 
tfiQk^Uy  oruthis^poor  creature,  who  had  stopped  at  the  entrance 
of  the  door,  and  who  apparently  did  not  dare  to  raise  its  hand 
to  the  bell.  Madame  de  Renal  approached,  forf^c'^.ing  for  the 
moment  the  bitter  chagrin  occasioned  by  the  tutor's  arrival. 
Julien,  who  was  turned  towards  the  gate,  did  not  see  her 
advance.  He  trembled  when  a  soft  voice  said  quite  close  to 
his  ear : 

"  What  do  you  want  here,  my  child." 

Julien  turned  round  sharply  and  was  so  struck  by  Madame 
de  Rcnal's  look,  full  of  graciousness  as  it  was,  that  up  to  a 
certain  point  he  forgot  to  be  nervous.  Overcome  by  her 
beauty  he  soon  forgot  everything,  even  what  he  had  come  for. 
Madame  de  Renal  repeated  her  question. 

"  I  have  come  here  to  be  tutor,  M,ad.^me,"  *^e  said  at  last, 
quite  ashamed  of  his  tears  which  he  was  drying  as  best  as  he 
could. 
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Madame  de  Renal  remained  silenf  tk^  .  j 
each  other  at  close  range  Tulienh^H  I  ^  ^'^"^  ^  ""^^  °f 
being  so  well-dressed,  a^nd  above  aH  ^^7/"""  ^  ^"'"^^ 
woman  with  so  dazzl  nr?  ^^     ^  ^   ''^"^  "^^e*"  seen  a 

softly.     Madame  de  Rial  obsTvedX?'^^  ^"   ''"^  ^^  ^" 
lingered  on  the  cheeks   of  the  vn  '^  ^^^'^  ^^'^^  had 

which  had  been  so  nale  !n?  »^  ^^  P^^'^"''  ^h°««  cheeks 
began  to  laugh  wtVaTi  the  n,T  "''''  T  P'"'^'  ^oon  she 
made  fun  of  hLdUnd^vas  ,S,eT^^^^  V^ung  girl,  she 
happiness,  fso  this  was  th  J  H,.i  u  V''^  ^''^^"^  ^'^  her 
a  dirty,  ba^y  dre  sed  or  est  who'  "'^^"^  '^^'  ^^^  imagined 
flog  he;  children  j  ^       '  "'^'^  ''^'  "^'"'"8  ^o  scold  and 

J.What!.  Monsieur."  she  said  to  him  at  last,  "you  know 

refllctdTr'am^rnr"  -^-'^^^^  J"'- so  much  that  he 
"Yes,  Madame,"  he  said  timidly. 

cou'lgeTo'satto''/uli^^^^  ^  f^^  P'ucked  up  the 

too  much  ? »  ^      ■'         '     ^°"  *•"  "^'  «^°ld  the  poor  children 

shouidT?'"    '''"•"     ^^''   J""-   ■"   astonishment;     "why 

silZ:  inTsoft^icnhofe^^r^^^^         '''''  ^^^  ^  ""'e 
intense.     "  You  will  be  nice  to  Them  ^^  '"°''^  ^"^  ""o^*^ 

To  hear  himself  cal^d  "^onsieu;  '^°"  ^'■''■'^''?,  '"^  ^  " 
by  so  well  dressed  a  lady  wafS^S^.n^fr  '"  ""  ^^"°"«ness 
He  had  always  said  to  himseTf  ^ITl  J*!^'^"  '  expectations, 
had  built  in  his  youth  th^t  no  eat  nH  ""''"/  "^  ^P^'"  ^^at  he 
to  talk  to  him  except  wtnLh1Ja^fir"''^-r''"°"^^«^^"'^ 
de  Renal,  on  her  side    wn<=  1      ,  .  f  "^  umfomj.     Madame 

beautiful  complexion  his  blbS''^'  '^^"P  '"  ^^  J""^"'^ 
which  was  mSre  th^n  usually  curirh'  '"^  ''I  P''^"^  ^air. 
plunged  his  head  into  the  Ss  n  of  th^nnhr'f '  ^^-  ^"^  J"«' 
to  refresh  himself     She  Lc  !         'fie  Pubhc  fountam  in  order 

tutor.  whomTe  had  feared  to 'finr^,!'  l"^  ^'^^^  this  sinister 
children,  had,  as  a  maUer  of  f.^^  ^^       "^  '"^  '^'''^  ^°  her 

The  contrast  betweeTher  ft  \'ndwhi;T  "'"""  °'  ^  ^•^'• 
a  great  event  for  Madame  T  S"  v  ^^"°*  '^'^''  Proved 
Finally,  she  rccovefedlrom  her^u^t^^^^  temperament, 

to  .nd  herself  at  the  gate  of  1.:^  Zruse'tSfkr^^irth-'t? 
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and  at  such  close  quarters  to  this  young  and  somewhat  scantily 
dressed  man. 

"  Let  us  go  in,  Monsieur,"  she  said  to  him  with  a  certain 
air  of  embarrassment. 

[iPuring  Madame  de  Rilnal's  whole  life  she  had  never  been 
so  deeply  moved  by  such  a  sense  of  pure  pleasure.]  Never 
had  so  gracious  a  vision  followed  in  the  wake  of  her  discon- 
certing fears.  So  these  pretty  children  of  whom  she  took  such 
care  were  not  after  all  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  a  dirty  grumbl- 
ing priest.  She  had  scarcely  entered  the  vestibule  when  she 
turned  round  towards  Julien,  who  was  following  her  trembling. 
His  astonishment  at  the  sight  of  so  fine  a  house  proved  but 
an  additional  charm  in  Madame  de  Renal's  eyes.  She  could 
not  believe  her  own  eyes.  It  seemed  to  her,  above  all,  that 
the  tutor  ought  to  have  a  black  suit. 

"  But  is  it  true,  Monsieur,"  she  said  to  him,  stopping  once 
again,  and  in  mortal  fear  that  she  had  made  a  mistake,  so 
happy  had  her  discovery  made  her.  "  Is  it  true  that  you 
know  Latin  ? "  These  words  offended  Julien's  pride,  and 
dissipated  the  charming  atmosphere  vs'hich  he  had  been 
enjoying  for  the  last  quarter  of  an  hour. 

"  Yes,  Madame,"  he  said,  trying  to  assume  an  air  of  coldness, 
"  I  know  I^tin  as  well  as  the  cure,  who  has  been  good  enough 
to  say  sometimes  that  I  know  it  even  better." 

Madame  de  Renal  thought  that  Julien  looked  extremely 
wicked.  He  had  stopped  two  paces  from  her.  She  approached 
and  said  to  him  in  a  whisper  • 

"  You  won't  beat  my  chiluren  the  first  few  days,  will  you, 
even  if  they  do  not  know  their  lessons  ?  " 

The  softness  and  almost  supplication  of  so  beautiful  a  lady 
made  Julien  suddenly  forget  what  he  owed  to  his  reputation 
as  a  Latinist.  Madame  de  Renal's  face  was  close  to  his  own. 
He  smelt  the  perfume  of  a  woman's  summer  clothing,  a  quite 
astonishing  experience  for  a  poor  peasant.  Julien  blushed 
extremely,  and  said  with  a  sigh  in  a  faltering  voice  : 

"  Fear  nothing,  Madame,  I  will  obey  you  in  everything." 

It  was  only  now,  when  her  anxiety  about  her  children  had 
been  relieved  once  and  for  all,  that  Madame  de  Renal  was 
struck  by  Julien's  exfieme  beauty.  The  comparative  effemin- 
ancy  of  his  features  aii.l  his  air  of  extreme  embarrassment  did 
Dot  seem  in  any  way  ridiculous  to  a  woman  who  was  herself 
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had  ^:.;^j:;S-;- n^^^         who 

and  yet  it  was  onl^^  a"i uie  tap  "  '''^  ""  ''  '°^  ^  "'^^^'^  ---^' 

v^'"  -  X:stX^"ha'™r^h'"%^^°"^'^^  J"'-- 

happy  these  rich  pSe  are      LT       ^^^  /'^^'  '"^-     H°^ 
already  begun  to  observe  ^h^"  fin         """'   '^^  ^^^"^''  ^ho  had 

the  tutor's  mind^ook  this  fit  of  ?.H"'"'f  °^-  '^^'^  ^°^^'"g^  '" 
to  encourage  hirli  '  "'^  '^"^"^'^  ^""^  ^""'dity  and  Tried 

'•  What  is  your  name,  Monsieur  ?  "  she  s-iiH  fn  f,- 
accent   and  a  graciousness  whose  charm    tI"  '  ""''^  ^" 

without  being  able  to  explain  "^     ''^   appreciated 

enL'inras'Sgelou"  fo/fn  r'^'^""  ^  ''''  "-vous  of 
need  of  you  "^^Jt'on  and  I  '  "f  ''""'  '"  "^^  ^'^«-  ^  have 
ances  for  me  during  h^  fim  L  H  ^°"  J^.™"^"  "^"^  ^"««- 
the  college,  I  was  foo  poor  Thn  ^'^  ^  ^^""  """^^  ^een  to 
else  except   my  coul Thn  T  "^^^"  'P°^«"  ^^  anyone 

the  Legio'n  of'^oruranlVletTchlr  H^^^'^fA^^ 
you  a  good  accoum  of  me      Mv  hrnth         ,  ^«  will  give    , 

me,  and  you  must  not  bdlve  themTf  fh"  "^'^1  "'"'^  ^°  ^^^^  1 
to  you.^Vou  must  forgive  my  faulTs  M.H^  '^''^r  "^f^^^  ^^  "^«  I 
mean  everything  for  the  bes?"  '  '^^^^'"«-    ^  shall  always    i 

Julien  had  regained  his  confidence  during  this  Inn. 
He  was  examining  Madame  de  Renal  ptS'!  °"^  'P^^^^. 
wonders  when  it  is  natural  to  th.^  nh  .  ^^  ^'^^^  works 
when  the  person  whom  fadorns  never''th\'"^"^°^^  ^"• 
affect  it.  Julien,  who  was  qui  "  a  conn.  "^'  °^  ''y^^g  ^° 
beauty,  would  have  sworn  at  th!  n  ^°""°'sse"'-  m  feminine 
was  not  more  than  twent^  VLe  rafhldef  orT''°'"V^^^^  ^^e 
immediately  occurred  to  him  He  .'t  ^'"''"^  her  hand 
his  idea.     A  minute  later  h^'said^oh     ^T/*""  ^"^^^^"^d  of 
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saw-mill.  Possibly  Julien  was  a  little  encouraged  through 
having  heard  some  young  girls  repeat  on  Sundays  during  the 
last  six  months  the  words  "  pretty  boy." 

During  this  internal  debate,  Madame  de  Renal  was  giving 
him  two  or  three  hints  on  the  way  to  commence  handling  the 
children.  The  strain  Julien  was  putting  on  himself  made 
him  once  more    cry  pale.     He  said  with  an  air  of  constraint. 

"  I  will  never  beat  your  children,  Madame.  I  swear  it  before 
God."  In  saying  this,  he  dared  to  take  Madame  de  Renal's 
hand  and  carry  it  to  his  lips.  She  was  astonished  at  this  act, 
and  after  reflecting,  became  shocked.  As  the  weather  was 
very  warm,  her  arm  was  quite  bare  underneath  the  shawl,  and 
Julien's  movement  in  carrying  her  hand  to  his  lips  entirely 
uncovered  it.  After  a  few  moments  she  scolded  herself.  It 
seemed  to  her  that  her  anger  had  not  been  quick  enough. 

M.  de  Renal,  who  had  heard  voices,  came  out  of  his  study, 
and  assuming  the  same  air  of  paternal  majesty  with  which  he 
celebrated  marriages  at  the  mayoral  office,  said  to  Julien : 

"  It  is  essential  for  me  to  have  a  few  words  with  you  before  my 
children  see  you."  He  made  Julien  enter  a  room  and  insisted 
on  his  wife  being  present,  although  she  wished  to  leave  them 
alone.     Having  closed  the  door  M.  Renal  sat  down. 

"  M.  the  cure  has  told  me  that  you  are  a  worthy  person,  and 
everybody  here  will  treat  you  with  respect.  If  I  am  satisfied 
with  you  I  will  later  on  help  you  in  having  a  little  establishment 
of  your  own.  I  do  not  wish  you  to  see  either  anything  more 
of  your  relatives  or  your  friends.  Their  tone  is  bound  to  be 
prejudicial  to  my  children.  Here  are  thirty-six  francs  for  the 
first  month,  but  I  insist  on  your  word  not  to  give  a  sou  of  this 
money  to  your  father." 

M.  de  Renal  was  piqued  against  the  old  man  for  having 
proved  the  shrewder  bargainer. 

"  Now,  Monsieur,  for  1  have  given  orders  for  everybody 
here  to  call  you  Monsieur,  and  you  will  appreciate  the  advantage 
of  having  entered  the  house  of  real  gentle  folk,  now.  Mon- 
sieur, it  is  not  becoming  for  the  children  to  see  you  in  a 
jacket."  "  Have  the  servants  seen  him  ?  "  said  M.  de  Renal 
to  his  wife. 

••  No,  my  dear,"  she  answered,  with  an  air  of  deep 
pensiveness. 

"All  the  better.     Put  this  on,"  he  said  to  the  surprised 
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"  Let  us  now 


seated  in    the  same    nlace       Shf  ?',^  '^"^  ''''^  "'''^  '''' 
presence.     VVhenThe  evamt™!  h       k   ,  ™''"=''    '')"  ■'"«"''  B 

^™o:l^;at'aT'sin%et^.drrti^.S!'-'"  ^ 

thouEh  he  had  liv^^  fk    ^\'"^^  °*   ^  .^hM4    It   seemed  as 

hand      Rnrfh!  ^     T^'  "'-'^^"se  he  had  dared  to  kiss   her 
b  "he  fee  o   doSoTfceTr  T'  'T  ^'^^  '^  •>'- 

nfaTedVa-^e^.^  S^^^^T'  '^^  ^  "--^ - 
Renal  looLd  7^  Sr,tishS"'"""'^-     ^^"^^  * 

I  anf  Vor  pri'n/alid";,,;' "" '*"'^  ■" -^""^^^ 
Renau:'hf.°vr  "■'"''  °'  *'=  '-I-"'""?'"  said   M.  do 

obe^fnran  lUirtSr  i^^^S^.^  h  T^  ^-''»''- 
did  not  own  to  herself.  ^  ''^'"-'^   ^'^^  certainly 

Vour^aTours°liU%ttrht^n^ot'b:-"^  lir  ''^'f  ^'"'^  P^^"^' 
and  you  will  have  to  send  h  m"b  ck  bffor'  th'  '"^  k'^  P'^^^' 

I  have  jus.  orLr^d  :.  ft:^*p.;?s"'''''-ln'ir''  T'.  ""'^^ 
the  ready-made  suit  which  i  T^  L,  „m  h  "■"  ''"P  ^- 
the  tailor's."  ■'       P"'  """  '"">  at  the 
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The  hour  that  Julien  spent  in  his  room  seemed  only  a 
mmute  to  Madame  de  Renal.  The  children  who  had  been 
told  about  their  new  tutor  began  to  overwhelm  their  mother 
with  questions.  Eventually  Julien  appeared.  He  was  quite 
another  man.  It  would  be  incorrect  to  say  that  he  was  grave 
-file  w^the  very  incarnation  of  gravity..  He  was  introduced 
to  the  chHdren  and  spoke  to  them  in  a  manner  that  astonished 
M.  de  Renal  himself. 

"  I  am  here,  gentlemen,  he  said,  as  he  finished  his  speech,  to 
teach  you  Latin.  You  know  what  it  means  to  recite  a  lesson. 
Here  is  the  Holy  Bible,  he  said,  showing  them  a  small  volume 
m  thirty-two  mo.,  bound  in  black.  It  deals  especially  with  the 
history  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  and  is  the  part  which  is  called 
the  New  Testament.  I  shall  often  make  you  recite  your 
lesson,  but  do  you  make  me  now  recite  mine." 

Adolphe,  the  eldest  of  the  children,  had  taken  up  the  book. 
"Open  it  anywhere  you  like,"  went  on  Julien  and  tell  me  the 
first  word  of  any  verse,  "  I  will  then  recite  by  heart  that  sacred 
book  which  governs  our  conduct   towards  the  whole  world 
until  you  stop  me."  ' 

Adolphe  opened  the  book  and  read  a  word,  and  Julien 
recited  the  whole  of  the  page  as  easily  as  though  he  had 
been  talking  French.  M.  de  Renal  looked  at  his  wife  with 
an  air  of  triumph  The  children,  seeing  the  astonishment  of 
their  parents,  opened  their  eyes  wide.  A  servant  came  to  the 
door  of  the  drawing-room;  Julien  went  on  talking  Latin. 
The  servant  first  remained  motionless,  and  then  disappeared. 
Soon  Madame's  house-maid,  together  with  the  cook,  arrived 
at  the  door.  Adolphe  had  already  opened  the  book  at 
eight  differer;  places,  while  Julien  went  on  reciting  all  the 
time  with  the  same  facilit  "  Great  heavens!  "  said  the  cook, 
a  good  and  Jirvaii:  gir ,  quite  aloud,  "  what  a  pretty  little 
pnest!"-^M  *  iisai'^  seif-esteem  became  uneasy.  Instead 
of  :-iinkin£  r-  exmsamnmi  the  tutor,  his  mind  was  concentrated 
n  rackim;  2ii:  memoT^  tor  >ome  other  Latin  words.  Eventully 
:-  mana«ffi£L  ^o  si^  a  sarase  of  Horace.  Julien  knew  no 
ther  Lam  :^cs3:  "e-  Bible.  He  answered  with  a  frown. 
The-  nair  mmiEn- 


:o  wnich 
a  20e 


destine  myself  has  forbidden 


M.  de  RiSHil  jsoted  quite  a  large  number  of  alleged  verses 
-t)ns  ■aoTaffi      3e  <-«q^ined  to  his  children  who  Horace  was, 
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i    ' 


but  the  admiring  chiHren,  scarcely  attended  to  what  he  was 
saying  :  they  were  looking  at  Julien. 

The  servants  were  still  at  the  door.  Julien  thought  that  he 
ought  to  prolong  the  test—"  M.  Stanislas-Xavier  also,"  he 
said  to  the  youngest  of  the  cl  Mren,  "  must  give  me  a  passage 
from  the  holy  book."  *^  ^ 

Little  Stanislas,  who  was  quite  flattered,  read  indifferently 
the  first  word  of  a  verse,  and  Julien  said  the  whole  page. 

To  put  the  finishing  touch  on  M.  de  Renal's  triumph,  M. 
Valenod,  the  owner  of  the  fine  Norman  horses,  and  M.  Char- 
cot de  Maugiron,  the  sub-prefect  of  the  district  came  in  when 
Julien  was  reciting.  This  scene  earned  for  Julien  the  title  of 
Mmisieur;  even  the  servants  did  not  dare  to  refuse  it  to  him 
^hat  evening  all  Verrieres  flocked  to  M.  de  Renal's  to  see 
the  prodigy,  f  ulien  answered  everybody  in  a  gloomy  manner 
and  kept  his  own  distance.  His  fame  spread  so  rapidly  in  the 
town  that  a  few  hours  afterwards  M.  de  Renal,  fearing  that  he 
would  be  taken  away  by  somebody  else,  proposed  to  him  that 
he  should  sign  an  engagement  for  two  years. 

"  No,  Monsieur,"  Julien  answered  coldly,  "  if  you  wished  to 
dismiss  me,  I  should  have  to  go.  An  engagement  which  binds 
me  without  involving  you  in  any  obligation  is  not  an  equal 
one  and  I  refuse  it." 

Julien  played  his  cards  so  well,  that  in  less  than  a  month  of 

.his  arrival  at  the  house,  M.  de  Renal  himself  respected  him 

IfcAs  the  cure  had  quarrelled  with  both  M.  de  Renal  and  M. 

Valenod,  thpe  »a^  no-one   who   could   betray   Julien's   old 

passion  for  ^Napoleon.     He  always  spoke  of  Napoleon  with 

abhorre    :e. 
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THE    ELECTIVE   AFFINITIES 

^ey  only  manage  to  touch  the  heart  by  wounding  it.— A  Modern. 

The  children  adored  him,  but  he  did  not  like  them  in  the 
least.     His  thoughts  were  elsewhere.     But  nothing  which  the 
little  brats  ever  did  made  him  lose  his  patience.     Cold,  just 
and  impassive,  and  none  the  less  liked,  inasmuch  his  arrival 
had  more  or  less  driven  ennui  out  of  the  house,  he  was  a  good 
tutor.     As  for  himself,  he  felt  nothing  but  hate  and  abhorrence 
for  that  good  society  into  which  he  had  been  admitted  •  ad- 
mitted, it  is  true  at  the  bottom  of  the  table,  a  circumstance 
which  perhaps  explained  his  hate  and  his  abhorrence.     There 
were  certain  '  full-dress  '  dinners  at  which  he  was  scarcely  able 
to  control  his  hate  for  everything  that  surrounded  him.     One 
St.  Louis  feast  day  in  particular,  when  M.  Valenod  was  mono- 
poU^ing  the  conversation  of  M.  de  Renal,  Julien  was  on  the 
point  of  betraying  himself.     He  escaped  into  the  garden  on 
the  pretext  of  finding  the  children.     "  What  praise  of  honesty  " 
he  exclaimed.     "  One  would  say  that  was  the  only  virtue  and 
yet  think  how  they  respect  and  grovel  before  a  man  who  has 
almost  doubled  and  trebled  his  fortune  since  he  has  adminis- 
tered the  poor  fund.     I  would  bet  anything  that  he  makes  a 
profit  even   out    of  the   monies  which  are  intended  for  the 
foundhngs  of  these  poor  creatures  whose  misery  is  even  more 
sacred  than  that  of  others.     Oh,  Monsters  !    Monsters  '    And 
I  too,  am  a  kind  of  foundling,  hated  as  I  am  by  my  father  mv 
brothers,  and  all  my  family."  ^  '     ' 

Some  days  l)efore  the  feast  of  St.  Louis,  when  JuMen  wa- 
wking  a  sohtaiy  walk  and  reciting  his  breviary  in  the  little 
wood  called  the  Belvedere,  which  dominates  the  Cours  dt  la 
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Fidelite,  he  had  endeavoured  in  vain  to  avoid  his  two  brothers 
whom  he  saw  coming  along  in  the  distance  by  a  lonely  path. 
The  jealousy  of  these  coarse  workmen  had  been  provoked  to 
such  a  pitch  by  their  brother's  fine  black  suit,  by  his  air  of 
extreme  respectability,  and  by  the  sincere  contempt  which  he 
had  for  them,  that  they  had  beaten  him  until  he  had  fainted 
and  was  bleeding  all  over.  ,  ^ 

Madame  de  Renal,  who  was  taking  a  walk  with  M.  de  fenal 
and  the  sub-prefect,  happened  to  arrive  in  the  little  wood. 
She  saw  Julien  lying  on  the  ground  and  thought  that  he  was 
dead.  She  was  so  overcome  that  she  made  M.  Valenod 
jealous. 

His  alarm  was  premature.  Julien  found  Madauie  de  R6nal 
very  pretty,  but  he  hated  her  on  account  of  her  beauty,  for 
that  had  been  the  first  danger  which  had  almost  stopped  his 
career. 

He  talked  to  her  as  little  as  possible,  in  order  to  make  her 
forget  the  transport  which  had  induced  him  to  kiss  her  hand 
on  the  first  day. 

Madame  de  Renal's  housemaid,  Elisa,  had  lost  no  time  in 
falling  in  love  with  the  young  tutor.  She  often  talked  about 
him  to  her  mistress.  Elisa's  love  had  earned  for  Julien  the 
hatred  of  one  of  the  men-servants.  One  day  he  heard  the  man 
saying  to  Elisa,  "You  haven't  a  word  for  me  now  that  this 
dirty  tutor  has  entered  the  household."  The  insult  was  un- 
deserved, but  Julien  with  the  instinctive  vanity  ot  a  pretty  boy 
redoubled  his  care  of  his  personal  appearance.  M.  Valenod's 
hate  also  increased.  He  said  publicly,  that  it  was  not  be- 
coming for  a  young  abbe  to  be  such  a  fop. 

Madame  de  Renal  observed  that  Julien  talked  more 
frequently  than  usual  to  Mademoiselle  Elisa.  She  learnt  that 
the  reason  of  these  interviews  was  the  poverty  of  Julien's  ex- 
tremely small  wardrobe.  He  had  so  little  linen  that  he  was 
obliged  to  have  it  very  frequently  washed  outside  the  house, 
and  it  was  in  these  little  matters  that  Elisa  was  useful  to  him' 
Madame  de  Renal  was  touched  by  this  extreme  poverty 
which  she  had  never  suspected  before.  She  was  anxious  to 
make  him  presents,  but  she  did  not  dare  to  do  so.  This  inner 
conflict  was  the  first  painful  emotion  that  Julien  had  caused 
her.  Till  then  Julien's  name  had  been  synonymous  with  a 
pure  and  quite  intellectual  joy.     Tormented j  by  the  idea  of 


THE  ELECTIVE  AFFINITIES 


37 


Julien's  poverty,  Madame  de  Renal  spoke  to  her  husband 
about  giving  him  some  linen  for  a  present. 

"  What  nonsense,"  he  answered,  "  the  very  idea  of  giving 
presents  to  a  man  with  whom  we  are  perfectly  satisfied  and 
who  is  a  good  servant.  It  will  only  be  if  he  is  remiss  that  we 
shall  have  to  stimulate  his  zeal." 

Madame  de  Renal  felt  humiliated  by  this  way  of  looking  at 
things,  though  she  would  never  have  noticed  it  in  the  days 
before  Julien's  arrival.  She  never  looked  at  the  young  abbe's 
attire,  with  its  combination  of  simplicity  and  absolute  cleanli- 
ness, without  saying  to  herself,  '•  The  poor  boy,  how  can  he 
manage  ?  " 

Little  by  little,  instead  of  being  shocked  by  all  Julien's 
deficiencies,  she  pitied  him  for  them. 

Madame  de  Renal  was  one  of  those  provincial  women 
whom  one  is  apt  to  take  for  fools  during  the  first  fort  ight  of 
acquaintanceship.  She  had  no  experience  of  the  world  and 
never  bothered  to  keep  up  the  conversation.  Nature  had 
given  her  a  refined  and  fastidious  soul,  while  that  instinct  for 
happiness  which  is  innate  in  all  human  beings  caused  her,  as 
a  rule,  to  pay  no  attention  to  the  acts  of  the  coarse  persons 
m  whose  midst  chance  had  thrown  her.  If  she  had  received 
the  slightest  education,  she  would  have  been  noticeable  for 
the  spontaneity  and  vivacity  of  her  mind,  but  being  an  heiress, 
she  had  been  brought  up  in  a  Convent  of  Nuns,  who  were 
passionate  devotees  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jestu  and 
animated  by  a  violent  hate  for  the  French  as  being  the 
enemies  of  the  Jesuits.  Ptadame  de  Renal  had  had  enough 
sense  to  forget  quickly  all  the  nonsense  which  she  had  learned 
at  the  convent,  but  had  substituted  nothing  for  it,  and  in  the 
long  run  knew  nothing.  The  flatteries  which  had  been 
lavished  on  her  when  still  a  child,  by  reason  of  the  great 
fortune  of  which  she  was  the  heiress,  and  a  decided  tendency 
to  passionate  devotion,  had  given  her  quite  an  inner  life  of 
her  own.  In  spite  of  her  pose  of  jjerfect  affability  and  her 
elimination  of  her  individual  will  which  was  cited  as  a  model 
example  by  all  the  husbands  in  Verri^res  and  which  made  M. 
de  Rfinal  feel  very  proud,  the  moods  of  her  mind  were  usually 
dictated  by  a  spirit  of  the  most  haughty  discontent. 

Many  a  princess  who  has  become  a  bye-word  for  pride  has 
given  infinitely  more  attention  to  what  her  courtiers  have  been 
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doing  around  her  than  did  this  apparently  gentle  and  demure 
woman  to  anything  which  her  husband  either  said  or  did.  Up 
to  the  time  of  Juhen's  arrival  she  had  never  really  troubled  about 
S  hf"^  r'Pr  ^^'.  "^"^'■""-  Their  little  maladies,  their 
JZ  i  ^^^'"".''"l^  J°ys.  occupied  all  the  sensibility  of  that 
soul,  who  during  her  whole  life,  had  adored  no  one  but  God, 
when  she  had  been  at  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Besancon 

A  feverish  attack  of  one  of  her  sons  *(rould  affect  her  almost 
dknTo'  '%^'  ''^  ^'"^  '^^  ^•^^'  ^^°"gh  she  would  not 
shrnLf  ^k°"k  ,i"  *"y°"^-  ^  ^""^  °f  coarse  laughter,  a 
enZ^r.?        shoulders,  accompanied  by  some  platitude  on   he 

vou^chsarTr'  .u'^  ^''"  1^/  °"'y  "^•^^'"^  her  husband  had 
the  nii  f  K^°!f  ^°"fi?«"«^^«  about  her  troubles,  which 
iunn.  .K  fi  ""''"'■^^"•"g  herself  had  induced  her  to  make 
anSinv!  n  ^T  V^^"  "'^"'^^'  J"^^^  ^^  ^his  kind, 
l?\L^  '  ''^•"   'h^y   ^^""^  *^'^«^t«d  at  her  children's 

ailments,  were  exquisite  torture  to  Madame  de  Renal.  And 
these  jokes  were  all  she  found  to  take  the  place  of  those 
exaggerated  sugary  flatteries  with  which  she  had  been  regaled 
at  the  Jesuit  Convent  where  she  had  passed  her  youth.  Her 
education  had  been  given  her  by  suffering.    Too  proud  even 

lind  s£  ^"  fr'«"f.  Mad^^  ^^^^'"^'  ^'°"^  trou^bles  of  thS 
ValenoH  TTk '^  '^  u  *"  "'^"  *^^^  ^^^  ^er  husband,  M. 
Cnlr  '  ^^  ^\  sub-prefect,  M.  Charcot  de  Mauriron. 
S^ctnt'Sn r ,"*  *^"  '"^'^  i"""^"'  callousness  to  everything 
wS?K  .  r*^  ^""'  Precedence,  or  orders,  together  with 
bhnd  hate  of  every  argument  to  which  they  objected,  seemed 
tocher  as  natural  to  the  male  sex  as  wearing  boo^'anl"^; 

After  many  years.  Madame  de  R^nal  had  still  failed   tn 

:s"r«  „^r" "  "-°^= '-"''''  •-■>"  ^^ »'--'«; 

.    Hence  the  success  of  the  little  peasant  Julien.     She  found 
In^'  l^TJ*!r  f  'h'^  P'°"^  ^"d  "oble  soul  a  sweet  enjW 
M  J    '^'''t*"  '!"'  glamour  and  fascination  of  novelty^  ^ 
Madame  de  Renal  soon  forgave  him  that  extreme  iRnorance 
which  constituted  but  an  additional  charm,  and  the  rZS 
of    his   manner   which   she   succeeded    ir^   correcting       She 

er,atVt  'h  ""  T"*^  "^^^"'"^  '^^  ^^  ^h-  fhe  con 
wherrwas  onl  °"  '^"  f"08t  ordinary  events,  even  in  fact 
when  It  was  only  a  question  of  a  jxKjr  dog  which  had  been 
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crashed  as  he  crossed  the  street  by  a  peasant's  cart  going  at 
a  trot.  The  sight  of  the  dog's  pain  made  her  husband  indulge 
in  his  coarse  laugh,  while  she  noticed  Julien  frown,  with  his 
fine  black  eyebrows  which  were  so  beautifully  arched. 

Little  by  little,  it  seemed  to  her  that  generosity,  nobility  of 
soul  and  humanity  were  to  be  found  in  nobody  else  except 
this  young  abbe.  She  felt  for  him  all  the  sympathy  and  even 
all  the  admiration  which  those  virtues  excite  in  well-born  souls. 

If  the  scene  had  been  Paris,  Julien's  position  towards 
Madame  de  Renal  would  have  been  soon  simplified.  But  at 
Paris,  love  is  a  creature  of  novels.  The  young  tutor  and  his 
timid  mistress  vn\r\i^  soon  have  found  the  elucidation  of  their 
position  in  thrpp  nr  fVinr  nnvels^  and  fiVfi"  in  the  couplets  of  the 
QlinnaseJIiiatxe.  The  novels  which  hav?  ^r^r^^  nut  fnr 
themJLbfi  iiart  thfty  would  play,  and  showed  them  the  model 
which jlxey..ffierR  to  imitafp,  and  Juligo  wQuld-aaQneiL.OL.later 
have  bseoJoKfid^by, jii§^. j,^,OiJX-.ta-iQlto  JHftdsLeyen 
though  it  had  given  him  no  pleasure  and  had  perhaps'  actually 
gone  agunstlKfegfaTn."  "" 

If  the  scene  had  been  laid  in  a  small  town  in  Aveyron 
or  the  Pyrenees,  the  slightest  episode  would  have  been 
rendered  crucial  by  the  fiery  condition  of  the  atmosphere.  But 
under  our  more  gloomy  skies,  a  poor  young  man  who  is  only 
ambitious  because  his  natural  refinement  makes  him  feel  the 
necessity  of  some  of  those  joys  which  only  money  can  give, 
can  see  every  day  a  woman  of  thirty  who  is  sincerely  virtuous, 
is  absorbed  in  her  children,  and  never  goes  to  novels  f"*"  hgr 
examples  of  conduct.  Everything  goes  slowly,  everything 
happens  gradually,  in  the  provinces  where  there  is  far  more 
naturalness. 

Madame  de  Renal  was  often  overcome  to  the  point  of 
tears  when  she  thought  of  the  young  tutor's  poverty.  Julien 
surprised  her  one  day  actually  crying. 

"  Oh  Madame  !  has  any  misfortune  happened  to  you  ?  " 

"  No,  my  friend,"  she  answered,  •'  call  the  children,  let  us 
go  for  a  walk." 

She  took  his  arm  and  leant  on  it  in  a  manner  that  struck 
Julien  as  singular.  It  was  the  first  time  she  '  •"'  called 
Julien  "  My  friend." 

Towards  the  end  of  the  walk,  Julien  noticed  that  she  was 
blushing  violently.     She  slackened  her  pace. 
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"  You  have  no  doubt  heard,"  she  said,  "  without  looking 
at  him,  that  I  am  the  only  heiress  of  a  very  rich  aunt  who 

lives  at  Besan^on.     She  loads  me  with  presents My 

sons  are  getting  on  so  wonderfully  that  I  should  like  to  ask 
you  to  accept  a  small  present  as  a  token  of  my  gratitude  It 
IS  only  a  matter  of  a  few  louis  to  enable  you  to  get  some 
hnen.     But—"  she  added,  blushing  still  more,  and  she  left 

speakmg — 

"  But  what,  Madame  ?  "  said  Julien. 

"  It  is  unnecessary,"  she  went  on  lowering  her  head.  "  to 
mention  this  to  my  husband." 

"  I  may  not  be  big,  Madame,  but  I  am  not  mean,"  answered 
Julien,  stoppmg,  and  drawing  himself  up  to  his  full  height 
with  his  eyes  shining  with  rage,  "and  this  is  what  you 
have  not  realised  sufficiently.  I  should  be  lower  than  a 
menial  if  I  were  to  put  myself  in  the  position  of  concealinK 
trom  M  de.  Renal  anything  at  all  having  to  do  with  mv 
money."  ^ 

Madame  de  Renal  was  thunderstruck. 

"The  Mayor,"  went  on  Julien,  "has  given  me  on  five 
occasions  sums  of  thirty-six  francs  since  I  have  been  livinjr 
in  his  house.  I  am  ready  to  show  any  account-book  to  M. 
de  Renal  and  anyone  else,  even  to  M.  Valenod  who  hates 
me. 

As  the  result  of  this  outburst,  Madame  de  Renal  remained 
pale  and  nervous,  and  the  walk  ended  without  either  one  or 
the  other  finding  any  pretext  for  renewing  the  conversation. 
Julien  s  proud  heart  had  found  it  more  and  mo.e  impossible  to 
love  Madame  de  Renal. 

As  for  her,  she  respected  him,  she  admired  him,  and  she 
had  been  scolded  by  him.  Under  the  pretext  of  making  up 
tor  the  involuntary  humiliation  which  she  had  caused  him 
she  indulged  in  acts  of  the  most  tender  solicitude.  '1  he 
novelty  of  these  attentions  made  Madame  de  Renal  happy  for 
eight  days.  Their  effect  was  to  appease  to  some  extent 
Juhen  s  anger.  He  was  far  from  seeing  anything  in  them  in 
the  nature  of  a  fancy  for  himself  personally. 

''That  is  just  what  rich  people  are,"  he  said  to  himself— 
they   snub  you   and  then  they  think  they  can  make  up  for 
everything  by  a  few  monkey  tricks." 

Madame  de  Renal's  heart  was  loo  full,  and  at  the  same  time 
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too  innocent,  for  her  not  too  tell  her  husband,  in  spite  of 
her  resolutions  not  to  do  so,  about  the  offer  she  had 
made  to  Julien,  and  the  manner  in  which  she  had  been 
rebuffed. 

•*  How  on  earth,"  answered  M.  de  Renal,  keenly  piqued, 
"could  you  put  up  with  a  refusal  on  the  part  of  a  servant," — 
and,  when  Madame  de  Renal  protested  igainst  the  word 
'*  Servant,"  "  I  am  using,  madam,  the  worls  of  the  late  Prince 
of  Conde,  when  he  presented  his  Chan,  lerlains  to  hb  new 
wife.  '  All  these  people '  he  said  '  are  servants.'  I  have  also 
read  you  this  passage  from  the  Memoirs  of  Bescnval,  a  book 
which  is  indispensable  on  all  questions  of  etiquette.  '  Every 
person,  not  a  gentleman,  who  lives  in  your  house  and  receives 
a  salary  is  your  servant.'  I'll  go  and  say  a  few  words  to  M. 
Julien  and  give  him  a  hunfired  francs." 

"  Oh,  my  dear,"  said  Madame  De  Renal  trembling,  "  I  hope 
you  won't  do  it  before  the  servants  ! " 

"Yes,  they  might  be  jealous  and  rightly  so,"  said  her 
husband  as  he  took  his  leave,  thinking  of  the  greatness  of 
the  sum. 

Madame  de  Renal  fell  on  a  chair  almost  fainting  in  her 
anguish.  He  is  going  to  humiliate  Julien,  and  it  is  my  fault ! 
She  felt  an  abhorrence  for  her  husband  and  hid  her  face  in 
her  hands.  She  resolved  that  henceforth  she  would  never 
make  any  more  confidences. 

When  she  saw  Julien  again  she  was  trembling  all  over. 
Her  chest  was  so  cramped  that  she  could  not  succeed  in 
pronouncing  a  single  word.  In  her  embarrassment  she  took 
his  hands  and  pressed  them. 

"  Well,  my  friend,"  she  said  to  him  at  last,  "  are  you 
satisfled  with  my  husband  ?  " 

"  How  could  I  be  otherwise,"  answered  Julien,  with  a  bitter 
smile,  '•  he  has  given  me  a  hundred  francs." 

Madame  de  Renal  looked  at  him  doubtfully. 

"  Give  me  your  arm,"  she  said  at  last,  with  a  courageous 
intonation  that  Julien  had  not  heard  before. 

She  dared  to  go  as  far  as  the  shopof  the  bookseller  of  Verrieres, 
in  spite  of  his  awful  reputation  for  Liberalism.  In  the  shop  she 
chose  ten  louis  worth  of  books  for  a  present  for  her  sons. 
But  these  books  were  those  which  she  knew  Julien  was 
wanting.     She  insisted  on  each  child  writing  his  name  then 
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S?.  i^     liJl-,    .5°?'^"^'''^°?  '"  ^h°«e  books  which  fell  to 

his  lot.     While  Madame  de  Renal  was  rejoicing  over  the  kind 

eparadon  which  she  had  had  the  courage  to  make  to  JuHen, 

ofK^?''''u'u''f*^^''"^'^  ^'^^  astonishment  at  the  quantitC 
of  books  which  he  saw  at   the  bookseller's.     He   had  never 

wJ°  ?r'°  P'°^^"^  ^  P'^"^-     ^^  heart  was  palpitating. 
Instead  of  trying  to  guess  what  was  passing  in  ftJadame  de 
vo?n^  ^K  T  ^^P°"^ered  deeply  over  the  means  by  which  a 
young  theological  student  could  procure  some  of  those  books. 
Eventually  ,t  occurred  to  him  that  it  would  be  possible,  with 
tact,  to  -rsu.de  M.  de  Renal  that  one  of  the  proper  subS 
of  his  sons  curriculum  would  be  the  history  of  the  celebrated 
gentlemen  who  had  been  born  in  the  province.     After  a  month 
ot  careful  preparation  Julien  witnessed  the  success  of  this  idea 
1  he   success   was  so  great  that  he   actually   dared   to    risk 
tTe^nohT"^   '°   f-  '*!.  ^^""^  '"  conversation,  a  matter  whkh 
ofvi^w     Tjf^"""^"""-   ^''^SreeMe  from  quite  another  point 
otview.     The  suggestion  was  to  contribute  to  the  fortune  of 
a   Liberal   by  taking  a  subscription  at  the  bookseller's.     M. 

t.^1     A^^'^^^  .^^^^  '*  *°"'^  ^  *'«e  to  give  his  elder  son  a 
first  hand  acquaintance  with   many   works   which  he  would 

StarylcS      "    '^^^ ^-"    ^^en    he    went    to    the 

fnrS!il^"w"  '*''  ^^^V^^  '"^y^'"  h^d  determined  to  go  no 
guess  ii.  ^"^Pe'^'ed   some   secret   reason   but  could   not 

J'J  m"  ^^"P^i^S,  sir,"  he  said  to  him  one  day,  •«  that  it  would 
a  rS^o""'*"'''''^^'  '°''  'I'  '''"''  °^ ^°  g°°^ ^  gentleman  L 
Rfnd'sVl^eTa^^d^"  '   '°°'"""'  ""'''  ''''''"     ^-  '^ 

,T,n«  k""" "vlf   *''°  ^^  ^  ^^^^"^  ""^'^^  continued  Julien  in  a 

Eaked  out  Ll°h''  "  '^""f  .^  P"'  ''^"^'^Sy  student  if  it  ever 
leaked  out  that  his  name  had  been  on  the  ledger  of  a  book- 

accuse'^  of  °h '  '°°'"  .  ?^r  ^'^^"'^  '"'^'^^  '°  ^  ^^  «'  ^ 
accuse   me  of  having   asked   for  the   most   infamous  books. 

t^es  ofTo:  '^  '^''  "'"  r^  '^^"  6°  ^°  f"  *«  to  -rite  the 
titles  of  those  perverse  volumes  after  my  name?     But  Tulien 

was  getting  off  the   track.      He   noticed   that   the   Mayor's 

physiognomy  was  re-assuming  its  expression  of  embarrassment 

Sf saldtSelf.^"'^"  ^"  ^"^"^-     "  '  ^-  -"«^'  -y  --  " 
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It  so  happened  that  a  few  days  afterwards  the  elder  of  the 
children  asked  Julien,  in  M.  de  Renal's  presence,  about  a  book 
which  had  been  advertised  in  the  Quotidienne. 

"  In  order  to  prevent  the  Jacobin  Party  having  the  slightest 
pretext  for  a  score,"  said  the  young  tutor,  "  and  yet  give  me 
the  means  of  answering  M.  de  Adolphe's  question,  you  can 
make  your  most  menial  servant  take  out  a  subscription  at  the 
booksellers." 

"That's  not  a  bad  idea,"  said  M.  de  Renal,  who  was 
obviously  very  delighted. 

"You  will  have  to  stipulate  all  the  same,"  said  Julien  in  that 
solemn  and  almost  melancholy  manner  which  suits  some 
people  so  well  when  they  see  the  realization  of  matters  which 
they  have  desired  for  a  long  time  past,  "  you  will 
have  to  stipulate  that  the  servant  should  not  take  out  any 
novels.  Those  dangerous  books,  once  they  got  into  the 
house,  might  corrupt  Madame  de  Renal's  maids,  and  even  the 
servant  himself." 

"  You  are  forgetting  the  political  pamphlets,"  went  on  M. 
de  Renal  with  an  important  air.  He  was  anxious  to  conceal 
the  admiration  with  which  the  cunning  "  middle  course " 
devised  by  his  children's  tutor  had  filled  him. 

In  this  way  Julien's  life  was  made  up  of  a  series  of  little 
acts  of  diplomacy,  and  their  success  gave  him  far  more  food 
for  thought  than  the  marked  manifestation  of  favouritism  which 
he  could  have  read  at  any  time  in  Madame  de  Renal's  heart, 
had  he  so  wished. 

The  psychological  position  in  which  he  had  found  himself  all 
his  life  was  renewed  again  in  the  mayor  of  Verriere's  house, 
lifitg  jnjhe^me  way  as  at  his  father's  saw-mill,   he  deeply 

despised  the  ppnple-gitk  gfapa  Jfi.Jjyfid^-And washatsd.ij 

tbein.^  He  saw  every  day  in  the  conversation  of  the  sub- 
perfect,  M.  Valenod  and  the  other  friends  of  the  family,  about 
things  which  had  just  taken  place  under  their  very  eyes,  how 
little  ideas  corresponded  to  reality.  If  an  action  seemed  to 
Julien  worthy  of  admiration,  it  was  precisely  that  very  action 
which  would  bring  down  upon  itself  the  censure  of  the  people 
with  whom  he  lived.  His  inner  mental  reply  always  was. "  What 
beasts  or  what  fools  ! "  The  joke  was  that,  in  spite  of  all  his 
pride,  he  often  understood  absolutely  nothing  what  they  were 
talking  about. 
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U.7oKrgel""'^  h.  had  only  .pcken  .inccrOy  ,„ 

The  few   ideas   he   had  were   al>out   Buonaparte's   Italia.. 

Campaigns  or  el^  surgery.     His  youthful  courlge  revel  edi 

Stir  rS'^'  '^^"-^  °^  '""^  '"^^^  ^-'^'^  ope'rationf  h: 

"  I  should  not  have  flinched." 

The  first  time  that  Madame  de  Renal  tried  to  enter  into 

rgaTt°U"'r"'^""[  °'  ''^  ^'^'•^-"'^  educltion/t 
Sd  LI  .  '"'^"'^'  operations.  She  grew  pale  and 
a^ked    him    to    leave    off.      Julien    knew    nothing'  beyond 

de^R'I^'T^  ^^°"'  that  though  he  passed  his  life  in  Madame 

b^tw^  them?P""^'  '^\"°^^  ^'"g"'"  «•«"<=«  would  reign 
Z^  r      **  ^°""  ^  ^*^«y  were  alone. 

of  ^  th°e  humhii"  '^^  ri:^"'J^^  "°''^*=*^  '"  his  eyes,  in  spite 
sui^riorL  Lw^r^r  °^  ^''  de"ieanour.  an  air  of  intellectual 
superiority  towards  everyone  who  came  to  visit  her      If  she 

ratt':afLtrhr"\''"  '°!,^  ^^"«^«  m^mem-sh'/st 
easv  forhlr^  ^  J'  embarrassed.  This  made  her  feel  un- 
easy, for  her  woman's  instinct  caused  her  to  realise  that  this 
embarrass„,ent  was  not  inspired  by  any  tenderness  ''" 

uwing  to  some  mysterious  idea,  derived  from  some  tale  of 

X'fdrlfumT'.y   ^°^'   surgeon-Major  had   sie^ 
oT^Jt   ^^"''^"'}^^  whenever  the  conversation  languished 

Is  thLT^r  "^^'^  ?"  ^°""^  h'^^^lf  •"  ^  woman's  !oS 
as  though   the   particular  pause   were  his   own  special  fault 
This  sensation  was  a  huudred  times  more  painful  T^feJ^l 
H^  imagination,  full  as  it  was  of  the   most  extrav^am tnd 

Sa.    K-  u        ""*?'  °"'>'  suggested  to  the  troubled  youth 
things  which  were  absolutely  impossible.     His  soul  w^  i^^ 

hSLin'i^llL'nlr  r  ""  """"h  ^°  ^"^^^«^  from  thTmi;^: 
wifhT^  A^      .^-     Consequently,   during   his  lone    walks 
with  Madame  de  Renal  and  the  children,  the  sevS  of  hi 
manner  was  accentuated  by  the  poignancy   of  S     uffer Lie 

self  speak,  he  came  out  with  the  most  absurd  things.  To  out 
&e  finishing  touch  on  his  misery,  he  saw  his  own  absurd^", 
and  exaggerated  its  extent,  but  what  he  did  not  Me  w^  the 
expression  in  h.s  eyes,  which  were  so  beautiful  and  l^tokened 
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80  ardent  a  soul,  that  like  g"ft<i  trtnm,  fhpy  sppetimes  gt^Yf 
charm  to  soroethinfif  which  is  really  HpvniH  nt  it 

Madame  de  R^nal  noticed  that  when  he  was  alone  with  her 
he  never  chanced  to  say  a  good  thing  except  when  he  was 
taken  out  of  himself  by  some  unexpected  event,  and  conse- 
quently forgot  to  try  and  turn  a  compliment.  As  the  friends 
of  the  house  did  not  spoil  her  by  regaling  her  with  new  and 
brilliant  ideas,  she  enjoyed  with  delight  all  the  flashes  of 
Julien's  intellect. 

After  the  fall  of  Napoleon,  every  appearance  of  gallantry 
has  been  severely  exiled  from  provincial  etiquette.  People 
are  frightened  of  losing  their  jobs.  All  rascals  look  to  the 
religious  order  for  support,  aud  hypocrisy  has  made  firm 
progress  even  among  the  Liberal  classes.  One's  ennui  is 
doubled.     The  only  pleasures  left  are  reading  and  agriculture. 

Madame  de  Renal,  the  rich  heiress  of  a  devout  aunt,  and 
married  at  sixteen  to  a  respectable  gentleman,  had  never  felt 
or  seen  in  her  whole  life  anything  that  had  the  slightest 
resemblance  in  the  whole  world  to  love.  Her  confessor, 
the  good  cur^  Chelan,  had  once  mentioned  love  to  her,  in 
discussing  the  advances  of  M.  de  Valenod,  and  had  drawn  so 
loathsome  a  picture  of  the  passion  that  the  word  now  stood 
to  her  for  nothing  but  the  most  abject  debauchery.  She  had 
regarded  love,  such  as  she  had  come  across  it,  in  the  very 
small  number  of  novels  with  which  chance  had  made  her 
acquainted,  as  an  exception  if  not  indeed  as  something 
absolutely  abnormal.  It  was,  thanks  to  this  ignorance,  that 
Madame  de  Renal,  although  incessantly  absorbed  in  Julien, 
was  perfectly  happy,  and  never  thought  of  reproaching  herself 
in  the  slightest. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

LITTLE   EPISODES 

'T!lS"c!^"^  *["•'  ''^*"''  '^^  ''"Pe'  f°'  suppression 
And  stolen  glances,  uweeter  for  the  theft,  ' 

And  burning  blushes,  though  for  no  transgression." 

Don  Juan,  c.  i,  st.  74. 

sweetness  which  she  owed  both  .X  ttS  ch^ct^S 

.h;cu.^"1;h"rz':°fFco„s:S"'""^'>"''-''"-<' 

Ind";:;  I'sVift  S'^o^HccoSeT  T  °'^"''*-' 
I  am  distressed  h„  i.    ,„j      .         •    ^  '°  ""  appearances. 

hundred  fran'   /il™  yfu  o"fhL"rV"'°r  '"  ''«"' 
not  be  under  any  iUusilTs  t'^.^'hat  awjts  'vol  T„"  .T' 
career  as  a  priest.     If  you  think  of  pay inrcourtTo  tie  L. 
who  enjoy  power,  your  eternal  damnation  is  alsLre?    v 

ZrT.»   T'  'T"='  '''"  yo"  -"  hav?todX™-,o  rte 
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of  making  one's  fortnne  either  in  this  world  or  the  next ;  there 
is  no  middle  course.  Come,  my  dear  friend,  reflect,  and  come 
back  in  three  days  with  a  definite  answer.  I  am  pained  to 
detect  that  there  is  at  the  bottom  of  your  character  a  sombre 
passion  which  is  far  from  indicating  to  me  that  moderation 
and  that  perfect  renunciation  of  earthly  advantages  so  necessary 
for  a  priest ;  I  augur  well  of  your  intellect,  but  allow  me  to  tell 
you,"  added  the  good  cure  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  "  I  tremble 
for  your  salvation  in  your  career  as  a  priest." 

Julien  was  ashamed  of  his  emotion ;  he  found  himself  loved 
for  the  first  time  in  his  life ;  he  wept  with  delight ;  and  went  to 
hide  his  tears  in  the  great  woods  behind  Verri^res. 

"  Why  am  I  in  this  position  ? "  he  said  to  himself  at  last, 
"  I  feel  that  I  would  give  my  life  a  hundred  times  over  for 
this  good  cure  Chelan,  and  he  has  just  proved  to  me  that  I  am 
nothing  more  than  a  fool.  It  is  especially  necessary  for  me 
to  deceive  him,  and  he  manages  to  find  me  out.  The  secret 
ardour  which  he  refers  to  is  my  plan  of  making  my  fortune. 
He  thinks  I  am  unworthy  of  being  a  priest,  that  too,  just  when 
I  was  imagining  that  my  sacrifice  of  fifty  louis  would  give  him 
the  very  highest  idea  of  my  piety  and  devotion  to  my  mission." 

"  Tp  f"*^'"-","  ^ontinTd  fulien.  "  I  will  only  reckon  on  those 
elements  in  lyy  rhargrtor  mhirti^  T  hny»j-oofo/^  Who  could 
have  told  me  that  I  should  find  any  pleasure  in  shedding  tears? 
How  I  should  like  some  one  to  convince  me  that  I  am  simply 
a  fool ! " 

Three  days  later,  Julien  found  the  excuse  with  which  he 
ought  to  have  been  prepared  on  the  first  day  ;  the  excuse  was 
a  piece  of  calumny,  but  what  did  it  matter  ?  He  confessed  to 
the  cure,  with  a  great  deal  of  hesitation,  that  he  had  been 
persuaded  from  the  suggested  union  by  a  reason  he  could  not 
explain,  inasmuch  as  it  tended  to  damage  a  third  party.  This 
was  equivalent  to  impeaching  Elisa's  conduct.  M.  Chelan 
found  that  his  manner  betrayed  a  certain  worldly  fire  which 
was  very  different  from  that  which  ought  to  have  animated  a 
young  acolyte. 

"  My  friend,"  he  said  to  him  again,  "  be  a  good  country 
citizen,  respected  and  educated,  rather  than  a  priest  without  a 
true  mission." 

So  far  as  words  were  concerned,  Julien  answered  th  °  new 
remonstrances  very  well.      He  managed  to  find  the  words 
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which  a  young  and  ardent  seminarist  would  have  empic"  -d 
but  the  tone  in  which  he  pronounced  them,  together  with'  he 

Sn'°"  '  ^^^"^^  '"  ^''  ^^'  *'*""«<*  ^ 

w-^?  ","!!  "?*  ^*^«  *°°  bad  an  opinion  of  Julien's  prospects. 
He  invented  with  correctness  all  the  words  suitable  to  a  pmdent 
and^cunning  hypocrisy.  It  was  not  bad  for  his  age.  As^^for 
Histone  and  his  gestures,  he  had  spent  his  life  with  country 

JT^^t^;^.,  r""''^'  ^^^?  ^^^"  *"  opportunity  of  seeing 
great  models.  Consequently,  as  soon  as  he  was  given  a 
chance  of  getting  near  such  gentlemen,  his  gestures  became 
as  admirable  as  his  words.  8«iures  oecame 

Madame  de  Renal  was  astonished  that  her  maid's  new 
fortune  did  not  make  her  more  happy.  She  saw  her  repeatedly 
gnmg  to  the  cure  and  coming  back  with  tears  in  her  ey^  At 
lust  Ehsa  talked  to  her  of  her  marriage. 

Madame  de  Renal  thought  she  was  ill.  A  kind  of  fever 
prevented  her  from  sleeping.  She  only  lived  when  either  her 
maid  or  Julien  were  m  sight.  She  was  unable  to  think  of 
anything  except  them  and  the  happiness  which  they  would 
find  in  their  home.  Her  imagination  depicted  in  the  most 
fascinating  colours  the  poverty  of  the  little  house,  where  they 
were  to  live  on  their  income  of  fifty  louis  a  year.  Julien  could 
quite  well  become  an  advocate  at  Bray,  the  suipreLTure 
wo  leagues  from  Verri^res.     In  that  case  she  would  s^S 

TZIT-  CK^**^*";'  ^^  ^^'"*'  ^•"'^'^'y  believed  she  would 
go  mad.       She  said  so  to  her  husband  and  finally  fell  ill 

^^U!7  «v«">ng  when  her  maid  was  attending  her    she 
noticed  that  the  girl  was  crying.     She  abhorred  ElL  at'  that 
moment,  and   started  to  scold  her;   she  then   becBed   her 
pardon.     Eli«.'s  tears  redoubled.     She  said  1?  he^'r^stres 
would  allow  her,  she  would  tell  her  all  her  unhappiness 
I  ell  me,   answered  Madame  de  R^nal. 

"  Well  Madame,  he  refuses  me,  some  wicked  people  must 
have  spoken  badly  about  me.     He  believes  them." 

breitWng. ''^"'*''    ^""'"   "^'"^   ^''^''™'  ^^   ^^""''  «<^*'«>y 

.nKK^^""  If'iV^l'**'"^'  -'^"^  ^  J""«"'"  """'^red  the  maid 
sobbing.  ••  M.  the  cure  had  been  unable  to  overcome  h^ 
resistanc^,  for  M.  the  cure  thinks  that  he  ought  r.ot  to  r^fui 
an  honest  girl  on  the  pretext  that  she  has  been  a  maid.     After 
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all,  M.  Julian's  father  is  nothing  more  than  a  carpenter, 
and  how  did  he  himself  earn  his  living  before  he  was  at 
Madame's  ?  " 

Madame  de  Rena  stopped  listening ;  her  excessive  happiness 
had  almost  deprived  her  of  her  reason.  She  made  the  girl 
repeat  several  times  the  assurance  that  Julien  had  refused  her, 
with  a  positiveness  which  shut  the  door  on  the  possibility  of 
his  coming  round  to  a  more  prudent  decision. 

"  I  will  make  a  last  attempt,"  she  said  to  her  maid,  "  I 
will  speak  to  M.  Julien." 

The  following  day,  after  breakfast,  Madame  de  Renal 
indulged  in  the  delightful  luxury  of  pleading  her  rival's  cause, 
and  of  seeing  Elisa's  hand  and  fortune  stubbornly  refused  for 
a  whole  hour. 

Julien  gradually  emerged  from  his  cautiously  worded  answers, 
and  finished  by  answering  with  spirit  Madame  de  Renal's 
good  advice.  She  coul''  not  help  being  overcome  by  the 
torrent  of  happiness  wh.  ,  after  so  many  days  of  despair, 
now  inundated  her  soul.  She  felt  quite  ill.  When  she  had 
recovered  and  was  comfortably  in  i.er  own  room  she  sent 
everyone  away.     She  was  profoundly  astonished. 

"  Can  I  be  in  love  with  Julien  ?  "  she  finally  said  to  herself. 
This  discovery,  which  at  any  other  time  would  have  plunged 
her  into  remorse  and  the  deepest  agitation,  now  only  produced 
the  effect  of  a  singular,  but  as  it  were,  indifferent  spectacle. 
Her  soul  was  exhausted  by  all  that  she  had  ju^-t  gone  through, 
and  had  no  more  sensibility  to  passion  left. 

Madame  de  Renal  trit  1  to  work,  and  fell  into  a  deep  sleep ; 
when  she  woke  up  she  did  not  frighten  herself  so  much  as 
she  ought  to  have.  She  was  too  happy  to  be  able  to  see 
anything  wrong  in  anything.  Naive  and  innocent  as  she 
was,  this  worthy  provincial  woman  had  never  tortured  her 
soul  in  her  endeavours  to  extract  from  it  a  little  sensibility 
to  some  new  shade  of  sentiment  or  unhappiness.  Entirely 
absorbed  as  she  had  been  before  Julien's  arrival  with  that 
mass  of  work  which  falls  to  the  lot  of  a  good  mistress  of  a 
household  away  from  Paris,  Madame  de  Renal  thought  of 
passion  in  the  same  way  in  which  we  think  of  a  lottery :  a 
certain  deception,  a  happiness  sought  after  by  fools. 

The  dinner  bell  rang.     Madame  de  Kcnai  blushed  violently. 
She  heard  the  voice  of  Julien  who  was  bringing  in  the  children. 


so 
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Having  grown  somewhat  adroit  since  her  falling  in  love,  she 
complained  of  an  awful  headache  in  order  to  explain  her 
redness 

"That's  just  like  what  all  women  are,"  answered  M.  de 
Renal  with  a  coarse  laugh.  "Those  machines  have  always 
got  something  or  other  to  be  put  right." 

Although  she  was  accustomed  to  this  type  of  wit,  Madame 
de  Renal  was  shocked  by  the  tone  of  voice.  In  order  to 
distract  herself,  she  looked  at  Julien's  physiognomy;  he 
w  'Id  have  pleased  her  at  this  particular  moment,  even 
if  he  had  been  the  ugliest  man  imaginable. 

M.  de  Renal,  who  always  made  a  point  of  copying  the 
habits  of  the  gentry  of  the  court,  established  himself  at  Vergy 
in  the  first  fine  days  of  the  spring ;  this  is  the  village  rendered 
celebrated  by  the  tragic  adventure  of  Gabrielle.  A  hundred 
paces  from  the  picturesque  ruin  of  the  old  Gothic  church, 
M.  de  Renal  owns  an  old  chateau  with  its  four  towers  and 
a  garden  designed  like  the  one  in  the  Tuileries  with  a  great 
many  edging  verges  of  box  and  avenues  of  chestnut  trees 
which  are  cut  twice  in  the  year.  An  adjacent  field,  crowded 
with  apple  trees,  served  for  a  promenade.  Eight  or  ten 
magnificent  walnut  trees  were  at  the  end  of  the  orchard. 
Their  immense  foliage  went  as  high  as  perhaps  eighty  feet. 

"  Each  of  these  cursed  walnut  trees,"  M.  de  Renal  was  in 
the  habit  of  saying,  whenever  his  wife  admired  them,  "costs 
me  the  harvest  of  at  least  half  an  acre ;  corn  cannot  grow 
under  their  shade." 

Madame  de  Renal  found  the  sight  of  the  country  novel: 
her  admiration  reached  the  point  of  enthusiasm.  The  sentiment 
by  which  she  was  animated  gave  her  both  ideas  and  resolution, 
M.  de  Renal  had  returned  to  the  town,  for  mayoral  business, 
two  days  after  their  arrival  in  Vergy.  But  Madame  de  Renal 
engaged  workmen  at  her  own  expense.  Julien  had  given  her 
the  idea  of  a  little  sanded  path  which  was  to  go  round  th? 
orchard  and  under  the  big  walnut  trees,  and  render  it  possible 
for  the  children  to  Uke  their  walk  in  the  very  earliest  houn 
of  the  morning  without  getting  their  feet  wet  from  the  dew. 
I'his  idea  was  put  into  execution  within  twenty-four  hours  of 
Its  being  conceived.  Madame  de  R^nal  gaily  spent  the  whole 
day  with  Julien  in  supervising  the  workmen. 

When  the  Mayor  of  Verriires  came   back  from  th«  town 
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he  was  very  surprised  to  find  the  avenue  completed.  His 
arrival  surpnsed  Madame  de  Renal  as  well.  She  had  forgotten 
his  existence.  For  two  months  he  talked  with  irritation  about 
the  boldness  involved  in  making  so  important  a  repair  without 
consulting  him,  but  Madame  de  Renal  had  had  it  executed 
at  her  own  expense,  a  fact  which  somewhat  consoled  him. 

She  spent  her  days  in  running  about  the  orchard  with  her 
children,  and  in  catching  butterflies.  They  had  made  bie 
hoods  of  clear  gauze  with  which  they  caught  the  poor 
Uptdopiera.  This  is  the  barbarous  name  which  Tulien  taught 
Madame  de  Renal.  For  she  had  had  M.  Godart's  fine  work 
ordered  from  Besan9on,  and  Julien  used  to  teU  her  about 
the  strange  habits  of  the  creatures. 

They  nithlessly  transfixed  them  by  means  of  pins  in  a 
great  cardboard  box  which  Julien  had  prepared. 

Madame  de  R^nal  and  Julien  had  at  last  a  topic  of 
conversation;  he  was  no  longer  exposed  to  the  awful  torture 
that  had  been  occasioned  by  their  moments  of  silence 

They  talked  incessanUy  and  with  extreme  interest,  though 
always  about  very  innocent  matters.  This  gay,  full,  acUve 
life,  pleased  the  fancy  of  everyone,  except  Mademoiselle  Elisa 
who  found  herself  overworked.  Madame  had  never  taken 
10  much  trouble  with  her  dress,  even  at  carnival  time,  when 
there  is  a  ball  at  Verri^res,  she  would  say;  she  changes  her 
gowns  two  or  three  times  a  day. 

As  it  is  not  our  intention  to  flatter  anyone,  we  do  not 
propose  to  deny  that  Madame  de  Renal,  who  had  a  superb 
•km,  arranged  her  gowns  in  such  a  way  as  to  leave  her  arms 
and  her  bosom  very  exposed.  She  was  extremely  well  made, 
and  this  style  of  dress  suited  her  delightfully. 

"You  have  never  been  so  young,  Madame,"  her  Verriires 
mends  would  say  to  her,  *hen  they  came  to  dinner  at  Veray 
(this  IS  one  of  the  local  expressions). 

It  is  a  singular  thing,  and  one  which  few  amongst  us  wiK 
behevc,  but  Madame  de  Renal  had  no  specific  objert  in 
taking  so  much  trouble.  She  found  pleasure  in  it  and  spent 
all  the  time  which  she  did  not  pass  in  hunting  butterflies  with 
the  children  and  Julien,  in  working  with  Elisa  at  making 
gowns,  without  giving  the  mailer  a  further  thought.  Her 
only  expedition  to  Verriires  was  caused  by  her  desire  to  buy 
some  new  summer  gowns  which  had  just  come  from  Mulhouse. 
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She  brought  back  to  Vergy  a  young  woman  who  was  a 
relative  of  hers.  Since  her  marriage,  Madame  de  Renal  had 
gradually  become  attached  to  Madame  Derville,  who  had 
once  been  her  school  mate  at  the  Sacri  Coeur. 

Madame  Derville  laughed  a  great  deal  at  what  she  called 
he'  cousin's  mad  idc  .s :  "  I  would  never  have  thought  of 
them  alone,"  she  said.  When  Madame  de  Renal  was  with  her 
husband,  she  was  ashamed  of  those  sudden  ideas,  which  are 
called  sallies  in  Paris,  and  thought  them  quite  silly:  but 
Madame  Derville's  presence  gave  her  courage.  She  would 
start  to  telling  her  her  thoughts  in  a  timid  voice,  but  after 
the  ladies  had  been  alone  for  a  long  time,  Madame  de  R^nal's 
brain  became  more  animated,  and  a  long  morning  spent 
together  by  the  two  friends  paj~.ed  like  a  second,  and  left  them 
in  the  best  of  spirit ,.  On  this  particular  journey,  however, 
the  acute  Madame  Derville  thought  her  cousin  much  less 
merry,  but  much  more  happy  than  usual. 

Julien,  on  his  side,  had  since  coming  to  the  country  lived 
like  an  absjiute  child,  and  been  as  happy  as  his  pupils  in 
running  after  the  butterflies.  After  so  long  a  period  of 
constraint  and  wary  diplomacy,  he  was  at  last  alone  and  far 
from  human  observation ;  he  was  instinctively  free  from  any 
apprehension  on  the  score  of  Madame  de  Renal,  and 
abandoned  himself  to  the  sheer  pleasure  of  being  alive,  which 
is  so  keen  at  so  youn(^  an  age,  especially  among  the  most 
beautiful  mountains  in  the  world. 

Ever  since  Madame  Derville's  arrival,  Julien  thought  that 
she  was  his  friend ;  he  took  the  first  opportunity  of  showing 
her  the  view  from  the  end  of  the  new  avenue,  under  the 
walnut  tree;  as  a  matter  of  fact  it  is  equal,  if  not  superior, 
to  the  most  wonderf  il  views  that  Switzerland  and  the  Italian 
lakes  can  offer.  If  you  ascend  the  steep  slope  which  com- 
mences some  paces  from  there,  you  soon  arrive  at  great 
precipices  fringed  by  oak  forests,  which  almost  jut  on  to  the 
river.  It  was  to  the  peaked  summits  of  these  rocks  tha: 
Julien,  who  was  now  happy,  free,  and  king  of  the  household 
into  the  bargain,  would  take  the  two  friends,  and  enjoy  their 
admiration  these  sublime  views. 

"  To  me  it's  like  Mosar t's  music,"  Madame  Derville  would 


say. 


The  country  around  Verrieres  had  been  spoilt  for  Julien 
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by  the  jealousy  of  his  brothers  and  the  presence  of  a  tyranous 
and  angry  father.  He  was  free  from  these  bitter  memories 
at  Vergy;  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  he  failed  to  see  an 
enemy.  When,  as  frequently  happened,  M.  de  Renal  was  in 
town,  he  ventured  to  read ;  soon,  instead  of  reading  at  night 
time,  a  procedure,  moreover,  which  involved  carefully  hiding 
his  lamp  at  the  bottom  of  a  flower-pot  turned  upside  down, 
he  was  able  to  indulge  in  sleep ;  in  the  day,  however,  in  the 
intervals  between  the  children's  lessons,  he  would  come  among 
these  rocks  with  that  book  which  was  the  one  guide  of  his 
conduct  and  object  of  his  enthusiasm.  He  found  in  it 
simultaneously  happiness,  ecstasy  and  consolation  for  his 
moments  of  discouragement. 

Certain  remarks  of  Napoleon  about  women,  several  dis- 
cussions about  the  merits  of  the  novels  which  were  fashionable 
in  his  reign,  furnished  him  now  for  the  first  time  with  some 
ideas  which  any  other  young  man  of  his  age  would  have  had 
for  a  long  time. 

The  dog  days  arrived.  They  started  the  habit  of  spending 
the  evenings  under  an  immense  pine  tree  some  yards  from  the 
house.  The  darkness  was  profound.  One  evening,  Julien  was 
speaking  and  gesticulating,  enjcying  to  the  full  the  pleasure  of 
being  at  his  best  when  talking  to  young  women ;  in  one  of  his 
gestures,  he  touched  the  hand  of  Madame  de  Rdnal  which 
was  leaning  on  the  back  of  one  of  those  chairs  of  painted 
wood,  which  are  so  frequently  to  be  seen  in  gardens. 

The  hand  was  quickly  removed,  but  J  alien  thought  it  a 
point  of  duty  to  secure  that  that  hand  should  not  be  retuoved 
when  he  touched  it.  The  idea  of  a  duty  to  be  performed  and 
the  consciousness  of  his  stultification,  or  rather  of  his  social 
mferiority,  if  he  should  fail  in  acheiving  it,  immediately 
banished  all  pleasure  from  his  heart. 
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His  expression  was  singular  when  he  saw  Madame  de  Renal 
the  next  day ;  he  watched  her  like  an  enemy  with  whom  he 
would  have  to  fight  a  duel.  These  looks,  which  were  so 
different  from  those  of  the  previous  evening,  made  Madame 
de  Renal  lose  her  head ;  she  had  been  kind  to  him  and  he 
appeared  angry.     She  could  not  take  her  eyes  off  his. 

Madame  Derville's  presence  allowed  Julien  to  devote  less 
time  to  conversation,  and  more  time  to  thinking  about  what 
he  had  in  his  mind.  His  one  object  all  this  day  was  to  fortify 
himself  by  reading  the  inspired  book  that  gave  strength  to 
his  soul. 

He  considerably  curtailed  the  children's  lessons,  and  when 
Madame  de  Renal's  presence  had  effectually  brought  him  back 
to  the  pursuit  of  his  ambition,  he  decided  that  she  absolutely 
must  allow  her  hand  to  rest  in  his  that  eve  ing. 

The  setting  of  the  sun  which  brought  the  crucial  moment 
nearer  and  nearer  made  Julien's  heart  beat  in  a  strange  way. 
Night  came.  He  noticed  with  a  joy,  which  took  an  immense 
weight  off  his  heart,  that  it  was  going  to  be  very  dark.  The 
sky,  which  was  laden  with  big  clouds  that  had  been  brought 
along  by  a  sultry  wind,  seemed  to  herald  a  storm.  The  two 
friends  went  for  their  walk  very  late.  All  they  did  that  night 
struck  Julien  as  strange.  They  were  enjoying  that  hour  which 
seems  to  give  certain  refined  souls  an  increased  pleasure  in 
loving. 

At  last  they  sat  down,  Madame  de  Renal  beside  Julien,  and 
Madame  Dervillc  near  her  friend.     Engrossed  as  he  was  by 
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the  attempt  which  he  was  going  to  make,  Julian  could  think 
of  nothing  to  say.     The  conversation  languished. 

"Shall  I  be  as  nervous  and  miserable  over  my  first  duel?  " 
said  Julien  to  himself ;  for  he  was  too  suspicious  both  of  him- 
sdf  and  of  others,  not  to  realise  his  own  mental  state. 

In  his  mortal  anguish,  he  would  have  preferred  any  danger 
whatsoever.  How  many  times  did  he  not  wish  some  matter 
to  crop  up  which  would  necessitate  Madame  de  Renal  going 
into  the  house  and  leaving  the  garden  !  The  violent  strain  on 
Julien's  nerves  was  too  great  for  his  voice  not  to  be  consider- 
ably changed  ;  soon  Madame  de  Renal's  voice  became  nervous 
as  well,  but  Julien  did  not  notice  it.  The  awful  battle  raging 
between  duty  and  timidity  was  too  painful,  for  him  to  be  in  a 
position  to  observe  anything  outside  himself.  A  quarter  to 
ten  had  just  struck  on  the  chateau  clock  without  his  having 
ventured  anything.  Julien  was  indignant  at  his  own  coward- 
ice, and  said  to  himself,  "  at  the  exact  moment  when  ten  o'clock 
strikes,  I  will  perform  what  I  have  resolved  to  do  all  through 
the  day,  or  I  will  go  up  to  my  room  and  blow  out  my 
brains." 

After  a  final  moment  of  expectation  and  anxiety,  during 
which  Julien  was  rendered  almost  beside  himself  by  his  ex- 
cessive emotion,  ten  o'clock  struck  from  the  clock  over  his 
head.  Each  stroke  of  the  fatal  clock  reverberated  in  his 
bosom,  and  caused  an  almost  physical  pang. 

Finally,  when  the  last  stroke  of  ten  was  still  reverberating, 
he  stretched  out  his  hand  and  took  Madame  de  Renal's,  who 
immediately  withdrew  it.  Julien,  scarcely  knowing  what  he 
was  doing,  seized  it  again.  In  spite  of  his  own  excitement,  he 
could  not  help  being  struck  by  the  icy  coldness  of  the  hand 
which  he  was  taking ;  he  pressed  it  convulsively  ;  a  last  effort 
was  made  to  take  it  away,  but  in  the  end  the  hand  remained 
in  his. 

His  soul  was  inundated  with  happiness,  not  that  he  loved 
Madame  de  Renal,  but  an  awful  torture  had  just  ended.  He 
thought  it  necessary  to  say  something,  to  avoid  Madame 
Deryille  noticing  anything.  His  voice  was  now  strong  and 
ringing.  Madame  de  Renal's,  on  the  contrary,  betrayed  so 
m«ch  emotion  that  her  friend  thought  she  was  ill,  and  sug- 
gested her  going  in.  Julien  scented  danger,  "  if  Madame  de 
Renal  goes  back  to  tlie  salon,  I  shall  relapse  into  the  awful 
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state  in  which  I  have  been  all  day.  I  have  held  the  hand  far 
too  short  a  time  for  it  really  to  count  as  the  scoring  of  an 
actual  advantage." 

At  the  moment  when  Madame  Derville  was  repeating  her 
suggestion  to  go  back  to  the  salon,  Julien  squeezed  vigour- 
ously  the  hand  that  was  abandoned  to  him. 

Madame  de  Renal,  who  had  started  to  get  up,  sat  down 
again  and  said  in  a  faint  voice, 

"  I  feel  a  little  ill,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  but  the  open  air  is 
doing  me  good." 

These  words  confirmed  Julien's  happiness,  which  at  the 
present  moment  was  extreme;  he  spoke,  he  forgot  to  pose, 
and  appeared  the  most  charming  man  in  the  world  to  the  two 
friends  who  were  listening  to  him.  Nevertheless,  there  was  a 
slight  lack  of  courage  in  all  this  eloquence  which  had  suddenly 
come  upon  him.  He  was  mortally  afraid  that  Madame 
Derville  would  get  tired  of  the  wind  before  the  storm,  which 
was  beginning  to  rise,  and  want  to  go  back  alone  into  the 
salon.  He  would  then  have  remained  tete  d-t^te  with  Madame 
de  Renal.  He  had  had,  almost  by  accident  that  blind  courage 
which  is  sufficient  for  action ;  but  he  felt  that  it  was  out  of  his 
power  to  speak  the  simplest  word  to  Madame  de  Renal.  He 
was  certain  that,  however  slight  her  reproaches  might  be,  he 
would  nevertheless  be  worsted,  and  that  the  advantage  he  had 
just  won  would  be  destroyed. 

Luckily  for  him  on  this  evening,  his  moving  and  emphatic 
speeches  found  favour  with  Madame  Derville,  who  very  often 
found  him  as  clumsy  as  a  child  and  not  at  all  amusing.    As 
for  Madame  de  Renal,  with  her  hand  in  Julien's,  she  did  not 
have  a  thought;  she  simply  allowed  herself  to  go  on  living. 
The   hours   spent   under  this  great  pine  tree,  planted  by 
by  Charles  the  Bold  according  to  tie  local  tradition,  were  a 
real  period  of  happiness.     She  listened  with  delight  to  the 
soughing  of  the  wind  in  the  thick   foliage  of  the  pine  tree 
and  to  the  noise  of  some  stray  drops  which  were  beginning  to 
fall  upon  the  leaves  which  were  lowest  down.     Julien  failed 
to  notice  one   c    :umstance   which,  if  he  had,    would  have 
quickly  reassured  him ;    Madame  de  Rdnal,    who  had  been 
obliged  to  take  away  her  hand,  because  she  had  got  up  to  help 
her  cousin  to  pick  up  a  flower-pot  which  the  wind  had  knocked 
over  at  her  feet,  had  scarcely  sat  down  again  before  she  gave 
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him  her  hand  with  scarcely  any  difficulty  and  as  though  it  1  id 
already  been  a  pre-arranged  thing  between  them. 

Midnight  had  struck  a  long  timo  ago ;  it  was  at  last  neces- 
sary to  leave  the  garden  ;  they  separated.  Madame  de  Renal 
swept  away  as  she  was,  by  the  happiness  of  loving,  was  so 
completely  ignorant  of  the  world  that  she  scarcely  reproached 
herself  at  all.  Her  happiness  deprived  her  of  her  sleep.  A 
leaden  sleep  overwhelmed  Julien  who  was  mortally  fatigued  by 
the  battle  which  timidity  and  pride  had  waged  in  his  heart  all 
through  the  day. 

He  was  called  at  five  o'clock  on  the  following  day  and 
scarcely  gave  Madame  de  R^nal  a  single  thought. 

He  had  accomplished  his  duty,  and  a  heroic  duty  too. 
The  conciousness  of  this  filled  him  with  happiness ;  he  locked 
himself  in  his  room,  and  abandoned  himself  with  quite  a  new 
pleasure  to  reading  exploits  of  his  hero. 

When  the  breakfast  bell  sounded,  the  reading  of  the 
Bulletins  of  the  Great  Army  had  made  him  foi^et  all  his 
advantages  of  the  previous  day.  He  said  to  himself  flippantly, 
as  he  went  down  to  the  salon,  "  I  must  tell  that  woman  that  I 
am  in  love  with  her."  Instead  of  those  looks  brimful  of 
pleasure  which  he  was  expecting  to  meet,  he  found  the  stern 
visage  of  M.  de  Renal,  who  had  arrived  from  Verri^res  two 
hours  ago,  and  did  not  conceal  his  dissatisfaction  at  Julien's 
having  passed  the  whole  morning  without  attending  to  the 
children.  Nothing  could  have  been  more  sordid  than  this 
self-important  man  when  he  was  in  a  bad  temper  and  thought 
that  he  could  safely  show  it. 

Each  harsh  word  of  her  husband  pierced  Madame  de 
Renal's  heart. 

As  for  Julien,  he  was  so  plunged  in  his  ecstasy,  and  still  so 
engrossed  by  the  great  events  which  had  been  passing  before 
his  eyes  for  several  hours,  that  he  had  some  difficulty  at  first 
in  bringing  his  attention  sufficiently  down  to  listen  to  the  harsh 
remarks  which  M.  de  Renal  was  addressing  to  him.  He  said 
to  him  at  last,  rather  abruptly, 

"  I  was  ill." 

The  tone  of  this  answer  would  have  stung  a  much  less 
sensitive  man  than  the  mayor  of  Verri^res.  He  half  thought 
of  answering  Julien  by  turning  him  out  of  the  house  straight 
away.     He  was  only  restrained  by  the  maxim  which  he  had 
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preso-ibed  for  himself,  of  never  hurrying  unduly  in  business 

"The  young  fool,"  he  said  to  himself  shortly  afterwards 
"ha,  won  a  kind  of  reputation  in  my  house.^  ThaTman 
Valenod  may  take  him  into  his  family,  ir  he  may  quhe  weU 
many  Ehsa.  and  in  either  case,  he  wHl  be  able  t^o^^veThe 
laugh  of  me  m  his  heart."  ^ 

Ai}l-^f%°^  the  wisdom  of  these  reflections,  M.  de  Renal'i 
d  satisfaction  d,d  not  fail  to  vent  itself  any  the  less  by  a  string 
of  coarse  insults  which  gradually  irritated  Julien.  Madam? 
de  Renal  was  on  the  point  of  bursting  into  tears.     BreS 

lor  a  walk.  She  leaned  on  him  affectionately.  Julien  could 
whi^perinr  "*'"""'   ^'   ^^''   said-'to   him    by 

"  Thafs  -what  rich  people  are  like! " 

inJtL'*^^^!^'  7'^  *^''''"S  "^^'^^  ^^o^*^  to  them ;  his  presence 
STSi;?'""^"'-  u^'  suddenly  noticed 'that  Madam 

what  m«k?H  ^Tk "l°"  ^c'r."^  *"  ^  "^""^^  *hich  was  some- 
what mwked.  This  horrified  him,  and  he  pushed  her  violently 
away  and  disengaged  his  arm.  cu  ner  violently 

Luckily.  M.  de  Renal  did  not  see  this  new  piece  of  im- 
pertinence; It  was  only  noticed  by  Madame  Derville    Her  friend 

a"show"'°  IT-     \  ^f  ^^"^»  "°"  '"^^'^^  t°  chase  away  by 
nath  rrn.°  ''°""  *  ^*"'"  .P*^"'  g'^^  ^^'o  had  taken  a  private 
path  crossing  a  comer  of  the  orchard.      "Monsieur  Tulien 
restram  yourself.  I  pray  you.     Remember  thaf  wHu  hale  oS 
moments  of  temper."  said  madame  Derville  rapidly 

Juhen  looked  at  her  coldly  with  eyes  in  which  the  most 
supreme  contempt  was  depicted. 

,.  J?'!J°?''  astonished  Madame  Derville,  and  it  would  have 
surprised  her  even  more  if  she  had  appreciated  its  real  ex 

£^''0?^'*^'"°"'^  ^'.^^  '^^^  '"  ''  «°">^thing  like  Tva^e 
hope  of  the  most  atrocious  vengeance.  It  is,  no  doubt  such 
moments  of  humiliation  which  have  made  Robespierres 

vr  J  "'r.J""®"  '^  ^^""y  violent;  he  frightens  me"  said 
Madame  Derville  to  her  friend,  in  a  low  voi?e  ' 

matter^f"'h!^'^H^  *°  ^'^  *"^'^'"  '*"?  ^"^wered.  "  What  does  it 
raauer  it  he  does  pass  a  morning  without  «peaking  to  the 

t^^'":\'''''r:^'  ^^°"'^h'"«  P'°g^^-  which  he  his  JS 
them  make.     One  must  admit  that  men  are  very  hard." 
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For  'lie  first  time  in  her  life  Madame  de  R^nal  experietKed 
a  kina  of  desire  for  vengeance  against  her  husband.  The 
extreme  hatred  of  the  rich  by  which  Julian  was  animated  was 
on  the  point  of  exploding.  Luckily,  M.  de  Renal  called  his 
gardener,  and  remained  occupied  with  him  in  barring  by 
faggots  of  thorns  the  private  road  through  the  orchard.  Julien 
did  not  vouchsafe  any  answer  to  the  kindly  consideration  of 
which  he  was  the  object  during  all  the  rest  of  the  walk.  M. 
de  Renal  had  scarcely  gone  away  before  the  two  friends  made 
the  excuse  of  being  fatigued,  and  each  asked  him  for  an  arm. 

Walking  as  he  did  between  these  two  women  whose  extreme 
nervousness  filled  their  cheeks  with  a  blushing  embarrassment, 
the  haughty  pallor  and  sombre,  lesolute  air  of  Julien  formed 
a  strange  contrast.  He  despised  these  women  and  all  tender 
sentiments. 

"  What ! "  he  said  to  himself,  "  not  even  an  income  of  five 
hundred  francs  to  finish  my  studies  !  Ah  !  how  I  should  like 
to  send  them  packing." 

And  absorbed  as  he  was  by  these  stern  ideas,  such  few 
courteous  words  of  his  two  friends  as  he  deigned  to  take  the 
trouble  to  understand,  displeased  him  as  devoid  of  sense,  silly, 
feeble,  in  a  word — feminine. 

As  the  result  of  speaking  for  the  sake  of  speaking  and  of 
endeavouring  to  keep  the  conversation  alive,  it  came  about 
that  Madame  de  Renal  mentioned  that  her  husband  had  come 
from  Verri^res  because  he  had  made  a  bargain  for  the  May 
straw  with  one  of  his  farmers.  (In  this  district  it  is  the  May 
straw  with  which  the  bed  mattresses  are  filled). 

"  My  husband  will  not  rejoin  us,"  added  Madame  de  R^nal ; 
"he  will  occupy  himself  with  finishing  the  re-stuffing  of  the 
house  mattresses  with  the  help  of  the  gardener  and  his  valet. 
He  has  put  the  May  straw  this  morning  in  all  the  beds  on  the 
first  storey ;  he  is  now  at  the  second." 

Julien  changed  colour.  He  looked  at  Madame  de  Renal  in 
a  singular  way,  and  soon  managed  somehow  to  take  her  on 
one  side,  doubling  his  pace.  Madame  Derville  allowed  them 
to  get  ahead. 

"  Save  my  life,"  said  Julien  to  Madame  de  Renal ;  "  only 
you  can  do  it,  for  you  know  that  the  valet  hates  me 
desperately.  I  must  confess  to  you,  madame,  that  I  have  a 
portrait.     I  have  hidden  it  in  the  mattress  of  my  bed." 
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At  these  words  Madame  de  Renal  in  her  turn  became  pale. 

"  Only  you,  Madame,  are  able  at  this  moment  to  go  into 
my  room,  feel  about  without  their  noticing  in  the  comer  of 
the  mattress ;  it  is  nearest  the  window.     You  will  find  a  small 
round  box  of  black  cardboard,  very  glossy."  ' 

"Does   it  contain  a  portrait?"  said  Madame  de   R^nal 
scarcely  able  to  hold  herself  upright.  ' 

Julien  noticed  her  air  of  discouragement,  and  at  once  pro- 
ceeded to  exploit  it. 

"  I  have  a  second  favour  to  ask  you,  madame.  I  entreat 
you  not  to  look  at  that  portrait ;  it  is  my  secret." 

"It  is  a  secret,"  repeated  Madame  de  Renal  in  a  faint 
voice. 

But  though  she  had  been  brought  up  among  people  who 
are  proud  of  their  fortune  and  appreciative  of  nothing  except 
money,  love  had  already  instilled  generosity  into  her  soul. 
Truly  wounded  as  she  was,  it  was  with  an  air  of  the  most 
simple  devotion  that  Madame  de  Renal  asked  Julien  the 
questions  necessary  to  enable  her  to  fulfil  her  commission. 

"  So  "  she  said  to  him  as  she  went  away,  "  it  is  a  little  round 
box  of  black  cardboard,  very  glossy." 

"  Yes,  Madame,"  answered  Julien,  with  that  hardness  which 
danger  gives  to  men. 

She  ascended  the  second  storey  of  .le  chateau  as  pale  as 
though  she  had  been  going  to  her  death.  Her  misery  was 
completed  by  the  sensation  that  she  was  on  the  verge  of 
falling  ill,  but  the  necessity  of  doing  Julien  a  service  restored 
her  strength. 

"  I  must  have  that  box,"  she  said  to  herself,  as  she  doubled 
her  pace. 

She  heard  her  husband  speaking  to  the  valet  in  Julien's  very 
room.  Happily,  they  passed  into  the  children's  room.  She 
lifted  up  the  mattress,  and  plunged  her  hand  into  the  stuffing 
so  violently  that  she  bruised  her  fingers.  But,  though  she 
was  very  sensitive  to  slight  pain  of  this  kind,  she  was  not 
conscious  of  It  now,  for  she  felt  almost  simultaneously  the 
smooth  surface  of  the  cardboard  box.  She  seized  it  and 
disappeared. 

She  had  scarcely  recovered  from  the  fear  of  being  surprised 
by  her  husband  than  the  horror  with  which  this  box  inspired 
her  came  withm  an  ace  of  positively  making  her  feel  iU 
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"  So  Julien  is  in  love,  and  I  hold  here  the  portrait  of  the 
woman  whom  he  loves ! " 

Seated  on  the  chair  in  the  ante-chamber  of  his  apartment, 
Madame  de  Renal  fell  a  prey  to  all  the  horrors  of  jealousy. 
Her  extreme  ignorance,  moreover,  was  useful  to  her  at  this 
juncture ;  her  astonishment  mitigated  her  grief.  Julien  seized 
the  box  without  thanking  her  or  saying  a  single  v  i.'  and  ran 
into  his  room,  where  he  lit  a  fire  and  immecT  riy  I  jrnt  it. 
He  was  pale  and  in  a  state  of  collapse.  H'  exp  .,'erated  ,  : 
extent  of  the  danger  which  he  had  undergorx 

"Finding  Napoleon's  portrait,"  he  said  to  rii:    -eK 
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possession  of  a  man  who  professes  so 
usurper!     Found,  too,  by  M.  de  Ren.; 
ulira,  and  is  now  in  a  state  of  irritation 
imprudence,  lines  written   in   my   ow 
white  cardboard   behind  the  portrait,  ii 
leave  no  doubt  on  the  score  of  my  excessiv 
each  of  these  transports  of  love  is  dated 
day  before  yesterday." 

"  All  my  reputation  collapsed  and  shattered  in  a  moment," 
said  Julien  to  himself  as  he  watched  the  box  burn,  "  and  my 
reputation  is  my  only  asset.  It  is  all  I  have  to  live  by— and 
what  a  life  to,  by  heaven  ! " 

An  hour  afterwards,  this  fatigue,  togother  with  the  pity 
which  he  felt  for  himself  made  him  inclined  to  be  more 
tender.  He  met  Madame  de  Renal  and  took  her  hand, 
which  he  kissed  with  more  sincerity  than  he  had  ever  done 
before.  She  blushed  with  happiness  and  almost  simultaneously 
rebuffed  Julien  with  all  the  anger  of  jealousy.  Julien's  pride 
which  had  been  so  recently  wounded  made  him  act  foolishly 
at  this  juncture.  He  saw  in  Madame  de  Renal  nothing  but 
a  rich  woman,  he  disdainfully  let  her  hand  fall  and  went  away. 
He  went  and  walked  about  meditatively  in  the  garden.  Soon 
a  bitter  smile  appeared  on  his  lips. 

"Here  I  am  walking  about  as  serenely  as  a  man  who  is 
master  of  his  own  time.  I  am  not  bothering  about  the 
children  !  I  am  exposing  myself  to  M.  de  Renal's  humiliating 
remarks,  and  he  will  be  quite  right."  He  ran  to  the  children's 
room.  The  caresses  ot  the  youngest  child,  whom  he  loved 
very  much,  somewhat  calmed  his  agony. 

"  He  does  not  despise  me  yet,"  thought  J  ulien.     But  he  soon 
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reproached  himself  for  this  alleviation  of  his  agony  as  i.iOueh 
It  were  a  new  weakness.  The  children  caress  me  just  in  the 
same  way  in  which  they  would  caress  the  young  hunting- 
hound  which  was  bought  yesterday. 


CHAPTER  X 


A    GREAT   HEART    AND   A   b.MALL    FORTUNE 

But  passion  most  dissembles,  yet  betrays, 
Even  by  its  darkness,  as  the  blackest  sky 
Foretells  the  heaviest  tempest. 

Don  Juan,  r 
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M.  uE  Rknal  was  going  through  all  the  rooms  in  the  ch&teau, 
and  he  came  back  into  the  children's  room  with  the  servants 
who  were  bringing  back  the  stuffings  of  the  mattresses.  The 
sudden  entry  of  this  man  had  the  effect  on  Julien  of  the  drop 
of  water  which  makes  the  pot  overflow. 

Looking  paler  and  more  sinister  than  usual,  he  ruihed 
towards  him.  M.  de  Renal  stopped  and  looked  at  his 
servants. 

"  Monsieur,"  said  Julien  to  him,  ••  Do  you  think  your 
children  would  have  made  the  progress  they  have  made  with 
me  with  any  other  tutor  ?  If  you  answer  '  No,' "  continued 
Julien  so  quickly  that  M.  de  Renal  did  not  have  time  to 
spf'ak,  "  how  dare  you  reproach  me  with  neglecting  them  ?  " 

M.  de  R^nul,  who  had  scarcely  recovered  from  his  fright, 
concluded  from  the  strange  tone  he  saw  this  little  peasant 
assume,  that  he  had  some  advantageous  offer  in  his  pocket, 
and  that  he  was  going  to  leave  him. 

The  more  he  spoke  the  more  Julien's  anger  increased,  ••  I 
can  live  without  you.  Monsieur,"  he  added. 

"  I  am  really  sorry  to  see  you  so  upset,"  answered  M.  de 
R^nal  shuddering  a  little.  The  servants  were  ten  yards  off 
engaged  in  making  the  beds. 

"That  is  not  what  I  mean.  Monsieur,"  replied  Julien 
(luite  beside  himself.  "  Think  of  the  infamous  words  that  you 
have  addresned  to  me,  and  before  women  too." 
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M.  de  Renal  understood  only  too  well  what  Julien  was 
asking,  and  a  painful  conflict  tore  his  soul.  It  happened 
that  Julien,  who  was  really  mad  with  rage,  cried  out, 

"  I  know  where  to  go,  Monsieur,  when  I  leave  your  house." 
At  these  words  M.  de  Renal  saw  Julien  installed  with 
M.  Valenod.  "  Well,  sir,"  he  said  at  last  with  a  sigh,  just  as 
though  he  had  called  in  a  surgeon  to  perform  the  most 
painful  operation,  "  I  accede  to  your  request.  I  will  give  you 
fifty  francs  a  month.  Starting  from  the  day  after  to-morrow 
which  is  the  first  of  the  month." 

Julien  wanted  to  laugh,  and  stood  there  dumbfounded.  All 
his  anger  had  vanished. 

"  I  do  not  despise  the  brute  enough,"  he  said  to  himself. 
"  I  have  no  doubt  that  that  is  the  greatest  apology  that  so 
base  a  soul  can  make." 

"  The  children  who  has  listened  to  this  scene  with  gaping 
mouths,  ran  into  the  garden  to  tell  their  mother  that  M. 
Julien  was  very  angry,  bui  that  he  was  going  to  have  fifty 
francs  a  month." 

Julien  followed  them  as  a  matter  of  habit  without  even 
looking  at  M.  de  Renal  whom  he  left  in  a  considerable  state 
of  irritation. 

"  That  makes  one  hundred  and  sixty-eight  francs,"  said  the 
mayor  to  himself,  "  that  M.  Valenod  has  cost  me.  I  must 
absolutely  speak  a  few  strong  words  lo  him  about  his  contrart 
to  provide  for  the  foundlings." 

A  minute  afterwards  Julien  found  himself  opposite  M.  dc 
Renal. 

"  I  want  to  speak  to  M.  Chelan  on  a  matter  of  conscience 
I  have  the  honour  to  inform  you  that  I  shall  be  absent  some 
hours." 

"  Why,  my  dear  Julien,"  said  M.  de  Renal  smiling  with  the 
falsest  expression  possible,  "  take  the  whole  day,  and  to-morrow 
too  if  you  like,  my  good  friend.  Take  the  gardener's  'lorse  lo 
go  to  Verrieres." 

"He  IS  un  the  very  jKjint,"  said  .M.  de  Renal  to  himself, 
"of  fjiving  an  answer  to  \  alenod.  He  has  promised  me 
nothing,  but  1  must  let  this  hotheaded  young  man  have  time 
to  cool  down." 

julien  (]ui<;kly  went  away,  and  went  up  into  the  great  forest, 
through  which  one  can  manage  to  get  from  Vergy  to  Vemeres. 
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He  did  not  wish  to  arrive  at  M.  Chelan's  at  once.  Far  from 
wishing  to  cramp  himself  in  a  new  pose  of  hypocrisy  he 
needed  to  see  clear  in  his  own  soul,  and  to  give  audience  to 
the  crowd  of  sentiments  which  were  agitating  him. 

"  I  have  won  a  battle,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  soon  as  he 
saw  that  he  was  well  in  the  forest,  and  far  from  all  human 
gaze.     "  So  I  have  won  a  battle." 

This  expression  shed  a  rosy  light  on  his  situation,  and 
restored  him  to  some  serenity. 

"  Here  I  am  with  a  salary  of  fifty  francs  a  month,  M.  de 
Renal  must  be  precious  afraid,  but  what  of?  " 

This  meditation  about  what  could  have  put  fear  into  the 
heart  of  that  happy,  powerful  man  against  whom  he  had  been 
boiling  with  rage  only  an  hour  back,  completed  the  restoration 
to  serenity  of  Julien's  soul.  He  was  almost  able  to  enjoy  tor 
a  moment  the  delightful  beautv  of  the  woods  amidst  which  he 
was  walking.  Enormous  "  ks  of  bare  rocks  had  fallen 
down  long  ago  in  the  miou*.  of  the  ibrtst  In-  the  mountain 
side.  Great  cedars  towered  almost  as  high  as  these  rocks 
whose  shade  caused  a  delicious  freshness  witliin  three  yanls 
of  places  where  the  heat  of  the  sun's  rays  would  have  made  11 
impossible  to  rest. 

Julien  took  breath  for  a  moment  in  the  shade  of  these 
great  rocks,  and  then  he  began  again  to  climb.  Traversing  a 
narrow  path  that  was  scarcely  marked,  and  was  only  used  l.y 
the  goat  herds,  he  soon  found  himself  standing  upon  an 
immense  rock  with  the  complete  certainty  of  being  far  away 
from  all  mankind.  This  physical  |)osition  made  him  smile. 
It  symbolised  to  him  the  position  he  was  burning  to  attain  in 
the  moral  sphere.  The  pure  air  of  these  lovely  nioutUaiis 
filled  his  soul  with  serenity  and  even  with  joy.  The  mayor  ..f 
Verrieres  still  continued  to  typify  in  his  eyes  all  the  wealili 
and  all  the  arrogance  of  the  earth;  but  julien  felt  that  the 
hatred  that  had  just  thrilled  him  had  nothing  personal  about 
It  in  spite  of  ail  the  violence  which  he  had  manifested.  If  he 
had  left  off  .-,eeing  M.  de  Renal  he  would  in  eii;ht  days  liaw 
forgotten  him,  his  castle,  his  dogs,  his  childre'i  and  all  hi> 
family.  "  1  forced  him,  I  don't  know  how,  to  make  th.' 
greatesi  s.icrifice.  What  ?  more  than  (ifly  cmwns  a  year,  ,111,1 
only  a  minute  liefore  I  managed  to  extricate  myself  froin  the 
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so  there  art-  two  victories  in  one  day,      V 
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second  one  is  devoid  of  merit,  I  must  find  out  the  why  and 
the  wherefore.  But  these  laborious  researches  are  for 
to-morrow." 

Standing  up  on  his  great  rock,  Julien  looked  at  the  sky 
which  was  all  afire  with  an  August  sun.  The  grasshoppers 
sang  in  the  field  about  the  rock ;  when  they  held  their  peace 
there  was  universal  silence  around  him.  He  saw  twenty 
leagues  of  country  at  his  feet.  He  noticed  from  time  to  time 
some  hawk,  which  launching  off  from  the  great  rocks  over  his 
head  was  describing  in  silence  its  immense  circles.  Julian's  ^ 
eye  followed  the  bird  of  prey  mechanically.  Its  tranqui 
powerful  movements  struck  him.  He  envied  that  strength,  ^, 
that  isolation. 

"  Would  Napoleon's  destiny  be  one  day  his  ?  " 
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Yet  Julia's  very  coldness  still  was  kind, 
And  tremulously  gently  her  small  hand 
Withdrew  itself  from  his,  but  left  behind 
A  little  pressure,  thrilling,  and  so  bland. 
And  slight,  so  very  slight  that  to  the  mind. 
'Twas  but  a  doubt. 

Don  /itan,  c.   i.  s(,  71. 

It  was  necessary,  however,  to  put  in  an  appearance  at 
Verneres.  As  Julien  left  the  cure  house  he  was  fortunate 
enough  to  meet  M.  Valenod,  whom  he  hastened  to  tell  of  the 
increase  in  his  salary. 

On  returning  to  Vergy,  Julien  waited  till  night  had  fallen 
before  gomg  down  into  the  garden.  His  soul  was  fatigued  by 
the  greal  number  of  violent  emotions  which  had  agitated  him 
during  the  day.  •'  What  shall  I  ^ay  to  them?"  he  reflected 
anxiously,  as  he  thought  about  the  ladies.  He  was  far  from 
realising  that  his  soul  was  just  in  a  mood  to  discuss  those 
trivial  circumstances  which  usually  monopolise  all  feminine 
interests.  Julien  was  often  unintelligible  to  Madame  Derville 
and  even  to  ner  friend,  and  he  in  his  turn  only  half  understood 
all  that  they  said  to  him.  Such  was  the  effect  of  the  force 
and,  if  I  may  venture  to  use  such  language,  the  greatness  of 
the  transports  of  passion  which  overwhelmed  the  soul  of  this 
ambitious  youth.  In  this  singular  being  it  was  storm  nearlv 
every  day.  ' 

As  he  entered  the  garden  this  evening,  Julien  was  inclined 
to  talc.'  an  interest  m  what  the  pretty  cousins  were  thinking 
I  hey  were  waiting  for   him    impatiently.      He   took  his  ac 
customed  seat  next  to  Madame  de  Renal.     The  darkness  soon 
became  profound.      He  attempted  to  take  hold  of  a   white 
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hand  which  he  had  seen  some  time  near  him,  as  it  leant  on 
the  back  of  a  chair.  Some  hesitation  was  shewn,  but 
eventually  the  hand  was  withdrawn  in  a  manner  which 
indicated  displeasure.  Julien  was  inclined  to  give  up  the 
attempt  as  a  bad  job,  and  to  continue  his  conversation  quite 
gaily,  when  he  heard  M.  de  Renal  approaching. 

The  coarse  words  he  had  uttered  in  the  morning  were  still 
ringing  in  Julien's  ears.  "  Would  not  taking  possession  of  his 
wife's  hand  in  his  very  presence,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  be  a 
good  way  of  scoring  off  that  creature  who  has  all  that  life  can 
give  him.  Yes  !  I  will  do  it.  I,  the  very  man  for  whom  he 
has  evidenced  so  great  a  contempt." 

From  that  moment  the  tranquillity  which  was  so  alien  to 
Julien's  real  character  quickly  disappeared.  He  was  obsessed 
by  an  anxious  desire  that  Madame  de  Renal  should  abandon 
]  -r  hand  to  him. 

M.  de  Renal  was  talking  politics  with  vehemence ;  two  or 

•ree  commercial  men  in  Verrieres  had  been  growing  distinctly 

•ciser  than  he  was,  and  were  going  to  annoy  him  over  the 

ections.     Madame  Derville  w.is  listening  to  him.     Irritated 

these  tirades,  Julien  brought  his  chair  nearer  Madame  de 

cnal.     All  his  movements  were  concealed  by  the  darkness. 

Hf  dared  to  put  his  hand  very  near  to  the  pretty  arm  which 

left    incovered  by  the  dress.     He  was  troubled  and  had 

t  con  ol  of  his  mind.  He  brought  his  face  near  to  that 
jr  tty  a      and  dared  to  put  his  lips  on  it. 

vladin  de  Renal  shuddered.  Her  husband  was  four  paces 
a«%%  She  hastened  to  give  her  hand  to  Julien,  and  at  the 
saoH  ime  to  push  him  back  a  little.  As  M.  de  Renal  was 
continuing  his  insults  against  those  ne'er-do-wells  and 
Jacobins  who  were  growing  so  rich,  Julien  covered  the  hand 
which  had  lieen  abandoned  to  him  with  kisses,  which  were 
either  really  passionate  or  at  any  rate  seemed  so  to  Madame 
de  Renal.  But  the  poor  woman  had  already  had  the  proofs 
on  that  same  fatal  day  that  the  man  whom  she  adored,  without 
owning  it  to  herself,  loved  another '  I  >uring  the  whole  time 
Julien  had  been  absent  she  had  l)een  the  {)rey  to  an  extreme 
unhappiness  which  had  made  her  reHert. 

"  What,"  she  said  to  herself,  "  Am  1  going  to  love,  am  I 
going  to  be  in  love?  Am  I,  a  married  woman,  going  to  fall 
in  love?     But,"  she  said  lu  herself,  "  I  have  never  felt  for  ray 
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husband  this  dark  madness,  which  never  permits  of  my 
keeping  Julien  out  of  my  thoughts.  After  all,  he  is  only  a 
child  who  is  full  of  respect  for  me.  This  madness  will  be 
fleeting.  In  what  way  do  the  sentiments  which  I  may  have 
for  this  young  man  concern  my  husband?  M.  de  Renal 
would  be  bored  by  the  conversations  which  I  have  with  Julien 
on  imaginative  subjects.  As  for  him,  he  simply  thinks  of  his 
business.  I  am  not  taking  anything  away  from  him  to  give 
to  Julien." 

No  hypocrisy  had  sullied  the  purity  of  that  naive  soul,  now 
swept  away  by  a  passion  such  as  it  had  never  felt  before.  She 
deceived  herself,  but  without  knowing  it.  But  none  the  less,  a 
certain  instinct  of  virtue  was  alarmed.  Such  were  the  combats 
which  were  agitating  her  when  Julien  appeared  in  the  garden. 
She  heard  him  speak  and  almost  at  the  same  moment  she  saw 
him  sit  down  by  her  side.  Her  soul  was  as  it  were  transported 
by  this  charming  happiness  which  had  for  the  last  fortnight 
surprised  her  even  more  than  it  had  allured.  Everything  was 
novel  for  her.  None  the  less,  she  said  to  herself  after  some 
moments,  "the  mere  presence  of  Julien  is  quite  enough  to 
blot  out  all  his  wrongs."  She  was  frightened;  it  was  then 
that  she  took  away  her  hand. 

His  passionate  kisses,  the  like  of  which  she  had  never 
received  before,  made  her  forget  that  perhaps  he  loved  another 
woman.  Soon  he  was  no  longer  guilty  in  her  eyes.  The 
cessation  of  that  poignant  pain  which  suspicion  had  engendered 
and  the  presence  of  a  happiness  that  she  had  never  even 
dreamt  of,  gave  her  ecstasies  of  love  and  of  mad  gaiety.  The 
evening  was  charming  for  everyone,  except  the  mayor  of 
Verdures,  who  was  unable  to  forj,'ct  his  fninenu  manufacturers. 
Julien  left  off  thinking  alrout  his  black  ambitior  or  about 
those  plans  of  his  which  were  so  difficult  to  accomplish.  For 
the  first  time  in  his  life  he  was  led  away  by  the  power  of  lieauty. 
Lost  in  a  sweetly  vague  reverie,  (|uite  alien  to  his  character, 
and  softly  pressing  that  hand,  which  he  thought  ideally  pretty, 
he  half  Hstened  to  the  rustle  of  the  leaves  of  the  pine  trees, 
swept  by  the  light  night  breeze,  and  to  the  dogs  of  the  mill 
on  the  Douhs,  who  harked  in  the  distnrve. 

lUit  this  emotion  was  oi-.c  uf  [)k.asiire  and  not  passion.  As 
he  entered  his  room,  he  only  thoii{{ht  of  one  happiness,  that 
of  taking  u|)  again  his  favourite  book.     When  one  is  twenty 
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the  idea  of  the  world  and  the  figure  to  be  cut  in  it  dominate 
everything. 

He  soon,  however,  laid  down  the  book.  As  the  result  of 
thinking  of  the  victories  of  Napoleon,  he  had  seen  a  new 
element  in  his  own  victory.  "  Yes,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  I 
have  won  a  battle.  I  must  exploit  it.  I  must  crush  the  pride 
of  that  proud  gentleman  while  he  is  in  retreat.  That  would 
be  real  Napoleon.  I  must  ask  him  for  three  days'  holiday  to 
go  and  see  my  friend  Fouque  If  he  refuses  me  I  will  threaten 
to  give  him  notice,  but  he  will  yield  the  point. 

Madame  de  Renal  could  not  sleep  a  wink.  It  seemed  as 
though,  until  this  moment,  she  had  never  lived.  She  was 
unable  to  distract  her  thoughts  from  the  happiness  of  feeling 
Julian  cover  her  hand  with  his  burning  kisses. 

Suddenly  the  awful  word  adultery  came  into  her  mind.  All 
the  loath esomeness  with  which  the  vilest  debauchery  can 
invest  sensual  love  presented  itself  to  her  imagination.  These 
ideas  essayed  to  pollute  the  divinely  tender  image  which  she 
was  fashioning  of  Julien,  and  of  the  happiness  of  loving  him. 
The  future  began  to  be  painted  in  terrible  colours.  She  began 
to  r^ard  herself  as  contemptible. 

That  moment  was  awful.  Her  soul  was  arriving  in  unknown 
countries.  During  the  evening  she  had  tasted  a  novel 
happiness.  Now  she  found  herself  suddenly  plunged  in  an 
atrocious  unhappiness.  She  had  never  had  any  idea  of  such 
sufferings;  they  troubled  her  reason.  She  thought  for  a 
moment  of  confessing  to  her  husband  that  she  was  appre- 
hensive of  loving  Julien.  It  would  be  an  opportunity 
of  speaking  of  him.  Fortunately  her  memory  threw  up 
a  maxim  which  her  aunt  had  once  given  her  on  the 
eve  of  her  marriage.  The  maxim  dealt  with  the  danger  of 
making  confidences  to  a  husband,  for  a  husband  is  after  all 
a  master.  She  wrung  her  hands  in  the  excess  of  her  grief. 
She  was  driven  this  way  and  that  by  clashing  and  painful 
ideas.  At  one  moment  she  feared  that  she  was  not  loved. 
The  next  the  awful  idea  of  crime  tortured  her,  as  much  as  if 
she  had  to  be  exposed  in  the  pillory  on  the  following  day  in 
the  public  square  of  Verrier^  with  a  placard  to  explain  her 
adultery  to  the  populace. 

Madame  de  Renal  had  :  ^^xperience  of  life.  Even  in  the 
full  possession  of  her  f»cultRs,  and  when  fully  exercising  her 
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reason,  she  would  never  have  appreciated  any  distinction 
between  being  guilty  in  the  eyes  of  God,  and  finding  herself 
publicly  overwhelmed  with  the  crudest  marks  of  universal 
contempt. 

When  the  awful  idea  of  adultery,  and  of  all  the  disgrace 
which  in  her  view  that  crime  brought  in  its  train,  left  her 
some  rest,  she  began  to  dream  of  the  sweetness  of  living 
innocently  with  Julien  as  in  the  days  that  had  gone  by. 

She  found  herself  confronted  with  the  horrible  idea  that 
Julien  loved  another  woman.  She  still  saw  his  pallor  when  he 
had  feared  to  lose  her  portrait,  or  to  compromise  her  by 
exposing  it  to  view.  For  the  first  time  she  had  caught  fear  on 
that  tranquil  and  noble  visage.  He  had  never  shewn  such 
emotion  to  her  or  her  children.  This  additional  anguish 
reached  the  maximum  of  unhappiness  which  the  human  soul 
is  capable  of  enduring.  Unconsciously,  Madame  de  Renal 
uttered  cries  which  woke  up  her  maid.  Suddenly  she  saw  the 
brightness  of  a  light  appear  near  her  bed,  and  recognized 
Elisa.     '•  Is  it  you  he  loves  ?  "  she  exclaimed  in  her  delirium. 

Fortunately,  the  maid  was  so  astonished  by  the  terrible 
trouble  in  which  she  found  her  mistress  that  she  paid  no 
attention  to  this  singular  expression.  Madame  de  Renal 
appreciated  her  imprudence.  "  I  have  the  fever,"  she  said  to 
her,  "and  I  think  I  am  a  little  delirious."  Completely 
woken  up  by  the  necessity  of  controlling  herself,  she  be- 
came less  unhappy.  Reason  regained  that  supreme  control 
which  the  semi-somnolent  state  had  taken  away.  To  free 
herself  from  her  maid's  continual  stare,  she  ordered  her  maid 
to  read  the  paper,  and  it  was  as  she  listened  to  the  monoton- 
ous voice  of  this  girl,  reading  a  long  article  from  the 
Quottdienne  that  Madame  de  Renal  made  the  virtuous 
resolutiot.  to  treat  Julien  with  absolute  coldness  when  she 
saw  him  again. 
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A  JOURNEY 

Elejjant  people  are  to  be  found  in  Paris.     People  of  character 
may  exist  in  the  provinces. — Si^yes. 

At  five  o'clock  the  following  day,  before  Madame  de  Renal 
was  visible,  Julien  obtained  a  three  days'  holiday  from  her 
husband.  Contrary  to  his  expectation  Julien  found  himself 
desirous  of  seeing  her  again.  He  ke[)t  thinking  of  that  pretty 
hand  of  hers.  He  went  down  into  the  garden,  but  Madame 
de  Renal  kept  him  waiting  for  a  long  time.  But  if  Julien 
had  loved  her,  he  would  have  seen  her  forehead  glued  to  the 
pane  behind  the  half  closed  blinds  on  the  first  floor.  She  was 
looking  at  him.  Finally,  in  spite  of  her  resolutions,  she 
decided  to  go  into  the  garden.  Her  habitual  pallor  had 
been  succeeded  by  more  lively  hues.  This  woman,  simple  as 
she  was,  was  manifestly  agitated ;  a  sentiment  of  constraint, 
and  even  of  anger,  altered  that  expression  of  profound 
serenity  which  seemed,  as  it  were,  to  be  above  all  the  vulgar 
interests  of  life  and  gave  so  much  charm  to  that  divine 
face. 

Julien  approached  her  with  eagerness,  admiring  those 
beautiful  arms  which  were  just  visible  through  a  hastily 
donned  shawl.  The  freshness  of  the  morning  air  seemed  to 
accentuate  still  more  the  brilliance  of  her  complexion  which 
the  agitation  of  the  past  night  rendered  all  the  more  sus 
ceptible  to  all  impressions.  This  demure  and  pathetic  beauty, 
which  was,  at  the  same  time,  full  of  thoughts  which  are  never 
found  in  he  inferior  classes,  seemed  to  reveal  to  Julien  a 
fac.ilty  in  his  own  soul  which  he  had  never  before  realised. 
Engrossed  in  his  admiration  of  the  charms  on  which  his 
his  greedy  gaze  was  riveted,  Julien  took  for  granted  the  friendly 
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welcome  which  he  was  expecting  to  receive.  He  was  all  the 
more  astonished  at  the  icy  coldness  which  she  endeavoured  to 
manifest  to  him,  and  through  which  he  thought  he  could  even 
distinguish  the  intention  of  puttbg  him  in  his  place. 

The  smile  of  pleasure  died  away  from  his  lips  as  he 
remembered  his  rank  in  society,  especially  from  the  point  of 
view  of  a  rich  and  noble  heiress.  In  a  single  moment  his 
face  exhibited  nothing  but  haughtiness  and  anger  against 
himself.  He  felt  violently  disgusted  that  he  could  have  put 
off  his  departure  for  more  than  an  hour,  simply  to  receive  so 
humiliating  a  welcome. 

"  It  is  only  a  fool,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  who  is  angry  with 
others ;  a  stone  falls  because  it  is  heavy.  Am  I  going  to  be 
a  child  all  my  life  ?  How  on  earth  is  it  that  I  manage  to  con- 
tract the  charming  habit  of  showing  my  real  self  to  those  people 
simply  in  return  for  their  money  ?  If  I  want  to  win  their 
respect  and  that  of  my  own  self,  I  must  shew  them  that  it  is 
simply  a  business  transaction  between  my  poverty  and  their 
wealth,  but  that  my  heart  is  a  thousand  leagues  away  from 
their  insolence,  and  is  situated  in  too  high  a  sphere  to  be 
affected  by  their  petty  marks  of  favour  or  disdain." 

While  these  feelings  were  crowding  the  soul  of  the  young 
tutor,  his  mobile  features  assumed  an  expression  of  ferocity 
and  injured  pride.  Madame  de  Renal  was  extremely 
troubled.  The  virtuous  coldness  that  she  had  meant  to  put 
into  her  welcome  was  succeeded  by  an  expression  of  interest 
—an  interest  animated  by  all  the  surprise  brought  about  by 
the  sudden  change  which  she  had  just  seen.  The  empty 
morning  platitudes  about  their  health  and  the  fineness  of  the 
day  suddenly  dried  up.  Julien's  judgment  was  disturbed  by 
no  passion,  and  he  soon  found  a  meuiis  of  manifesting  to 
Madame  de  Rinal  how  light  was  the  friendly  relationship  that 
he  considered  existed  between  them.  He  said  nothing  to  her 
about  the  little  journey  that  he  was  going  to  make  ;  saluted 
her,  and  went  away. 

As  she  watched  him  go,  she  was  overwhelmed  by  the 
sombre  haughtiness  which  she  read  in  that  look  which  had 
been  so  gracious  the  previous  evening.  Her  eldest  son  ran 
up  from  the  bottom  of  the  garden,  and  said  as  he  kissed  her, 

"  We  have  a  holiday,  M.  Julien  is  going  on  a  journey  " 

At  these  words,  Madame  de  Renal  felt  seized  by  a  deadly 
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coldness.     She  was  unhappy  by  reason  of  her  virtue,  and  even 
more  unhappy  by  reason  of  her  weakness. 

This  new  event  engrossed  her  imagination,  and  she  was 
transported  far  beyond  the  good  resolutions  which  she  owed 
to  the  awful  night  she  had  just  passed.  It  was  not  now  a 
question  of  resisting  that  charming  lover,  but  of  losing  him 
for  ever. 

It  was  necessary  to  appear  at  breakfast.  To  complete  her 
anguish,  M.  de  Rdnal  and  Madame  Derville  talked  of  nothing 
but  Julien's  departure.  The  mayor  of  Verri^res  had  noticed 
somethmg  unusual  in  the  firm  tone  in  which  he  had  asked  for 
a  holiday. 

"  That  little  peasant  has  no  doubt  got  somebody  else's  offer 
up  his  sleeve,  but  that  somebody  else,  even  though  it's  M. 
Valenod,  is  bound  to  be  a  little  discouraged  by  the  sum  of 
SIX  hundred  francs,  which  the  annual  salary  now  tots  up 
to.  He  must  have  asked  yesterday  at  Verri^res  for  a 
period  of  three  days  to  think  it  over,  and  our  little  gentleman 
runs  off  to  the  mountains  this  morning  so  as  not  to  be 
obliged  to  give  me  an  answer.  Think  of  having  to  reckon 
with  a  wretched  workman  who  puts  on  airs,  but  that's  what 
we've  come  to." 

"  If  my  lusband,  who  does  not  know  how  deeply  he  has 
wounded  Julian,  thinks  that  he  will  leave  us,  what  can  I  think 
myself?  ''^  said  Madame  de  Renal  to  herself.  "  Yes,  that  is  all 
decided."  In  order  to  be  able  at  any  rate  to  be  free  to  cry, 
and  to  avoid  answering  madame  Derville's  questions,  she 
pleaded  an  awful  headache,  and  went  to  bed. 

"  That's  what  women  are,"  repeated  M.  de  Renal,  "  there 
is  always  something  out  of  order  in  those  complicated 
machines,"  and  he  went  off  jecnng. 

While  Madame  de  Renal  was  a  prey  to  all  the  poignancy  of 
the  terrible  passion  in  which  chance  had  involved  her,  Julien 
went  merrily  on  his  way,  surrounded  by  the  most  beautiful 
views  that  mountain  scenery  can  offer.  He  had  to  cross  the 
great  chain  north  of  Vergy.  The  path  which  he  followed 
rose  gradually  among  the  big  beech  woods,  and  ran  into 
infinite  spirals  on  the  slope  of  the  high  mountain  which  forms 
the  northern  boundary  of  the  Doubs  valley.  Soon  the 
trave'ler's  view,  as  he  passed  over  the  lower  slopes  bounding 
the  course  of  the  Doubs  towards  the  south,  extends  as  far  as 
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the  fertile  plains  of  Burgundy  and  Beaujolais.  However 
insensible  was  the  soul  of  this  ambitious  youth  to  this  kind  of 
beauty,  he  could  not  help  stopping  from  time  to  time  to  look 
at  a  spectacle  at  once  so  vast  and  so  impressive. 

Finally,  he  reached  the  summit  of  the  great  mountain,  near 
which  he  had  to  pass  in  order  to  arrive  by  this  cross-country 
route  at  the  solitary  valley  where  lived  his  friend  Fouque,  the 
young  wood  merchant.  Julien  was  in  no  hurry  to  see  him ; 
either  him,  or  any  other  human  being.  Hidden  like  a  bird  of 
prey  amid  the  bare  rocks  which  crowned  the  great  mountain, 
he  could  see  a  long  way  off  anyone  coming  near  him.  He 
discovered  a  little  grotto  in  the  middle  of  the  almost  vertical 
slope  of  one  of  the  rocks.  He  found  a  way  to  it,  and  was 
soon  ensconced  in  this  retreat.  "  Here,"  he  said,  "  with 
eyes  brilliant  with  joy,  men  cannot  hurt  me."  It  occurred  to 
him  to  indulge  in  the  pleasure  of  writing  down  those  thoughts 
of  his  which  were  so  dangerous  to  him  everywhere  else.  A 
square  stone  served  him  for  a  desk ;  his  pen  flew.  He  saw 
nothing  of  what  was  around  him.  He  noticed  at  last  that  the 
sun  was  setting  behind  the  distant  mountains  of  Beaujolais. 

"  Why  shouldn't  I  pass  the  night  here  ?  "  he  said  to  himself. 
"  I  have  bread,  and  I  am  free."  He  felt  a  spiritual  exultation 
at  the  sound  of  that  great  word.  The  necessity  of  playing  the 
hypocrite  resulted  in  his  not  being  free,  even  at  Fouque's. 
Leaning  his  head  on  his  two  hands,  Julien  stayed  in  the  grotto, 
more  happy  than  he  had  ever  been  in  his  life,  thrilled  by  his 
dreams,  and  by  the  bliss  of  his  freedom.  Without  realising  it, 
he  saw  all  the  rays  of  the  twilight  become  successively  ex- 
tinguished. Surrounded  by  this  immense  obscurity,  his  soul 
wandered  into  the  contemplation  of  what  he  imagined  that  he 
would  one  day  meet  in  Paris.  First  it  was  a  woman,  much  more 
beautiful  and  possessed  of  a  much  more  refined  temperament 
than  anything  he  could  have  found  in  the  provinces.  He 
loved  with  passion,  and  was  loved.  If  he  separated  from  her 
for  some  instants,  it  was  only  to  cover  himself  with  glory,  and 
to  deserve  to  be  loved  still  more. 

A  young  man  brought  up  in  the  environment  of  the  sad 
truths  of  Paris  society,  would,  on  reaching  this  point  in  his 
romance,  even  if  we  assume  him  possessed  of  Julien's  imagina- 
tion, hcve  been  brought  back  to  himself  by  the  cold  irony  of 
the  situation.     Great  deeds  would  have  disappeared  from  out 
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his  ken  together  with  hope  of  achieving  them  and  have  been 
succeeded  by  the  platitude.  "  If  one  leave  one's  mistress  one 
runs  alas !  the  risk  of  being  deceived  two  or  three  times  a  day." 
But  the  young  peasant  saw  nothing  but  the  lack  of  opportunity 
between  himself  and  the  most  heroic  feats. 

But  a  deep  night  had  succeeded  the  day,  and  there  were 
still  two  leagues  to  walk  before  he  could  descend  to  the  cabin 
in  which  Fouque  lived.  Before  leaving  the  little  cave,  Julien 
made  a  light  and  carefully  burnt  all  that  he  had  written.  He 
quite  astonished  his  friend  when  he  knocked  at  his  door  at 
one  o'clock  in  the  morning.  He  found  Fouque  engaged  in 
making  up  his  accounts.  He  was  a  young  man  of  high 
stature,  rather  badly  made,  with  big,  hard  features,  a  never- 
ending  nose,  and  a  large  fund  of  good  nature  concealed 
beneath  this  repulsive  appearance. 

"  Have  you  quarelled  with  M.  de  Renal  then  that  you  turn 
up  unexpectedly  like  this  ?  "  Julien  told  him,  but  in  a  suitable 
way,  the  events  of  the  previous  day. 

"  Stay  with  me,"  said  Fouque  to  him.  "  I  see  that  you  know 
M.  de  Renal,  M.  Valenod,  the  sub-prefect  Maugron,  the  cure 
Chelan.  You  have  understood  the  subtleties  of  the  character 
of  those  people.  So  there  you  are  then,  quite  qualified  to 
attend  auctions.  You  know  arithmetic  better  than  I  do  ;  you 
will  keep  my  accounts ;  I  make  a  lot  in  my  business.  The 
impossibility  of  doing  everything  myself,  and  the  fear  of  taking 
a  rascal  for  my  partner  prevents  me  daily  from  undertaking 
excellent  business.  It's  scarcely  a  month  since  I  put  Michaud 
de  Saint  Amand,  whom  I  haven't  seen  for  six  years,  and  whom 
I  ran  across  at  the  sale  at  Pontarlier  in  the  wav  of  making  six 
thousand  francs.  Why  shouldn't  it  have  been  you  who  made 
those  six  thousand  francs,  or  at  any  rate  three  thousand. 
For  if  I  had  had  you  with  me  that  day,  I  would  have  raised 
the  bidding  for  that  lot  of  timber  and  everybody  else  would 
soon  have  run  away.     Be  my  partner. 

This  olTer  up.set  Julien.  It  spoilt  the  train  of  his  mad 
dreams.  Fouque  showed  his  accounts  to  Julien  during  the 
whole  of  the  supper— which  the  two  friends  prepared  themselves 
like  the  Homeric  heroes  (for  Fouque  lived  alone)  and  proved 
to  him  all  the  advantages  offered  by  his  timber  business. 
I'ouque  had  the  highest  opinion  of  the  gifts  and  character  of 
Julien. 


A  JOURNEY 


77 


When,  finally,  the  latter  was  alone  in  his  little  room  of 
pinewood,  he  said  to  himself:  "It  is  true  I  can  make  some 
thousands  of  francs  here  and  then  take  up  with  advantage  the 
profession  of  a  soldier,  or  of  a  priest,  according  to  the  fashion 
then  prevalent  in  France.  The  little  hoard  that  I  shall 
have  amassed  will  remove  all  petty  difficulties.  In  the  solitude 
of  this  mountain  I  shall  have  dissipated  to  some  extent  my 
awful  ignorance  of  so  many  of  the  things  which  make  up  the 
life  of  all  those  men  of  fashion.  But  Fouque  has  given  up  all 
thoughts  of  marriage,  and  at  the  same  time  keeps  telling  me 
that  solitude  makes  him  unhappy.  It  is  clear  that  if  he  takes 
a  partner  who  has  no  capital  to  put  into  his  business,  he  does 
so  in  the  hopes  of  getting  a  companion  who  will  never  leave 

him." 

"Shall  I  deceive  my  friend,"  exclaimed  Julien  petulantly. 
This  being  who  found  hypocrisy  and  complete  callousness 
his  ordinary  means  of  self-preservation  could  not,  on  this 
occasion,  endure  the  idea  of  the  slightest  lack  of  delicate 
feeling  towards  a  man  whom  he  loved. 

But  sudd<inly  Julien  was  happy.  He  had  a  reason  for  a 
refusal.  What !  Shall  I  be  coward  enough  to  waste  seven  or 
eight  years.  I  shall  get  to  twenty-eight  in  that  way  !  But  at 
that  age  Bonaparte  had  achieved  his  greatest  feats.  When 
I  shall  have  made  in  obscurity  a  little  money  by  frequenting 
timber  sales,  and  earning  the  good  graces  of  some  rascally 
under-strappers  who  will  guarantee  that  I  shall  still  have  the 
sacred  fire  with  which  one  makes  a  name  for  oneself? 

The  following  morning,  Julien  with  considerable  sangfroid, 
said  in  answer  to  the  good  Fouquii,  who  reLiarded  the  matter 
of  the  partnership  as  settled,  that  his  vocation  for  the  holy 
ministry  of  the  altars  would  not  permit  liini  to  accept  it. 
I'ouque  did  not  return  to  the  subject. 

"  But  just  think,"  he  repeated  to  him,  "  I'll  make  you  my 
partner,  or  if  you  prefer  it,  I'll  give  you  four  thousand  francs 
a  year,  and  you  want  to  return  to  that  M.  de  Rtnal  of  yours, 
who  tlespises  you  like  tiie  mud  on  his  shoes.  When  you  have 
got  two  hundred  louis  in  front  of  you,  what  is  to  prevent  you 
from  entering  the  seminary  ?  I'll  go  further  :  I  will  undertake 
to  procure  for  you  the  Ijest  living  in  the  district,  for,"  added 

Fouque,  lowering  his  voice,  I  supply  firewood  to  M.  le 

M.   le M .     I  provide  them  with  first  quality  oak, 
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but  they  only  pay  me  for  plain  wood,  but  never  was  money 
better  invested. 

Nothing  could  conquer  Julien's  vocation.  Fouqu^  finished 
by  thinking  him  a  little  mad.  The  third  day,  in  the  early 
morning,  Julien  left  his  friend,  and  passed  the  day  amongst 
the  rocks  of  the  great  mountain.  He  found  his  little  cave 
again,  but  he  had  no  longer  peace  of  mind.  His  friend's 
offers  had  robbed  him  of  it.  He  foui)d  himself,  not  between 
vice  and  virtue,  like  Hercules,  but  between  mediocrity  coupled 
with  an  assured  prosperity,  and  all  the  heroic  dreams  of  his 
youth.  "  So  I  have  not  got  real  determination  after  all,"  he 
said  to  himself,  and  it  was  his  doubt  on  this  score  which 
pained  him  the  most.  "  I  am  not  of  the  stuff  of  which  great 
men  are  made,  because  I  fear  that  eight  years  spent  in  earning 
a  livelihood  will  deprive  me  of  that  sublime  energy  which 
inspires  the  accomplishment  of  extraordinary  feats." 
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A  novel  :  a  mirror  which  oni-  takes  out  on  one's  walk 
along  the  high  ioai].— Saint- Hea/. 

When  Julien  perceived  the  picturesque  ruins  of  the  old  church 
at  Vergy,  he  noticed  that  he  had  not  given  a  single  thought  to 
Madame  de  Renal  since  the  day  before  yesterday.  "The 
other  day,  when  I  took  my  leave,  that  woman  made  me  realise 
the  infinite  distance  which  separated  us ;  she  treated  me  like 
a  labourer's  son.  No  doubt  she  wished  to  signify  her  repentance 
for  having  allowed  me  to  hold  her  hand  the  evening  before. 

...  It  is,  however  very  pretty,  is  that  hand.  What  a 
charm,  what  a  nobility  is  there  in  that  woman's  expression  ! 

The  possibility  of  making  a  fortune  with  Fouque  gave  a 
certain  facility  to  Julien's  logic.  It  was  not  spoilt  quite  so 
frequently  by  the  irritation  and  the  keen  consciousness  of  his 
poverty  and  low  estate  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.  Placed  as  it 
were  on  a  high  promontory,  he  was  able  to  exercise  his 
judgment,  and  had  a  commanding  view,  so  to  speak,  of  both 
extreme  poverty  and  that  competence  which  he  still  called 
wealth.  He  was  far  from  judging  his  position  really  philo- 
sophically, but  he  had  enough  penetration  to  feel  different 
after  this  little  journey  into  the  mountain. 

He  was  struck  with  the  extreme  uneasiness  with  which 
Madame  de  Renal  listened  to  the  brief  account  which  she  had 
asked  for  of  his  journey.  Fouque  had  had  plans  of  marriage, 
and  unhappy  love  affairs,  and  long  confidences  on  this  subject 
had  formed  the  staple  of  the  two  friends'  conversation.  Having 
found  happiness  too  soon,  Fouque  had  realised  that  he  was 
not  the  only  one  who  was  loved.  All  these  accounts  had 
astonished  Julien.     He  had   learnt   many  new  things.     Hi« 
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solitary  life  of  imagination  and  suspicion  had  kept  him  remote 
from  anything  which  could  enlighten  him. 

During  his  absence,  life  had  been  nott;ing  for  Madame  de 
Kcnal  but  a  scries  of  tortures,  which,  though  different,  were  all 
unbearable.      She  was  reallv  ill. 

"  Now  mind,"  said  Madame  Derville  to  her  when  she  saw 
lulien  .irrivc,  "  you  don't  i;u  into  the  garden  this  evening  in 
your  weak  >Latc  ,  ihe  damp  air  will  make  your  complaint  twice 
as  bad." 

Madame  Derville  was  surprised  to  see  that  her  friend,  who 
was  always  scolded  by  M.  de  Renal  by  reason  of  the  excessive 
:>implicity  o(  her  dress,  had  just  got  some  openwork  stockings 
and  some  charming  little  shoes  which  had  come  from  Paris. 
For  three  days  Madame  de  Renai's  only  aistraction  had  been 

10  cut  out  a  summer  dress  of  a  pretty  little  matenal  which 
was  very  fashionable,  and  get  it  made  with  express  speed  by 
Elisa.  This  dress  could  scarcely  have  been  linished  a  few 
iiiouicnts  before  juliens  arrival,  but  Madame  de  Renal  put 
tt  on  iiumcdiateiy.  Her  .riend  had  no  longer  any  doubt. 
"  She  loves"  unhappy  woman,  said  Madame  i:)erville  to  her- 
self. She  understood  ail  the  -.trange  symptoms  of  the 
malady. 

She  >aw  'lei  >peah.  :o  juiien.  The  most  violent  blush  was 
succeeded  by  pallor.  .\n.\iety  was  depicted  in  her  eves, 
which  were  riveted  on  :hose  oi  :he  voung  :utor.  Madame  de 
Renal  expected  every  uunute  :nat  he  would  give  an  explana- 
tion ui  his  conduct,  and  announce  that  he  was  either  going 
to  leave  tiie  'lousc  ji  >uv  there.  Juiien  oareiuily  avoided 
tiiat  subjeci,  .uid  aid  :iot  jvea  tuink  n  :i.  After  terrible 
^uuggies,  Mudaiiie  ie    XLtul   jvciuuaiiy  iared  :u  ^ay  to  iiim 

11  a  'rcnibluij;  '.oiee  tiui    uuroted   ul   ler  jassion 
to     eave    vour    yupiis    to    taKe    another 


■  oiee 
'  Vre    vou    ^oing 
■jiace  '  ' 

■Uiieii  -vas   -tiueiv 

bid       OCht.  ■    ''' 

'■  Ijul    utei     i!i> 


J>    Madame   ae   Renai's   acsitatmg   /oict; 
Ul    voiuaii    evfs    :ne,  '     ic    ^aid  to    umseif 
einpotary   .uuuiem     n    veaKness.    :or    vnica 


!cr    )rKie 
Ula    .ea>eu 
.IS  c  V  (.  I , 


aoaoL    :cpi  oaeiiiii',-': 


;r.  ana  as   loou  Oi   iiic 
.uuig     aai    i    >hail    cav.     ^ue  •vili    jc  aa   .laugnty 
lo    .lew    )i  tiieii    MiLuuai   .jcsiuoii    ; massed  .aroug.T 
u.-.cr,  ;    li.;;.^   t?    .tpiUiv    ls   i    iaaii   ji    i-i:uiiiiy,.      He  auswereU 
•vith  >uiUe    tesiiauon. 
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"I  shall  be  extremely  distressed  to  leave  children  who  are 
nice  and  so  well-born,  but   perhaps   it  will  be  necessary. 


One  has  duties  to  oneself  as  well." 

As  he  pronounced  the  expression,  "  well-born  "  (it  was  one 
of  those  aristocratic  phrases  which  Julien  had  recently  learnt), 
he  became  animated  by  a  profound  feeling  of  antipathy. 

"  I  am  not  well-born,"  he  said  to  himself,  *'  in  that  woman's 
eyes." 

As  Madame  de  Renal  listened  to  him,  she  admired  his 
genius  and  his  beauty,  and  the  hinted  possibility  of  his 
departure  pierced  her  heart.  All  her  friends  at  Verrieres 
who  had  come  to  dine  at  Vergy  during  Julien's  absence  had 
complimented  her^  almost  jealously  on  the  astonishing  man 
whom  her  husband  had  had  the  good  fortune  to  unearth.  It 
was  not  that  they  understood  anything  about  the  progress  of 
children.  The  feat  of  knowing  his  Bible  by  heart,  and  what 
IS  more,  of  knowing  it  in  Latin,  had  struck  the  inhabitants  of 
Ven-ieres  with  an  admiration  which  will  last  perhaps  a 
century. 

Julien,  who  never  spoke  to  anyone,  was  ignorant  of  all  this. 
If  Madame  de  Renal  had  possessed  the  slightest  presence 
of  mind,  she  would  have  complimented  him  on  the  reputation 
which  he  had  won,  and  Julien's  pride,  once  satisfied,  he 
would  have  been  sweet  and  amiable  towards  her,  especially  as 
he  thought  her  new  dress  charming  Madame  de  Renal 
was  also  pleased  with  her  pretty  dress,  and  with  what  Julien 
had  said  to  her  about  it,  and  wanted  to  walk  round  the  garden. 
But  she  soon  confessed  that  she  was  incapable  of  walking.' 
She  had  taken  the  traveller's  arm,  and  the  contact  of  that 
arm,  far  from  increasing  her  strength,  deprived  her  of  it 
completely. 

It  was  night.  They  had  scarcely  sat  down  before  Julien, 
availing  himself  of  his  old  privilege,  dared  to  bring  his  lips 
near  his  pretty  neighbour's  arm,  and  to  take  her  hand.  He 
Kept  thinking  of  the  boldness  which  Fouque  had  exhibited 
w::h  his  mistresses  and  not  of  Madame  de  Renal ;  the  word 
'"weil-bom"  was  still  heavy  on  his  heart.  He  felt  his 
-and  pressed,  but  experienced  no  pleasure.  So  far  from  his 
berng  proud,  or  even  grateful  for  the  sentiment  that  Madame 
de  Renal  was  betraying  that  evening  by  only  too  eviden;  signs, 
be  was  almost  insensible  to  her  beauty,  her  elegance,  and  her 
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freshness.      Funty   of  soul,  and   the  •  abseuce  of  all   hateful 
emotion,   douotless   prolong   the   duration  of  youth.      It  i 
the  face  which  ages  first  with  the  majority  of  women 

Julien  sulked  all  the  evening.  Up  to  the  present  he  had 
only  been  angry  with  the  social  order,  but  from  that  time 
that  Fouque  had  offered  him  an  ignoble  means  of  obtaining 
a  competency  he  was  irritated  with  himself.  Julien  was  so 
engrossed  111  his  thoughts,  that,  although  from  time  to  time 
he  said  a  ew  words  to  the  ladies,  he  eventually  let  go  Madame 
de   Renal's   hand    without    noticing    it.      This   action    over 

^ho  "fete        ""'  ''  '''  P°"  "°'"^"-     S^^  «^-  -  i'her 
If  she   had   been   certain   of  Julien's  affection,  her  virtue 
would   possibly   have   found   strength   to   resist    him.       Bu 
trembling  lest  she  should  lose  him  for  ever,  she  was  distracted 
by  her  passion  to  the  point  of  taking   again   Tulien's   hand 

bacf nr'.H  '\'  ''''  t""''  absent-mindednis   lianfng  o"    he 
back  of  the  chair.     This  action  woke  up  this  ambitious  youth 
he  would  have  hked  to  have  had  for  witnesses  all  those Voud 
nobles  who  had  regarded  him  at  meals,  when  he  w2  a^t 

a  smTe      '  tI  f ''  ""'  ''^  '=*^'''^^"'  "'^'^  «°  condescend 
a  smile.      'I hat  woman  cannot  despise  me;  in  that   case" 

he  said  to  himself.      "I  ought  to  shew  my  appreciltion  ^f 
her  beauty      I  owe  it  to  myself  to  be  her  lover''     ThaUde 
would  not  have  occurred  to  him  before  the  naive  confidence 
which  his  friend  had  made.  ^-uniiaences 

The  sudden  resolution  which  he  had  just  made  formed  an 
agreeable  distraction.  He  kept  saying'to  himself,  ««Tl^ 
have  one  of  those  two  women  ;  he  realised  that  he  would  hav 
very  much  preferred  to  have  paid  court  to  Madame  DervTe 
It  was  not  that  she  was  more  agreeable,  but  that  she  had 
tnd'nntT  T  "'  ''''  '"'"^  distinguished  by  his  knowLge 
?nM  T  ^'  u^  journeyman  carpenter  with  his  cloth  jacke 
foWed  under  his  arm  as  he  had  first  appeared  to  Madame  de 

con!;,:s:risrt;^e£'trpSy-:t^s: 
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Sfd^He^rfo"  f^lf'To"  A"^,^^^^^^^^^^  .".-  »„.„  ;.' 
.0  take  her  hand,  and  she  uLd  „  ^ke  eaVav^^iTI 
take  my  hand  a»ay.  and  she  sekes  and  preS'it       ttl 

education,  is  a  Snd  leagues  ":;■>:■  fZT';    f   ^"^ 
ji*ou.  which  iove  is  fre,uef,?  JThMs?tdtr„f 

orVuS  '■■:!  fu^c^S^hhTf'-"  "^"'  ?  "-^  P«'y  vanity 
ract'  .hat  f  I  ever  Se  '  Ltnne  /",'  ''>'  ''""'"  "'  ">= 
anyone  ™h  "y^me^nt"  ^.S Va'tu'tor.  Trt"  t' 
ab  e  ,0  g,ve  out  that  it  was  love  which  got  me  he^' t  i!"  "^ 

Jt"„  .rhrh'Ln':;\XnT^£-=^^^^^^ 

S?.rhtira1^~""-"'^^^^ 
"You  are  leaving  us,  you  are  going?" 
Julian  answered  with  a  sigh 

Itl'v^^S"'"''  "T  '=""•   '"'  '   '"'''  yo"  i^assionately 

abandon  .ha,herlirf:,tTe"„'a;;roV  51:1;'''  ^°  ""* 
Ma?f  eTe^,^^  ^ L^d  E^recSes^-oI'LtT'- 

ret-s.a.t.rrLiri  ?H-"^^^^ 

reaches  the  age  of  real  oassion  finH  J  'u  """"^  ^^^"^  she 
lacking.  As  Madame  deRln.^'  ^  ?,  ^  '^^^'■'"  °^  "°^el'y 
all  the%efinements^?  her^^nn-  ^"^  "'"'''  ''^^^  *"y  "°vels, 
mournful  trutriL  to  chill  hS'!  ''''■'  "u^  '°  ^^••-  No 
future.  She  imaSnod  he  ei?  I;  T  """"  '^'  '^^'"'^  ^f  *he 
she  was  at  the  prSrmomeft  ^^^^PP^ '"  .^f"  y^^rs'  time  as 
Of  her  sworn  U"/  tTr^ie  Sl!^:^!^  nlj^Ua^d^ 
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her  s^  .,e  days  past,  now  presented  itself  in  vain,  and  was 
sent  about  its  business  like  an  importunate  visitor.  "  I  will 
never  grant  anything  to  Julien,"  said  Madame  de  R6ul  • 
"  we  will  live  in  the  future  like  we  have  been  living  for  the 
last  month.     He  shall  be  a  friend." 


CHAPTER   XIV 

THE   ENGLISH    SCISSORS 

A  young  girl  of  sixteen  had  a  pink  complexion,  and 
yet  used  red  to\ige.—Pclidori. 

FouQUE's  Offer  had,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  taken  away  all  Julien's 
happiness ;  he  could  not  make  up  his  mind  to  Ly  dSe 
course.     "  Ala^  !  perhapr  I  am  lacking  in  character.  ^  shoi  d 
have  been  a  bad  so Id.er  of  Napoleon.     At  least,"  he  added 
l^l^T^'"''"'''  '^'  "distress  of  the  house 'will  ^^t"^ 

Happily  for  him,  even  in  this  little  subordinate  incident 
his  inner  emotions  quite  failed  to  correspond  with  his  flippant 
words.    He  was  fngntened  of  Madame  de  R^nal  becau£  of 
pL'     ^f  nHH    ^^h•!,^y-^^^hat  dress  was  a  vanguar?  of 
i^aris.      His  pride  refused  to  leave  anything  to  chance  and 
mLrr'°%°^  the  moment.     He   mad!  him^ra  very 
minute  plan   of  campaign,  moulded  on   the  confidences  of 
Jouque.  and  a  litUe  that  he  had  read  about  love  in  the  fifble 
A   he  was  very  nervous,  though  he  did  not  admit  it  to  himi 
self,  he  wrote  down  this  plan. 

Madame  de  Renal  was  alone  with  him  for  a  moment  in 
the  drawing-room  on  the  following  morning. 
"Have  you  no  other  name  except  Julien,"  she  said 
Uur  hero  was  at  a  loss  to  answer  so  flattering  a  question 

he  LT"T'S!1''  ^^^  "°'  ^«^"  anticipated  in  his  plan     Jf 
ne  had  not  b^n  stupid  enough  to  have  made  a  planf  TulienV 

on^  have  intensified  the  quickness  of  his  perception 

He  was  clumsy  and  exaggerated  his  clumsiness,  Madame 
dc  Renal  quickly  forgave  him.     She  attributed  it  t^  fcharm 
•ng  frankness.      And  an  air  of  frankness  was  the  very  th^g 
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which   in   her  view  was  just   lacking  in   this  man  who  was 
acknowledged  to  have  so  much  genius. 

"  7\^^^  ,1'"^^  ^"^O""  of  yours  inspires  me  with  a  great  deal  of 
suspicion, '  said  Madame  Derville  to  her  sometimes.  "I 
think  he  looks  as  if  he  were  always  thinking,  and  he  never 
acts  without  calculation.     He  is  a  sly  fox." 

Julien  remained  profoundly  humiliated  by  the  misfortune  of 
R?nal  "'"^  "^^^^   *"^'^^''   ^°   "'''^^   ^"   Madame  de 

"A  man  like  I  am  ought  to  make  up  for  this  check  t "  and 
seizing  the  moment  when  they  were  passing  from  one  room  to 
another,  he  thought  it  was  his  duty  to  give  Madame  de  Renal 
a  kiss. 

Nothing  could  have  been  less  tactful,  nothing  less  agreeable 
and  nothing  more  imprr  Jent  both  for  him  and  for  her!     Thev 
were  within  an  inch  of   being  noticed.      Madame  de  ROnal 
thought  him  mad.    She  was  frightened,  and  above  all,  shocked 
Ihis  stupidity  reminded  her  of  M.  Valenod 

"  What  would  happen  to  me,"  she  said  to  herself,  « if  I  were 
alone  with  him?"  All  lier  virtue  returned,  because  her  love 
was  waning. 

JhlTr  ^'?T^  r'  '^f  T"  °^  ^"  ^^•''^^^"  ^'*^ys  remained 
with  her.  Juhen  found  the  day  very  tedious,  and  passed  it 
entirely  in  clumsily  putting  into  operation  his  plan  of  seduction 
He  did  not  ook  at  Madame  de  Renal  on  a  single  occasion 
wiUiout  hat  look  having  a  reason,  but  nevertheless  he  was  not 
sufficiently  stupid  to  fail  to  see  that  he  was  not  succeeding  at 
fascinati^'"^  amiable,  and  was  succeeding  even  less  in  being 

Madame  de  RCnal  did  not  recover  from  her  astonishment 

at  finding  h.m  so  awkward  and  at  the  same  time  so  bold 

It  IS  the  timidity  of  love  in  men  of  intellect,"  she  said  to 

herself  with  an  inexpressible  joy.     "  Could  it  be  possible  that 

he  had  never  been  loved  l>y  my  rival?" 

After  breakfast  Madame  de  Renal  wont  back  to  thedrawinjj- 

nXI°  rT"'  '!]f  "''*'  °^  ^'-  ^'''^'■'-■°'  d^'  Maugiron,  the  sub- 
pre  ect  of  Bray     She  was  working  at  a  'ittle  frame  of  fancy-work 

S  '  ^n?""'  ^1:°'"  '^'  *^''"""^-  ^^"^'""^  '^^'••vi"'^  was  at  her 
sde  that  was  how  she  was  placed  when  our  hero  thought  it 
suitable  to  advance  his  boot  in  the  full  light  and  press  th" 
pretty  tool  ol  Madame  d.-  Renal,  whose  open-work  stockings, 
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and  pretty  Paris  shoe  were  evidently  attracting  the  looks  of 
the  gallant  sub-prefect. 

Madanie  de  Rtnal  was  very  much  afraid,  and  let  fall  her 
scissors,  her  ball  of  wool  and  her  needles,  so  that  Tulien's 
movement  could  be  passed  for  a  clumsy  effort,  intended  to 
prevent  the  fall  of  the  sc.ssors,  which  presumably  he  had  seen 
slide.  Fortunately,  these  little  scissors  of  English  steel  were 
broken,  and  Madame  de  Renal  did  not  spare  her  regrets  that 
Juhen  had  not  succeeded  in  getting  nearer  to  her.  "Vou 
noticed  them  falling  before  I  did-you  could  have  prevented 
It,  instead  all  your  ^ealousness  only  succeeding  in  giving 
me  a  very  big  kick."  All  this  took  in  the  sub-perfect,  but  not 
Madame  Derville^  "  That  pretty  boy  has  very  silly  manners," 
she  thought  I  he  social  code  of  a  provincial  capital  never 
forgives  this  kind  of  lapse. 

Madame  de  Renal  found  an  opportunity  of  saying  to  Tulien, 
"  Be  prudent,  I  order  you."  -^    6       J     c". 

Julien  appreciated  his  own  clumsiness.  He  was  upset.  He 
deliberated  with  himself  for  a  long  time,  in  order  to  ascertain 
whether  or  not  he  ought  to  be  angry  at  the  expression  "I 
order  you.'  He  was  silly  enough  to  think  .she  might  have 
said  I  order  you."  if  it  were  some  question  concerning  the 
children  s  education,  but  in  answering  my  love  she  puts  n.e 
on  an  equality.  It  is  impossible  to  love  without  etmality 
..nd  all  his  mmd  ran  riot  in  making  common  places  on  equality.' 
He  angrily  repeated  to  himself  that  verse  of  Corneille  whid, 
Madame  Derville  had  taught  him  some  days  before. 


"  I.  amour 
Fait  Ics  eKHliles,  et  m-  Ics  clurchc  pas." 

Julien  who  had  never  had  a  mistress  in  his  whole  life,  I.ut 

WH  ".,  '""^•^^",/"  d,^y-  '^«  '''-i^l  uMly  one  sensible  idea. 
1  ored  with  h.msel  and  .Madame  de  Renal,  he  viewed  with 
apprehension  the  advnn.v  of  the  evening  when  he  would  have 
to  sit  by  her  side  i„  tl,e  darkness  of  the  garden.      He  told 

H.f'fr    r     v''''  •'''  "'f  ^"'"-  ^°  ^'^■'■^'^■'•'-■^  '"  ■^-'-'  til-'  'ure. 
Me  left  after  dinner,  and  only  came  back  in  thp  nicrht 

Ai  Vemcres  Juhen  found   M.  Chelan  o.rupied'in  moving. 
U^  I'ad  jusl  been  deprived  of  his  living;  th.;  .urate   Maslon 
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was  replaang  him.  Julien  helped  the  good  cure,  and  it 
occurred   to  him   to  write  to  Fouque  that  the  irresistible 

"L'^^'JJ^v!"''  ^  ^'^'  ^°^  '^^  ^°^y  ™>"i«try  had  previous  y 
prevented  him  from  accepting  his  kind  offer,  but  that  he  had 
just  seen  an  instance  of  injustice,  and  that  perhaps  it  would  be 
safer  not  to  enter  into  Holy  Orders. 

Julien  congratulated  himself  on  his  subtlety  in  exploiting  the 
dismissal  of  the  cure  of  Verri^res  so  as  to  leave  himLf  a  foot 
hole  for  returning  to  commerce  in  the  event  of  a  gloomy  pru^ 
dence  routing  the  spirit  of  heroism  from  his  mind. 


CHAPTER  XV 


THE   cock's   song 


Amoar  en  latin  faict  amour ; 
Or  done  provient  d'amour  la  mart, 
Et,  par  avant,  souley  qui  mord, 
Deuil,  plours,  pieges,  forfaik,  remord. 

Blason  D'Amoor. 

If  Julien  had  possessed  a  little  of  that  adroitness  on  which  he 
so  gratuitously  plumed  himself,  he  could  have  congratulated 
himself  the  following  day  on  the  effect  produced  by  his  journey 
0  Vern^res  His  absence  had  caused  his  clumsiness  to  be 
forgotten.  But  on  that  day  also  he  was  rather  sulky.  He 
had  a  ludicrous  idea  in  the  evening,  and  with  singular  courage 
he  communicated  it  to  Madame  de  Renal.  They  had 
scarcely  sat  down  in  the  garden  before  Julien  brought  his 
mouth  near  Madame  de  Renal's  ear  without  waiting  till  it 
Te^rySt^ef  "'  ''  ^'^  '^'  °'  compromisfng  her 

"Madame,  to-night,  at  two  o'clock,  I  shall  go  into  your 
room,  I  must  tell  you  something." 

Julien  trembled  lest  his  request  should  be  granted.  His 
rakish  pose  weighed  him  down  so  terribly  that  if  he  could 
nave  followed  his  own  inclination  he  would  have  returned  to 
his  room  for  several  days  and  refrained  from  seeing  the  ladies 
any  more.     He  realised  that  he  had  spoiled  by  his  clever 

tTH  ri  °^  '*'*  ^''^"'"8  ^"  '^^  ^"ght  prospects  of  the  day 
that  had  just  passed,  and  was  at  his  wits'  end  what  to  do. 

wh!nJ  t"1^  ^\  ^^"?'  answered  the  impertinent  declaration 
which  Julien  had  dared  to  make  to  her  with  indJ-^nation 
Which  was  real  and  in  no  way  exaggerated.  He  thought  he 
could    see  contempt   in    her  curt   reply.      The    expression 
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"  for  shame,"  had  certainly  occurred  in  that  whispered  answer 
Juhen  went  to  the  children's  room  under  the  pretext  of 
having  something  to  say  to  them,  and  on  his  return  he  placed 
himself  beside  Madame  Derville  and  very  far  from  Madame 
de  Renal.  He  thus  deprived  himself  of  all  possibility  of 
taking  her  ai  I  The  conversation  was  serious,  and  Tulien 
acquitted  himself  very  well,  apart  from  a  few  moments  of 
silence  during  which  he  was  cudgelling  his  brains. 

"  Why  can't  I  invent  some  pretty  manoeuvre,"  he  said  to  him- 
self which  will  force  Madame  de  Renal  to  vouchsafe  to  me 
those  unambiguous  signs  of  tenderness  which  a  few  days  ago 
made  me  think  that  she  was  mine. 

Julien  was  extremely  disconcerted  by  the  almost  desperate 
plight  to  which  he  had  brought  his  affairs.  Nothing,  however, 
would  have  embarassed  him  more  than  success. 

When  they  separated  at  midnight,  his  pessimism  made  him 
think  that  he  enjoyed  Madame  Derville's  contempt,  and  that 
probably  he  stood  no  better  with  Madame  de  Renal. 

Feeling  in  a  very  bad  temper  and  very  humiliated,  Julien 
did  not  sleep.  He  was  leagues  away  from  the  idea  of  giving 
up  all  intriguing  and  planning,  and  of  living  from  day  to  day 
with  Madame  de  Renal,  and  of  being  contented  like  a  child 
with  the  happiness  brought  by  every  day. 

He  racked  his  brains  inventing  clever  manoeuvres,  which  an 
instant  afterwards  he  found  absurd,  and,  to  put  it  shortly 
was  very  unhappy  when  two  o'clock  rang  from  the  castle  clock' 
The  noise  woke  him  up  like  the  cock's  crow  woke  up  St. 
u  "^'u  I^^  "*°^^  painful  episode  was  now  timed  to  begin 
—he  had  not  given  a  thought  to  his  impertinent  proposition, 
since  the  moment  when  he  had  made  it  and  it  had  been  so 
badly  received. 

"  I  have  told  her  that  I  will  go  to  her  at  two  o'clock,"  he 
said  to  himself  as  he  got  up,  "  I  may  be  inexperienced  and 
coarse,  as  the  son  of  a  peasant  naturally  would  be.  Madame 
Uerville  has  given  me  to  understand  as  much,  but  at  an  •  rate. 
I  will  not  be  weak." 

Julien  had  reason  to  congratulate  himself  on  his  courage, 
for  he  had  never  put  his  self-control  to  so  painful  a  test.  As 
he  opened  his  door,  he  was  trembling  to  such  an  extent  that 
his  knees  gave  way  under  him,  and  he  was  forced  to  lean 
agamst  the  wall. 
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He  was  without  shoes;  he  went  and  listened  at  M.  de 
RenaJs  door,  and  could  hear  his  snoring.  He  was  disconso- 
late he  had  no  longer  any  excuse  for  not  going  to  her  room. 
But,  Great  Heaven  !  What  was  he  to  do  there  ?  He  had  no 
plan,  and  even  if  he  had  had  one,  he  felt  himself  so  nervous 
that  he  would  have  been  incapable  of  carrying  it  out 

Eventually,  suffering  a  thousand  times  more  than  if  he  had 
been  walking  to  his  death,  he  entered  the  little  corridor  that 
led  to  Madame  de  Rcnal's  room.  He  opened  the  door  with 
a  trembling  hand  and  made  a  frightful  noise 

There  was  light ;  a  night  light  was  burning  on  the  mantelpiece. 
He  had  not  expected  this  new  misfortune.  As  she  saw  him 
enter,  Madame  de  Renal  got  quickly  out  of  bed.  "  Wretch  " 
she  cried.  There  was  a  little  confusion.  Julien  forgot  his 
useless  plans,  and  turned  to  his  natural  role.  To  fail  to  please 
so  charming  a  woman  appeared  to  him  the  greatest  of 
misfortunes  His  only  answer  to  her  reproaches  was  to  throw 
himself  at  her  feet  while  he  kissed  her  knees.  As  she  was 
speaking  to  him  with  extreme  harshness,  he  burst  into 
iccirs* 

When  Julien  came  out  of  Madame  de  Renal's  room  some 
hours  afterwards,  one  could  have  said,  adopting  the  conventional 
language  of  the  novel,  that  '.here  was  nothing  left  to  be  desired. 
In  fact,  he  owed  to  the  love  he  had  inspired,  and  to  the 
unexpected  impression  which  her  alluring  charms  had  produced 
upon  him,  a  victory  to  which  his  own  clumsv  tactics  would 
never  have  led  him. 

Jn'Jf"'  ^^'''-  ^^  ""^^  °'"  ^  ^''^^'■'^^  P"^^'  he  pretended 
even  in  the   sweetest  moments  to   play  the   role   of  a   man 

accustomed  to  the  subjugation  of  women  :  he  made  incredible 

bu    deliberate   efforts  to  .poll  his  natural  charm.     Instead  of 

^vatching  the  transports  which  he  was  bringing  into  existence 

fu"lL  rTH^'^'^Tr  ""^''"^  °"'y  '^'  '^^'''  keenness  into 
ullt   relief,  the  idea  of  duty  was  continually  before  his  eyes. 

nr,    ;  f      \f"ghtful  remorse,  and  eternal  ridicule,  if  he  de- 
parted from  the  ideal  model  he  proposed  to  follow.     In  a  word 
e  very  cjuahty  which    made  Julien    into   a  superior    being 

a    precisely  ijiat  which  prevented  him  from  savouring    thi 
happiness  which  w..h  p  accd  within  hi.  grasp.     If.  Uke    the 

Wo      m-.H""'"^^  ^"■'  "'^  "^^'^^"  *"•'  ''  charming  complexion 
«lit>  IS  mad  enough  to  put  on  rouge  before  going  to  a  ball. 
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Mortally  terrified  by  the  apparition  of  Julien,  Madame  de 
R^nal  was  soon  a  prey  to  the  most  cruel  alarm.  The  prayers 
and  despair  of  Julien  troubled  htr  keenly. 

Even  when  there  was  nothing  left  for  her  to  refuse  him  she 
pushed  Julien  away  from  her  with  a  genuine  indignation,  and 
straightway  threw  herself  into  his  arms.  There  was  no  plan 
apparent  in  all  this  conduct.  She  thought  herself  eternally 
damned,  and  tried  to  hide  from  herself  the  sight  of  hell  by 
loading  Julien  with  the  wildest  caresses.  In  a  word,  nothing 
would  have  been  lacking  in  our  hero's  happiness,  not  even  an 
ardent  sensibility  in  the  woman  whom  he  had  just  captured,  if 
he  had  only  known  how  to  enjoy  it.  Julien's  departure  did 
not  in  any  way  bring  to  an  end  those  ecstacies  which  thrilled 
her  m  spite  of  herself,  and  those  troubles  of  remorse  which 
lacerated  her. 

"  My  God  !  being  happy— being  loved,  is  that  all  it  comes 
to  ?  "  This  was  Julien's  first  thought  as  he  entered  his  room. 
He  was  a  prey  to  the  astonishment  and  nervous  anxiety  of 
the  man  who  has  just  obtained  what  he  has  long  desired. 
He  has  been  accustomed  to  desire,  and  has  no  longer  anything 
to  desire,  and  nevertheless  has  no  memories.  Like  a  soldier 
coming  back  from  parade.  Julien  was  absorbed  in  rehearsing 
the  details  of  his  conduct.  "  Have  I  failed  in  nothing  which 
I  owe  to  myself?     Have  I  played  my  part  well?  " 

And  what  a  part !  the  part  of  a  man  accustomed  to  be 
brilliant  with  women. 


CHATER  XVI 

THE   DAY   AFTER 

He  turned  his  lips  to  hers  and  with  his  hand 
Called  back  the  tangles  of  her  wandering  hair. 

Don  Juan,  c.  i,  st.  170. 

Happily  for  Julien's  fame,  Madame  de  Renal  had  been  too 
agitated  and  too  astonished  to  appreciate  the  stupidity  of  the 
man  who  had  in  a  single  moment  become  the  whole  to  world 
her. 

"  Oh,  my  God ! "  she  said  to  herself,  as  she  pressed  him 
to  retire  when  she  saw  the  dawn  break,  "  if  my  husband  has 
heard  the  noist,  I  am  lost."  Julien,  who  had  had  the  time 
to  make  up  some  phrases,  remembered  this  one, 

"  Would  you  regret  your  life  ?  " 

"  Oh,  very  much  at  a  moment  like  this,  but  I  should  not 
regret  having  known  you." 

Julien  thought  it  incumbent  on  his  dignity  to  go  back  to  his 
room  in  broad  daylight  and  with  deliberate  imprudence. 

The  continuous  attention  with  which  he  kept  on  studying  his 
slightest  actions  with  the  absurd  idea  of  appearing  a  man  of 
experience  had  only  one  advantage.  When  he  saw  Madame 
de  Renal  again  at  breakfast  his  conduct  was  a  masterpiece  of 
prudence. 

As  for  her,  she  could  not  look  at  him  without  blushing  up 
to  the  eyes,  and  could  not  live  a  moment  without  looking  at 
him.  She  realised  her  own  nervousness,  and  her  efforts  to 
hide  it  redoubled.  Julien  only  lifted  his  eyes  towards  her 
once.  At  first  Madame  de  Renal  admired  his  prudence: 
soon  seeing  that  this  single  look  was  not  repeated,  she  became 
alanned.  Could  it  be  that  he  does  not  love  me  ?  she  said  to 
herself.  Alas!  I  am  quite  old  for  him.  I  am  ten  years 
older  than  he  is." 
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As  she  passed  from  the  dining-room  to  the  garden,  she 
pressed  Julien's  hand.  In  the  surprise  caused  by  so  singular 
a  mark  of  love,  he  regarded  her  with  passion,  for  he  had 
thought  her  very  pretty  over  breakfast,  and  while  keeping 
his  eyes  downcast  he  had  passed  his  time  in  thinking  of  the 
details  of  her  charms.  This  look  consoled  Madame  de  Renal 
It  did  not  take  away  all  her  anxiety,  but  her  anxiety  tended  to 
lake  away  nearly  completely  all  her  remorse  towards  her 
husband. 

The  husband  had  noticed  nothing  at  breakfast.  It  was 
not  so  with  Madame  Derville.  She  thought  she  saw  Madame 
de  Renal  on  the  point  of  succumbing.  During  the  whole  day 
her  bold  and  incisive  friendship  regaled  her  cousin  with  those 
inuendoes  which  were  intended  to  paint  in  hideous  colours 
the  dangers  she  was  running. 

Madame  de  Renal  was  burning  to  find  herself  alone  with 
Julien.  She  wished  to  ask  him  if  he  still  loved  her.  In  spite 
of  the  unalterable  sweetness  of  her  character,  she  was  several 
times  on  the  point  of  notifying  her  friend  how  officious  she 
was. 

Madame  Derville  arranged  things  so  adroitly  that  evening 
in  the  garden,  that  she  found  herself  placed  between  Madame 
de  Renal  and  Julien.  Madame  de  Renal,  who  had  thought 
in  her  imagination  how  delicious  it  would  be  to  press  Julien's 
hand  and  carry  it  to  her  lips,  was  not  able  to  address  a  single 
word  to  him. 

This  hitch  increased  her  agitation.  She  was  devoured  by 
one  pang  of  remorse.  She  had  so  scolded  Julien  for  his 
imprudence  in  coming  to  her  room  on  the  preceding  night, 
that  she  trembled  lest  he  should  not  come  to-nignt.  She 
left  the  garden  early  and  went  and  ensconced  herself  in  her  room, 
but  not  being  able  tc  control  her  impatience,  she  went  and 
glued  her  ear  to  Julien's  door.  In  spite  of  the  uncertainty 
and  passion  which  devoured  her,  she  did  not  dare  to  enter 
This  action  seemed  to  her  the  greatest  possible  meanness, 
for  It  forms  the  basis  of  a  provincial  proverb. 

The  servants  had  not  yet  all  gone  to  bed. "  Prudence  at  last 
compelled  her  to  return  to  her  room.  Two  hours  of  waiting 
were  two  centuries  of  torture. 

Julien  was  too  faithful  to  what  he  called  his  duty  to  fail  to 
accomphsh  stage  by  stage  what  he  had  mapped  out  for  himself. 


THE  DAY  AFTER 


95 


As  one  o'clock  struck,  he  escaped  softly  from  his  room, 
assured  himself  that  the  master  of  the  house  was  soundly 
asleep,  and  appeared  in  Madame  de  Renal's  room.  To-night 
he  experienced  more  happiness  by  the  side  of  his  love, 
for  he  thought  less  constantly  about  the  part  he  had  to  play. 
He  had  eyes  to  see,  and  ears  to  hear.  What  Madame  de 
Renal  said  to  him  about  his  age  contributed  to  give  him  some 
assurance. 

"  Alas  !  I  am  ten  years  older  than  you.  How  can  you 
love  me  ?  "  she  repeated  vaguely,  because  the  idea  oppressed 
her. 

Julien  could  not  reahse  her  happiness,  but  he  saw  that  it 
was  genuine  and  he  forgot  almost  entirely  his  own  fear  of 
being  ridiculous. 

The  foolish  thought  that  he  was  regarded  as  an  inferior, 
by  reason  of  his  obscure  birth,  disappeared  also.  As  Julien's 
transports  reassured  his  timid  mistress,  she  regained  a  little  of 
her  happiness,  and  of  her  power  to  judge  her  lover.  Happily,  he 
had  not,  on  this  occasion,  that  artificial  air  which  had  made 
the  assignation  of  the  previous  night  a  triumph  rather  than  a 
pleasure.  If  she  had  realised  his  concentration  on  playing  a 
part  that  melancholy  discovery  would  have  taken  away  all  her 
happiness  for  ever.  She  could  only  have  seen  in  it  the 
result  of  the  difference  in  their  ages. 

Although  Madame  de  Renal  had  never  thought  of  the 
theories  of  love,  difference  in  age  is  next  to  difference  in 
fortune,  one  of  the  great  commonplaces  of  provincial  witticisms, 
whenever  love  is  the  topic  of  conversation. 

In  a  few  days  Julien  surrendered  himself  with  all  the  ardour 
of  his  age,  and  was  desperately  in  love, 

"  One  must  own,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  that  she  has  an 
angelic  kindness  of  soul,  and  no  one  in  the  world  is  prettier." 

He  had  almost  completely  given  up  playing  a  part.  In  a 
moment  of  abandon,  he  even  confessed  to  her  all  his 
nervousness.  This  confidence  raised  the  passion  which  he 
was  inspiring  to  its  zenith.  "  And  I  have  no  lucky  rival  after 
all,"  said  Madame  de  Renal  to  herself  with  delight.  She 
ventured  to  question  him  on  the  portrait  in  which  he  used  to 
be  so  interested.  Julien  swore  to  her  that  it  was  that  of  a 
man. 

When  Madame  de  Renal  had  enough  presence  of  mind  left 
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to  reflect,  she  did  not  recover  from  her  astonishment  that  so 
great  a  happiness  could  exist;  and  that  she  had  never  had 
anything  of. 

"  Oh,"  she  said  to  herself,  "  if  I  had  only  known  Julien  ten 
years  ago  when  I  was  still  considered  pretty." 

Julien  was  far  from  having  thoughts  like  these.  His  love 
was  still  akin  to  ambition.  It  was  the  joy  of  possessing,  poor, 
unfortunate  and  despised  as  he  was,  so  beautiful  a  woman! 
His  acts  of  devotion,  and  his  ecstacies  at  the  sight  of  his 
mistress's  charms  finished  by  reassuring  her  a  little  with 
regard  to  the  difference  of  age.  If  she  had  possessed  a  little 
of  that  knowledge  of  life  which  the  woman  of  thirty  has 
enjoyed  in  the  more  civilised  of  countries  for  quite  a  long 
time,  she  would  have  trembled  for  the  duration  of  a  love, 
which  only  seemed  to  thrive  on  novelty  and  the  intoxication 
of  a  young  man's  vanity.  In  those  moments  when  he  forgot 
his  ambition,  Julien  admired  ecstatically  even  the  hats  and 
even  the  dresses  of  Madame  de  Renal.  He  could  not  sate 
himself  with  the  pleasure  of  smelling  their  perfume.  He  would 
open  her  mirrored  cupboard,  and  remain  hours  on  end 
admiring  the  beauty  and  the  order  of  everything  that  he 
found  there.  His  love  leaned  on  him  and  looked  at  him- 
He  was  looking  at  those  jewels  and  those  dresses  which  had 
had  been  her  wedding  presents. 

"  I  might  have  married  a  man  like  that,"  thought  Madame 
de  R^nal  sometimes.  "  What  a  fiery  soul !  What  a  delightful 
life  one  would  have  with  him  ?  " 

As  for  Julien,  he  had  never  been  so  near  to  those  terrible 
instruments  of  feminine  artillery.  "  It  is  impossible,"  he  said 
to  himself  "  for  there  to  be  anything  more  beautiful  in  Paris." 
He  could  find  no  flaw  in  his  happiness.  The  sincere 
admiration  and  ecstacies  of  his  mistress  would  frequently 
make  him  forget  that  silly  pose  which  had  rendered  him  so 
stiff"  and  almost  ridiculous  during  the  first  moments  of  the 
intrigue.  There  were  moments  where,  in  spite  of  his  habitual 
hypocrisy,  he  found  an  extreme  delight  in  confessing  to  this 
great  lady  who  admired  him,  his  ignorance  of  a  crowd  of  little 
usages.  His  mistress's  rank  seemed  to  lift  him  above  himself. 
Madame  de  Renal,  on  her  side,  would  find  the  sweetest  thrill 
of  intellectual  voluptuousness  in  thus  instructing  in  a  number 
of  little  things  this  young  man  who  was  so  full  of  genius, 
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and  who  was  looked  upon  by  everyone  as  destined  one  day 
logo  so  far     Even  the  sub-prefect  and  M.  Valenod  could 
not  help  admiring  him.      She  thought  it  made  them  less 
foohsh.     As  for  Madame  Derville,  she  was  very  far  from  being 
in  a  position  to  express  the  same  sentiments.      Rendered 
desperate  by  what  she  thought  she  divined,  and  seeing  that 
her  good  advice  was  becoming  offensive  to  a  woman  who 
had  literally  lost  her  head,  she  left  Vergy  without  giving  the 
explanation,  which  her  friend  carefully  refrained  from  asking 
Madame  de  Renal  shed  a  few  tears  for  her,  and  soon  found 
her  happiness  greater  than  ever.     As  a  result  of  her  departure 
she  found  herself  alone  with  her  lover  nearly  the  whole  day     ' 
Juhen  abandoned  himself  all  the  more  to  the  delightful 
Mciety  of  his    sweetheart,    since,   whenever   he   was   alone 
Fouques  fatal  proposition   still   continued   to   agitate  him' 
Dunng  the  first  days  of  his  novel  life  there  were  moments 
when  the  man  who  had  never  loved,  who  had  never  been 
loved  by  anyone,  would  find  so  delicious  a  pleasure  in  being 
sincere,  that  he  was  on  the  poirt    f  confessing  to  Madame  de 
Renal  that  ambition  which  u^         then  had  been  the  very 
essence  of  his  existence.     He  wc  .d  have  liked  to  have  been 
able  to  consult  her  on  the  strange  temptation  which  Fouque's 
offer  held   out   to  him,  but  a  little   episode   rendered   any 
trankness  impossible. 
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Oh,  how  this  spring  of  love  resembleth 
The  uncertain  glory  of  an  April  day, 
Which  now  shows  all  the  beauty  of  the  sun 
And  by  and  by  a  cloud  takes  all  away. 

Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

One  evening  when  the  sun  was  setting,  and  he  was  sitting 
near  his  love,  at  the  bottom  of  the  orchard,  far  from  all 
intruders,  he  meditated  deeply.  "  Will  such  sweet  moments" 
he  said  to  himself  "  last  for  ever  ?  "  His  soul  was  engrossed  in 
the  difficulty  of  deciding  on  a  calling.  He  lamented  that 
great  attack  of  unhappiness  which  comes  at  the  end  of 
childhood  and  spoils  the  first  years  of  youth  in  those  who 
are  not  rich. 

"  Ah  ! "  he  exclaimed,  "  was  not  Napoleon  the  heaven-sent 
saviour  for  young  Frenchmen?  Who  is  to  replace  him? 
What  will  those  unfortunate  youths  do  without  him,  who, 
even  though  they  are  richer  than  I  am,  have  only  just  the  few 
crowns  necessary  to  procure  an  education  for  themselves,  but 
have  not  at  the  age  of  twenty  enough  money  to  buy  a  man 
and  advance  themselves  in  their  career."  "Whatever  one 
does,"  he  added,  with  a  deep  sigh,  "  this  fatal  memory  will 
always  prevent  our  being  happy." 

He  suddenly  saw  Madame  de  Renal  frown.  She  assumed 
a  cold  and  disdainful  air.  She  thought  his  way  of  looking  at 
th'ngs  typical  of  a  servant.  Brought  up  as  she  was  with  the 
idta  that  she  was  very  rich,  she  took  it  for  granted  that  Julian 
was  so  also.  She  loved  him  a  thousand  times  more  than  life 
and  set  no  store  by  money. 

Julien  was  far  from  guessing  these  ideas,  but  that  frown 
brought  him  back  to  eartn.      He  had  sufficient  presence  of  I 
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mind  to  manipulate  his  phrases,  and  to  give  the  noble  ladv 
who  was  sitting  so  near  him  on  the  grass  seat  to  un^L^^ 
that  the  words  he  had  just  repeat^  ffiM:n  he^d'ty  hfm 

tToli^SS." ''' ''''''  ''^  -°^  — ^-^-  l'  - 

"Well  have  nothing  to  do  with  those  people,"  said  Madame 
de  Renal,  still  keeping  a  little  of  thaVicy  air  whkh  hTd 
suddenly  succeeded  an  expression  of  the  warmest  tenderness 
J^LT?'  ^v.'  T^'""  ^'^  '^™°^«^  f°r  his  own  imprud^^^^^^^^^ 
Z  t  ''^f'^u^  '^"  •""^•°"  "hich  was  transport 
Juhen  He  sa.d  to  himself,  "She  is  good  and  sweet  sC ha! 
a  great  fancy  for  me.  but  she  has  been  brought  up  h  the 
enemy  s  c^mp.  They  must  be  particularly  afraid  of  tha  diss 
of  men  of  spirit  who.  after  a  good  education,  have  not  enough 
money  to  take  up  a  career.  What  would  become  of  tho£ 
nobles  If  we  had  an  opportunity  of  fighting  them  with  eauS 
ms.    Suppose  me,  for  example,  mayor  of  Verri^re    and^ 

sh   tTr?  "l^  ^r'\^'  ^-  ^'  ^^"^^ '«  -t  bottom:    mTt 
short  shrui  I  should  make  of  the  vicaire   Vf  Val*.,,^^      J    ., 

That  day  Julien's  happiness  almost  became  oermanent 
tol   'S  ^rSf^  thepower  of  daring  to  be  sincere.  ^^ougM 

Madame  deR^T^H^S  'I ""'''  ^^^^"  ^^"1^'  ^"^  on  the  spot 
t^     \u    ^^"*^.had  been  astonished  by  Julien's  ohr^ 
because  the  men  in  her  circle  kept  on   reDeatinrtjSf^' 
return  of  Robespierre  was  essentialy  poss°  We  b^Sn  of  ho.! 
over-educated  young  persons  of  tL^ower  classes      Madam: 

as  maTked  ^Th"'''  '''''^  '  'f^'^'^  ''"^''  ^"^  strucfjuS 
as  marked.     The  reason  was  that  the  fear  that  «h*>  h.i  o^-j 

son^ething  in  some  way  or  other  disagreeable  totim  succeeded 
her  annoyance  for  his  own  breach  of  taste      Th  .  nnh.r- 
«.sv-ividly  reflected  in  those  feattfiU^o^kTdX'S 

Grow  n^  r^  '°"g^^,^,^'-«d  to  surrender  himself  to  his      eams 
Uowing  calmer  and  less  infatuated  he  considerpH  fL    •! 
unprudent  to  go  and  see  Madame  deRrnarfnTeVrtm"  "" 

he  got'abJut  the  °h  '°"'  ^°.  '^'"-      ''  '  --^"'  noticed 
explair  it  ■''"'"'  '  '^°'""  ^^^■^'■^"^  «^^"ses  could 
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But  this  arrangement  had  also  its  inconveniences.  Julian 
had  received  from  Fouque  some  books,  which  he,  as  a 
theology  student  would  never  have  dared  to  ask  for  in  a 
bookshop.  He  only  dared  to  open  them  at  night.  He 
would  often  have  found  it  much  more  convenient  not  to  be 
interrupted  by  a  visit,  the  very  waiting  for  which  had  even  on 
the  evening  before  the  little  scene  in  the  orchard  completely 
destroyed  his  mood  for  reading. 

He  had  Madame  de  Renal  to  thank  for  understanding  books 
in  quite  a  new  way.  He  had  dared  to  question  her  on  a 
number  of  little  things,  the  ignorance  of  which  cuts  quite  short 
the  intellectual  progress  of  any  young  man  born  out  of  society, 
however  much  natural  genius  one  may  choose  to  ascribe  to 

him. 

This  education  given  through  sheer  love  by  a  woman  who 
was  extremely  ignorant,  was  a  piece  of  luck.  Julien  managed 
to  get  a  clear  insight  into  society  such  as  it  is  to-day.  His 
mind  was  not  bewildered  by  the  narration  of  what  it  had 
been  once,  two  thousand  years  ago,  or  even  sixty  years  ago, 
in  the  time  of  Voltaire  and  Louis  XV.  The  scales  fell  from 
his  eyes  to  his  inexpressible  joy,  and  he  understood  at  last 
what  was  going  on  in  Verrieres. 

In  the  first  place  there  were  the  very  complicated  intrigues 
which  had  been  woven  for  the  last  two  years  around  the 
prefect  of  Besan^on.  They  were  backed  up  by  letters  frou 
Paris,  written  by  the  cream  of  the  aristocracy.  The  scheme 
was  to  make  M.  de  Moirod  (he  was  the  most  devout  man  in 
the  district)  the  first  and  not  the  second  deputy  of  the  mayor 
of  Verrieres. 

He  had  for  a  competitor  a  very  rich  manufacturer  whom 
it  was  essential  to  push  back  into  the  place  of  second  ieputy. 

Julien  understood  at  last  the  inuendoes  which  he  had 
surprised,  when  the  high  society  of  the  locality  used  to  come 
and  dine  at  M.  de  Rcnal's.  This  privileged  soci«.ty  was 
deeply  concerned  with  the  choice  of  a  first  deputy,  while  the 
rest  of  the  town,  and  above  all,  the  Liberals,  did  not  even 
suspect  its  possibility.  The  factor  which  made  the  matter 
important  was  that,  as  everybody  knows,  the  east  side  of  the 
main  street  of  Verrieres  has  to  be  put  more  than  nine  feet 
back  since  that  street  has  become  a  royal  rout" . 

Now  if  M.  de  Moirod,  who  had  three  houses  lia')le  to  h«« 
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their  frontage  put  back,  succeeded  in  becoming  first  deputy 
and  consequently  mayor  in  the  event  of  M.  de  Renal  being 
elected  to  the  chamber,  he  would  shut  his  eyes,  and  it  would 
be  possible  to  make  little  imperceptible  repairs  in  the  houses 
projecting  on  to  the  public  road,  as  the  result  of  which  they 
would  last  a  hundred  years.  In  spite  of  the  great  piety  and 
proved  mtegrity  of  M.  de  Moirod,  everyone  was  certain  that 
he  would  prove  amenable,  because  he  had  a  great  many 
children.  Among  the  houses  liable  to  have  their  frontage 
put  back  nme  belonged  to  the  cream  of  Verrieres  society. 

In  Julien's  eyes  this  intrigue  was  much  more  important 
than  the  history  of  the  battle  of  Fontenoy,  whose  name  he 
now  came  across  for  the  first  time  in  one  of  the  books  which 
Fouque  had  sent  him.  There  had  been  many  things  which 
had  astonished  Julien  since  the  time  five  years  ago  when  he 
had  started  going  to  the  cure's  in  the  evening.  But  discretion 
and  humility  of  spirit  being  the  primary  qualities  of  a 
theological  student,  it  had  always  been  impossible  for  him 
to  put  questions. 

One  day  Madame  de  Renal  was  giving  an  order  to  her 
husband's  valet  who  was  Julien's  enemy. 

"  But,  Madame,  to-day  is  the  last  Friday  in  the  month," 
the  man  answered  in  a  rather  strange  manner. 

"  Go,"  said  Madame  de  Renal. 

"  Well,"  said  Julien,  "  I  suppose  he's  going  to  go  to  that 
com  shop  which  was  once  a  church,  and  has  recently  been 
restored  to  religion,  but  what  is  he  going  to  do  there  ?  That's 
one  of  the  mysteries  which  I  have  never  been  able  to  fathom." 

"Its  a  very  literary  institution,  but  a  very  curious  one," 
answered  Madame  de  Renal.  '<  Women  are  not  admitted  to 
It.  AH  I  know  IS,  that  everybody  uses  the  second  person 
singular  This  servant,  for  instance,  will  go  and  meet  M. 
Valenod  there,  and  the  haughty  prig  will  not  be  a  bit  offended 
at  hearing  himself  addressed  by  Saint-Jean  in  that  familiar 
way  and  will  answer  him  in  the  same  way.  If  you  are  keen 
on  knowing  what  takes  place,  I  will  ask  M.  de  Maugiron 
and  M.  Valenod  for  details.  We  pay  twenty  francs  for  each 
servant,  to  prevent  their  cutting  our  throats  one  fine  day. 

rime  flew.  The  memory  of  his  mistress's  charms  distracted 
juiien  from  his  black  ambition.  The  necessity  of  refraining 
irom  mentioning  gloomy  or  intellectual  topics  since  they  both 
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belonged  to  opposing  parties,  added,  without  his  suspecting 
it,  to  the  happiness  which  he  owed  her,  and  to  the  dominion 
which  she  acquired  over  him. 

On  the  occasions  when  the  presence  of  the  precocious 
children  reduced  them  to  speaking  the  language  of  cold  reason, 
Julien  looking  at  her  with  eyes  sparkling  with  love,  would 
listen  with  complete  docility  to  her  explanations  of  the  world 
as  it  is.  Frequently,  in  the  middle  of  an  account  of  some 
cunning  piece  of  jobbery,  with  reference  to  a  road  or  a 
contract,  Madame  de  Renal's  mind  would  suddenly  wander  to 
the  very  point  of  delirium.  Julien  found  ii  necessary  to  scold 
her.  She  indulged  when  with  him  in  the  same  intimate 
gestures  which  she  used  with  her  own  chile'  jn.  The  fact  was 
that  there  were  days  when  she  deceived  herself  that  she  loved 
him  like  her  own  child.  Had  she  not  repeatedly  to  answer 
his  naive  questions  about  a  thousand  simple  things  that  a 
well-born  child  of  fifteen  knows  quite  well  ?  An  instant  after- 
wards she  would  admire  him  like  her  master.  His  genius 
would  even  go  so  far  as  to  frighten  her.  She  thought  she^jfl 
should  see  more  clearly  every  day  the  future  great  man  in 
this  young  abbe.  She  saw  him  Pope;  she  saw  him  first 
minister  like  Richelieu.  "Shall  I  live  long  enough  to  sec 
you  in  your  glory  ?  "  she  said  to  Julien.  "  There  is  room  for  a 
great  man  ;  church  and  state  have  need  of  one." 


CHAPTER  XVIII 


A    KINf;    AT   VLRRIERES 

Do  you  not  deserve  to  he  thrown  asWe  like  a  plelieian 
corpse  which  has  no  soul  and  whose  blood  flows  no 
longer  in  its  veins. 

Sermon  of  the  Bishop  at  the  Chapel  of  Saint  Clement. 

Ov  the  3rd  of  September  at  ten  o'clock  in  the  evening,  a 
gendarme  woke  up  the  wi  >!<•  of  Verrieres  by  galloping  up  the 
mam  street.     He  brought  t      news  that  His  Majesty  the  King 

of would  arrive  the  foUuwing  Sunday,  and  it  was  already 

Tuesday.  The  prefect  authorised,  that  is  to  say,  demanded 
the  forming  of  a  guard  of  honour.  They  were  to  exhibit  all 
possible  pomp.  An  express  messenger  was  sent  to  Vergy. 
.\I.  de  Renal  arrived  during  the  night  and  found  the  town  iri 
a  commotion.  Each  individual  had  his  own  pretensions; 
those  who  were  less  busy  hired  balconies  to  see  the  King. 

Who  was  to  command  the  Guard  of  Honour?  M.  de 
Renal  at  once  realised  how  essential  it  was  in  the  interests  of 
the  houses  liable  to  have  their  frontage  put  back  that  M. 
Moirod  should  have  the  comma.id.  That  might  entitle  him 
to  the  post  of  first  deputy-mayor.  There  was  nothing  to  say 
against  the  devoutness  of  M.  de  Moirod.  It  brooked  no 
comparison,  but  he  had  never  sat  on  a  horse.  He  was  a  man 
of  thirty-six,  timid  in  every  way,  and  eciually  frightened  of 
falling  and  of  looking  ridiculous.  The  mayor  had  summoned 
nim  a,s  early  as  five  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

"  You  see,   monsieur,   I  ask  your  advice,  as  though   you 

■A^^^  o^*-""Py  that  post  to  which  all  the  people  on  the  right 

■u"  -iant  to  carry  you.     In  this  unhappy  town,  manufactures 

are  prospering,  the  Liberal  party  is  becoming  possessed   of 

miliions,    it   aspires   to    power;    it   will    manage   to   exploit 
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everything  to  its  own  ends.  Let  us  consult  the  interests  of 
the  king,  the  interest  of  the  monarchy,  and  above  all,  the 
interest  of  our  holy  religion.  Who  do  you  think,  monsieur, 
could  be  entrusted  with  the  command  of  the  guard  of  honour? 
In  spite  of  the  terrible  fear  with  which  horses  inspired  him, 
M.  de  Moirod  finished  by  accepting  this  honour  like  a  martyr! 
"  I  shall  know  how  to  take  the  right  tone,"  he  said  to  the 
mayor.  There  was  scarcely  time  enough  to  get  ready  the 
uniforms  which  had  served  seven  years  ago  on  the  occasion  of 
the  passage  of  a  prince  of  the  blood. 

At  seven  o'clock,  Madame  de  Renal  arrived  at  Vergy  with 
Julien  and  the  children.  She  found  her  drawing  room  filled 
with  Liberal  ladies  who  preached  the  union  of  all  parties  and 
had  come  to  beg  her  to  urge  her  husband  to  grant  a  place  to 
theirs  in  the  guard  of  honour.  One  of  them  actually  asserted 
that  if  her  husband  was  nc.i  chosen  he  would  go  bankrupt  out 
of  chagrin.  Madame  de  Kenal  quickly  got  rid  of  all  these 
people.     She  seemed  very  engrossed. 

Julien  was  astonished,  and  what  was  more,  angry  that  she 
should  make  a  mystery  of  what  was  disturbing  her,  "  I  had 
anticipated  it,"  he  said  bitterly  to  himself.  "  Her  love  is 
being  overshadowed  by  the  happiness  of  receiving  a  King  in 
her  hous' .  All  this  hubbub  overcomes  her.  She  will  love 
me  once  more  when  the  ideas  of  her  caste  no  longer  trouble 
her  brain." 

An  astonishing  fact,  he  only  loved  her  the  more. 
The  decorators  began  to  fill  the  house.  He  watched  a 
long  time  for  the  opportunity  to  exchange  a  few  words.  He 
eventually  found  her  as  she  was  coming  out  of  his  own  room, 
carrying  one  of  his  suits.  They  were  alone.  He  tried  to 
speak  to  her.  She  ran  away,  refusing  to  listen  to  him.  "I 
a.ni  an  absolute  fool  to  love  a  woman  like  that,  whose  ambition 
renders  her  as  mad  as  her  husband." 

She  was  madder.  One  of  her  great  wishes  which  she  had 
never  confessed  to  Julien  for  fear  of  shocking  him,  was  to  see 
him  leave  off,  if  only  for  one  day,  his  gloomy  black  suit.  With 
an  adroitness  which  was  truly  admirable  in  so  ingenuous  a 
woman,  she  secured  first  from  M.  de  Moirod,  and  subsequently, 
from  M.  the  sub-perfect  de  Maugiron,  an  assurance  that  Julien 
should  be  nominated  a  guard  of  honour  in  preference  to  five 
or  six  young  people,  the  sons  of  very  well-off  manufacturers. 


A  KING  AT  VERRIERES 


I  OS 


of  whom  two  at  least,  were  models  of  piety.  M.  de  Valenod, 
who  reckoned  on  lending  his  carriage  to  the  prettiest  women 
in  the  town,  and  on  showing  off  his  fine  Norman  steeds, 
consented  to  let  Julien  (the  being  he  hated  most  in  the  whole 
world)  have  one  of  his  horses.  But  all  the  guards  of  honour, 
either  possessed  or  had  borrowed,  one  of  those  pretty  sky-blue 
uniforms,  with  two  silver  colonel  epaulettes,  which  had  shone 
seven  years  ago.  Madame  de  Renal  wanted  a  new  uniform, 
and  she  only  had  four  days  in  which  to  send  to  Besan9on  and 
get  from  there  the  uniform,  the  arms,  the  hat,  etc.,  everything 
necessary  for  a  Guard  of  Honour.  The  most  delightful  part 
of  it  was  that  she  thought  it  imprudent  to  get  Julien's  uniform 
made  at  Verrieres.  She  wanted  to  surprise  both  him  and  the 
town. 

Having  settled  the  questions  of  the  guards  of  honour,  and 
of  the  public  welcome  finished,  the  mayor  had  now  to  organise 

a  great   religious   ceremony.      The   King   of did  not 

wish  to  pass  through  Verrieres  without  visiting  the  famous  relic 
of  St.  Clement,  which  is  kept  at  Bray-le-Haut,  barely  a  league 
from  the  town.  The  authorities  wanted  to  have  a  numerous 
attendance  of  the  clergy,  but  this  matter  was  the  most  difficult 
to  arrange.  M.  Maslon,  the  new  cure,  wanted  to  avoid  at 
any  price  the  presence  of  M.  Chelan.  It  was  in  vain  that 
M.  de  Renal  tried  to  represent  to  him  that  it  would  be 
imprudent  to  do  so.  M.  the  Marquis  de  La  Mole  whose 
ancestors  had  been  governors  of  the  province  for  so  many 
generations,    had   been   chosen    to  accompany  the   King   of 

He    had   known    the    abbe   Chelan    for    thirty    years. 

He  would  certainly  ask  news  of  him  when  he  arrived  at 
Verrieres,  and  if  he  found  him  disgraced  he  was  the  very  man 
to  go  and  route  him  out  in  the  little  house  to  which  he  had 
retired,  accompanied  by  all  the  escort  that  he  had  at  his  dis- 
position.    What  a  rebuff  that  would  be  ? 

"  I  shall  be  disgraced  both  here  and  at  Besan^on,"  answered 
the  abbe  Maslon  if  he  appears  among  my  clergy.  A  Jansenist, 
by  the  Lord." 

Whatever  you  can  say,  my  dear  abbe,  replied  M.  de 
Renal,  I'll  never  expose  the  administration  of  Verrieres  to 
receiving  such  an  .nfTront  fr^-m  M.  de  la  Mole.  You  do  not 
know  him.  He  is  orthodox  enough  at  Court,  but  here  in  the 
provinces,  he  is  a  satirical  wit  and  cynic,  whose  only  object  is 
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to  make  people  uncomfortable.  He  is  capable  of  covering  us 
with  ridicule  in  the  eyes  of  the  Liberals,  simply  in  order  to 
amuse  himself. 

It  was  only  on  the  night  between  the  Saturday  and  the 
Sunday,  after  three  whole  days  of  negotiations  that  the  pride 
of  the  abbe  Maslon  bent  before  the  fear  of  the  mayor,  which 
was  now  changing  into  courage.  It  was  necessary  to  write  a 
honeyed  letter  to  the  abbe  Chelan,  begging  him  to  be  present 
at  the  ceremony  in  connection  with  the  relic  of  Bray-le-Haut, 
if  of  course,  his  great  age  and  his  infirmity  allowed  him  to  do 
so.  M.  Chelan  asked  for  and  obtained  a  letter  of  invitation 
for  Julien,  who  was  to  accompany  him  as  his  sub-deacon. 

From  the  beginning  of  the  Sunday  morning,  thousands  of 
peasants  began  to  arrive  from  the  neighbouring  mountains,  and 
to  inundate  the  streets  of  Verrieres.     It  was  the  finest  sun- 
shine.    Finally,  about  three  o'clock,  a  thrill  swept  through  all 
this  crowd.     A  great  fire  had  been  perceived  on  a  rock  two 
leagues  from  Verrieres.     This  signal  announced  that  the  king 
had  just  entered  the  territory  of  the  department.     At  the  same 
time,  the  sound  of  all  the  bells  and  the  repeated  volleys  from 
an  old  Spanish  cannon  which  belonged  to  the  town,  testified 
to  Its  joy  at  this  great  event.     Half  the  population  climbed  on 
to  the  roofs.     All  the  women   were  on  the  balconies.     The 
guard  of  honour  started   to  march.     The   brilliant  uniforms 
were  universally  admired  ;  everybody  recognised  a  relative  or  a 
friend.     They  made  fun  of  the   timidity  of  M.  de   Moirod, 
whose  prudent  hand  was  ready  every  single  minute  to  catch 
hold  of  his  saddle-bow.     But  one  remark  resulted  in  all  the 
others  being  forgotten ;  the  first  cavalier  in  the  ninth  line  was 
a  very  pretty,  slim  boy,  who  was  not  recognised  at  first.     He 
soon  created  a  general   sensation,  as  some  uttered  a  cry  of 
indignation,  and  others  were  dumbfounded  with  astonishment. 
They  recognised  in  this  young  man,  who  was  sitting  one  of 
the  Norman  horses  of  M.  Valenod,  little  Sorel,  the  carpenter's 
son.     There  was  a  unanimous  outcry  against  the  mayor,  above 
all  on    liie  part   of  the   Liberals.     What,  because  this  little 
labourer,  who  masqueraded  as  an  abbe,  was  tutor  to  his  brats, 
he  had  the  audacity  to  nominate  him  guard  of  honour  to  the 
preju.  ice  of  rirh  manufacturers  like  so  and  so  and  so-and-so: 
"  Those  gentlemen,"  said  a  banker's  wife,  "  ought  to  put  that 
msolent  gutter-boy  in  his  proper  pl?.r:e." 
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"  He  is  cunning  and  carries  a  sabre,"  answered  her  neighbour. 
"  He  would  be  dastardly  enough  to  slash  them  in  the  face." 

The  conversation  of  aristocratic  society  was  more  dangerous. 
The  ladies  began  to  ask  each  other  if  the  mayor  alone  was 
responsible  for  this  grave  impropriety.  Speaking  generally, 
they  did  justice  to  his  contempt  for  lack  of  birth. 

Julien  was  the  happiest  of  men,  while  he  was  the  subject  of 
so  much  conversation.  Bold  by  nature,  he  sat  a  horse  better 
than  the  majority  of  the  young  men  of  this  mountain  town. 
He  saw  that,  in  the  eyes  of  the  women,  he  was  the  topic  of 
interest. 

His  epaulettes  were  more  brilliant  than  those  of  the  others, 
because  they  were  new.  His  horse  pranced  at  every  moment. 
He  reached  the  zenith  of  joy. 

His  happiness  was  unbounded  when,  as  they  passed  by  the 
old  rampart,  the  noise  of  the  little  cannon  made  his  horse 
prance  outside  the  line.  By  a  great  piece  of  luck  he  did  not 
fall ;  from  that  moment  he  felt  himself  a  hero.  He  was  one 
of  Napoleon's  officers  of  artillery,  and  was  charging  a  battery. 

One  person  was  happier  than  he.  She  had  first  seen  him 
pass  from  one  of  the  folding  windows  in  the  H6tel  de  Ville. 
Then  taking  her  carriage  and  rapidly  making  a  long  detour, 
she  arrived  in  time  to  shudder  when  his  horse  took  him  out- 
side the  line.  Finally  she  put  her  carriage  to  the  gallop,  left 
by  another  gate  of  the  town,  succeeded  in  rejoining  the  route 
by  which  the  King  was  to  pass,  and  was  able  to  follow  the 
Guard  of  Honour  at  twenty  paces  distance  in  the  midst  of  a 
noble  dust.  Six  thousand  peasants  cried  "Long  live  the 
King,"  when  the  mayor  had  the  honour  to  harangue  his 
Majesty.  An  hour  afterwards,  when  all  the  speeches  had  been 
listened  to,  and  the  King  was  going  to  enter  the  town,  the 
little  cannon  began  again  to  discharge  its  spasmodic  volleys. 
But  an  accident  ensued,  the  victim  being,  not  one  ot  the 
cannoneers  who  had  proved  their  mettle  at  Leipsic  and  at 
Montreuil,  but  the  future  deputy-mayor,  M.  de  Moirod.  His 
horse  gently  laid  him  in  the  0"e  heap  of  mud  on  the  high 
road,  a  somewhat  scandalous  circumstance,  inasmuch  as  it 
was  necessary  to  extricate  him  to  allow  the  king  to  pass. 
His  Majesty  alighted  at  the  fine  new  church,  which  was 
decked  out  to-day  with  all  its  crimson  curtains.  The  King 
was  due  to  dine,  and  then  afterwards  take  his  carriage  again 
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and  go  and  pay  his  respects  to  the  celebrated  rehc  of  Saint 
Clement.     Scarcely  was  the  King  in  the  church  than  Julien 
galloped  towards  the  house  of  M.  de  Renal.     Once  there  he 
doffed  with  a  sigh  his  fine  sky-blue  uniform,  his  sabre  and  his 
epaulettes,  to  put  on  again  his  shabby  little  black  suit.     He 
mounted    his    horse  again,  and    in   a    few   moments   was  at 
Bray-le-Haut,  which  was  on  the  summit  of  a  very  pretty  hill. 
"  Enthusiasm  is  responsible  for  these  numbers  of  peasant.s," 
thought  Julien.     It  was  impossible  to  move  a  step  at  Verrieres, 
and    here   there    were    more    than   ten    thousand   round  this 
ancient  abbey.       Half  ruined  by  the  vandalism  of  the  Revolu- 
tion, it  had  been  magnificently  restored  since  the  Restoration, 
and  people  were  already  beginning  to  talk  of  miracles.     Julien 
rejoined  the   abbe   Chelan,  who   scolded   him  roundly   and 
gave  him  a  cassock  and  a  surplice.     He  dressed  quickly  and 
followed  M.  Chelan,  who   was  going  to  pay  a  call  on  the 
young  bishop  of  Agde.       He  was  a  nephew  of  M.  de  la  Mole, 
who  had  been  recently  nominated,  and  had  been  charged  with 
the  duty  o:  showing  the  relic  to  the  King.     But  the  bishop 
was  not  to  be  found. 

The  clergy  began  to  get  impatient.  It  was  awaiting  its 
chiet  m  the  sombre  Gothic  cloister  of  the  ancient  abbey. 
Twenty-four  cures  had  been  brought  together  so  as  to  repre- 
sent the  ancient  chapter  of  Bray-le-Haut,  which  befo.re  1789 
consisted  of  twenty-four  canons.  The  cures,  having  deplored 
the  bishop's  youth  for  three-quarters  of  an  hour,  thought  it 
fitting  tor  their  senior  to  visit  Monseigneur  to  apprise  him  that 
the  King  was  on  the  point  of  arriving,  and  that  it  was  time  to 
betake  himself  to  the  choir.  The  great  age  of  M.  Chelan 
gave  him  the  seniority.  In  spite  of  the  bad  temper  which 
he  was  manifesting  to  Julien,  he  signed  him  to  follow.  Julien 
was  wearmg  his  surplice  with  distinction.  By  means  of  some 
tnck  or  other  of  ecclesiastical  dress,  he  had  made  his  fine  curling 
hair  very  fiat,  but  by  a  forgettulness,  which  redoubled  the 
anger  ot  M.  Chelan,  tlie  spurs  of  the  Guard  of  Honour  could 
be  seen  below  the  long  foic  s  of  his  cassock. 

When    they   arrived    at    the    bishop's    apartment,    the   tall 
lackeys  with  their  lace-frills  scarcely  deigned  to  answer  the 


old  cure  to  the  effect  that    Monsei'-neur 


was   aut   receiving. 


They  made  fun  oH  him  when  he  tried  to  explain  that  in  his 
capacty  of  senior  member  of  the  chapter  o(  Bray-ie-Haut,  he 
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had  the  privilege  of  being  admitted  at  any  time  to  the  officiat- 
ing bishop. 

Julien's  haughty  temper  was  shocked  by  the  laciceys' 
insolence.  He  started  to  traverse  the  corridors  of  the  ancient 
abbey,  tnd  to  shake  all  the  doors  which  he  found.  A  very 
small  one  yielded  to  his  efforts,  and  he  found  himself  in  a 
cell  in  the  midst  of  Monscigneur's  valets,  who  were  dressed  in 
black  suits  with  chains  on  their  necks.  His  hurried  manner 
made  these  gentlemen  think  that  he  had  been  sent  by  the 
bishop,  and  they  let  him  pass.  He  went  some  steps  further 
on,  and  found  himself  in  an  immense  (Jothic  hall,  which  was 
extremely  dark,  and  completely  wainscotted  in  black  oak. 
The  ogive  windows  had  all  been  walled  in  with  brick 
except  one.  There  was  nothing  to  disguise  the  coarseness  of 
this  masonry,  which  offered  a  melancholy  contrast  to  the 
ancient  magnificence  of  the  woodwork.  The  two  great  sides 
of  this  hall,  so  celebrated  among  IJurgundian  antiquaries,  and 
built  by  the  Duke,  Charles  the  Bold,  about  1470  in  expiation 
of  some  sin,  were  adorned  with  richly  sculptured  wooden 
stalls.  All  the  mysteries  of  the  Apocalypse  were  to  be  seen 
portrayed  in  wood  of  different  colours. 

This  melancholy  magnificence,  debased  as  it  was  by  the 
sight  of  the  bare  bricks  and  the  plaster  (which  was  still  quite 
white)  affected  Julien.  He  stopped  in  silence.  He  saw  at 
the  other  extremity  of  the  hall,  near  the  one  window  which  let 
in  the  daylight,  a  movable  mahogany  mirror.  A  young  man 
in  a  violet  robe  and  a  lace  surplice,  but  with  his  head  bare, 
was  standing  still  three  paces  from  the  glass.  This  piece  of 
furniture  seemed  strange  in  a  place  like  this,  and  had  doubt- 
less been  only  brought  there  on  the  previous  day.  Julien 
thought  that  the  young  man  had  the  appearance  of  being 
irritated.  He  was  solemnly  giving  benedictions  with  his  right 
hand  close  to  the  mirror. 

"  What  can  this  mean,"  he  thought.  "  Is  this  young  priest 
performing  some  preliminary  ceremony?  Perhaps  he  is  the 
bishop's  secretary.  He  will  be  as  insolent  as  the  lackeys. 
Never  mind  though !  Let  us  try."  He  advanced  and 
traversed  somewhat  slowly  the  length  of  the  hall,  with  his 
iaze  fixed  all  the  time  on  the  one  window,  and  looking  at  the 
yjung  man  who  continued  without  any  intermission  bestowing 
siowly  an  infinite  number  of  blessings. 
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The  nearer  he  approached  the  better  he  could  distinguish 
his  angry  manner.  The  richness  of  the  lace  surplice  stopped 
Juhen  m  spite  of  himself  some  paces  in  front  of  the  mirror 
"  It  IS  my  duty  to  speak,"  he  said  to  himself  at  last.  But  the 
beauty  of  the  hall  had  moved  him,  and  he  was  already  upset 
by  the  harsh  words  he  anticipated. 

The  young  man  saw  him  in  the  mirror,  turned  round,  and 
suddenly  discarding  his  angry  manner,  said  to  him  in  the 
gentlest  tone, 

"  Well,  Monsieur,  has  it  been  arranged  at  last  ?  " 

Julien  was  dumbfounded.  As  the  young  man  begar  to 
turn  towards  him,  Julien  saw  the  pectoral  cross  on  his  breast 
It  was  the  bishop  of  Agde.  "  As  young  as  that,"  thoughl 
Juhen.     "  At  most  six  or  eight  years  older  than  I  am  ! " 

He  was  ashamed  of  his  spurs. 

"  xMonseigneur,"  he  said  at  last,  "  I  am  sent  by  M.  Chelan 
the  senior  of  the  chapter."  ' 

"Ah,  he  has  been  well  recommended  to  me,"  said  the 
bishop  in  a  polished  tone  which  doubled  Julien's  delight 
"  But  I  beg  your  pardon.  Monsieur,  I  mistook  you  for  the  person 
who  was  to  bring  me  my  mitre.  It  was  badly  packed  at  Paris 
I  he  silver  cloth  towards  the  top  has  been  ternbly  spoiled 
It  will  look  awful,"  ended  the  youni,^  bishop  sadly  "  And 
besides,  I  am  being  kept  waiting." 

"  Monseigneur,  I  will  go  and  fetch  the  mitre  if  your  grace  will 

Julien's  fine  eyes  did  their  work. 

*'Go,  Monsieur,"  answered  the  bishop,  with  charming  polite- 
ness. "  I  need  it  immediately  I  am  grieved  to  keep  the 
gentlemen  ot  the  chapter  waiting." 

When  Julien  reached  the  ceni.e  of  the  hall,  he  turned 
round  towards  the  bishop,  and  saw  that  he  had  again  com- 
menced giving  benedictions. 

"What  can  it  be?-  Julien  asked  himself.     "No  doubt  it 
IS  a  necessary  ecclesiastical  preliminary  for  the  ceremony  which 
IS  to  take  place."     When  he  reached  the  cell  in  which  the 
valets   were  congregated,   he   saw   the   mitre  in   their  hands 
Ihese  gentlemen   succumbed   in   spite  of  themselves   to  his 

linperiOUS  look,  and    /.ive   him    V[iinsei.Tr,^,— •„  —,U.^ 

He  telt  proud  to  carry  it.     As  he  crossed  the  hall  he  walked 
slowly.     He  held  it  with  reverence.     He  found  the  bishop 
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seated  before  the  glass,  but  from  time  to  time,  his  right  hand, 
although  fatigued,  still  gave  a  blessing.  Julien  helped  him  to 
adjust  his  mitre.     The  bishop  shook  his  head. 

"Ah!  it  will  keep  on,"  he  said  to  Julien  with  an  air  of 
satisfaction.     "  Do  you  mind  going  a  little  way  off?" 

Then  the  bishop  went  very  quickly  to  the  centre  of  the 
room,  then  approached  the  mirror,  again  resumed  his  angry 
manner,  and  gravely  began  to  give  blessings. 

Julien  was  motionless  with  astonishment.  He  was  tempted 
to  understand,  but  did  not  dare.  The  bishop  stopped,  and 
suddenly  abandoning  his  grave  manner  looked  at  him  and 
said: 

"  What  do  you  think  of  my  mitre,  monsieur,  is  it  on  right?" 

"  Quite  right,  Monseigneur." 

"  It  is  not  too  far  back  ?  That  would  look  a  little  silly,  but 
I  musn't  on  the  other  hand  wear  it  down  over  the  eyes  like  an 
officer's  shako." 

"  It  seems  to  me  to  be  on  quite  right." 

"The  King  of is  accustomed  to  a  venerable  clergy 

who  are  doubtless  very  solemn.  I  should  not  like  to  appear 
lacking  in  dignity,  especially  by  reason  of  my  youth." 

And  the  bishop  started  again  to  walk  about  and  give 
benedictions. 

"  It  is  quite  clear,"  said  Julien,  daring  to  understand  at  last, 
'•  He  is  practising  giving  his  benediction." 

"  I  am  ready,"  the  bishop  said  after  a  few  moments.  "  Go, 
Monsieur,  and  advise  the  senior  and  the  gentlemen  of  the 
chapter." 

Soon  M.  Chelan,  followed  by  the  two  oldest  cures,  entered 
by  a  big  magnificently  sculptured  door,  which  Julien  had  not 
previously  noticed.  But  this  time  he  remained  in  his  place 
quite  at  the  back,  and  was  only  able  to  see  the  bishop  over  the 
ahoulders  of  ecclesiastics  who  were  pressing  at  the  door  in  crowds. 

The  bishop  began  slowly  to  traverse  the  hall.  When  he 
reached  the  threshold,  the  cures  formed  themselves  into  a 
procession.  After  a  short  moment  of  confusion,  the  procession 
bega.i  to  march  intoning  the  psalm.  The  bishop,  who  was 
between  M.  Chelan  and  a  very  old  cure,  was  the  last  to 
a-ivarsoe.  Julien  being  in  attendance  on  the  abbe  Chelan 
managed  to  get  quite  near  Monseigneur.  They  followed  the 
xng  corridors  of  the  abbey  of  Bray-le-Haut.     In  spite  of  the 
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brilliant  sun  they  were  dark  and  damp.  They  arrived  finally 
at  the  portico  of  the  cloister.  Julien  was  dumbfounded  with 
admiration  for  so  fine  a  ceremony.  His  emotions  were  divided 
between  thoughts  of  his  own  ambition  which  had  been  re- 
awakened by  the  bishop's  youth  and  thoughts  of  the  latter's 
refinement  and  exquisite  politeness.  This  politeness  was  quite 
different  to  that  of  M.  de  Renal,  even  on  his  good  days.  "  The 
higher  you  lift  yourself  towards  the  first  rank  of  society, "  said 
Julien  to  him;.-       "the  more  charming  manners  you  find." 

They  entereu  the  church  by  a  side  door ;  suddenly  an  awful 
noise  made  the  ancient  walls  echo.  Julien  thought  they  were 
going  to  crumble.  It  was  the  little  piece  of  artillery  again. 
It  had  been  drawn  at  a  gallop  by  eight  horses  and  had  just 
arrived.  Immediately  on  its  arrival  it  had  been  run  out  by 
the  Leipsic  c-annoneers  and  fired  five  shots  a  minute  as  though 
the  Prussians  had  been  the  target. 

But  this  admirable  noise  no  longer  produced  any  effect  on 
Julien.  He  no  longer  thought  of  Napoleon  and  military  glory. 
"  To  be  bishop  of  Agde  so  young,"  he  thought.  "  But  where  is 
Agde  ?  How  much  does  it  bring  in  ?  Two  or  three  hundred 
thousand  francs,  perhaps." 

Monseigneur's  lackeys  appeared  with  a  magnificent  canopy, 
M.  Chelan  took  one  of  the  poles,  but  as  a  matter  of  fact  it 
was  julicji  vvh^  ^.rried  ii.  The  bishop  took  his  place  under- 
neath. He  had  really  succeeded  in  looking  old ;  and  our 
hero's  admiration  was  now  quite  unbounded.  "  Wliat  can't 
one  accomplish  with  skill,"  he  thought. 

The  king  entered.  Julien  had  the  good  fortune  to  see  him 
at  close  quarters.  The  bishop  began  to  harangue  him  with 
unction,  without  forgetting  a  little  nuance  of  very  polite 
anxiety  for  his  Majesty.  We  will  not  repeat  a  description  of 
the  ceremony  of  Bray-le-Haut.  They  filled  all  the  columns  of 
the  journals  of  the  department  for  a  fortnight  on  end.  Julien 
learnt  from  the  bishop  that  the  king  was  descended  from 
Charles  the  Bold. 

At  a  later  date,  it  was  one  of  Julien's  duties  to  check  the 
accounts  of  the  cost  ot  this  ceremony.  M.  de  la  Mole,  who 
had  succeeded  in  procuring  a  bishopric  for  his  nephew,  'nad 
wished  to  Jo  him  the  favour  ot  being  himself  responsible  for 
ail  the  expenses.  The  ceremony  alone  of  Bray-le^Haute  cost 
three  thousand  eight  iiundred  francs. 
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After  the  speech  of  the  bishop,  and  ihe  answer  of  the  kina 
his  Majesty  took  up  a  position  underneath  the  canopy,  and 
then  knelt  very  devoutly  on  a  cushion  near  the  altar  The 
choir  was  surrounded  by  stalls,  and  the  stalls  were  raised  two 
steps  from  the  pavement.  It  was  at  the  bottom  of  these  steps 
that  Juhen  sat  at  the  feet  of  M.  de  Chelan  almost  like  a 
train-bearer  sittmg  next  to  his  cardinal  in  the  Sixtine  chap"! 
at  Rome.  There  was  a  Tv  /hum,  floods  of  incense,  in- 
numerable volleys  of  n.usketry  and  artillery ;  the  peasants  were 
drunk  with  happiness  and  piety.  A  day  like  this  undoes  the 
work  of  a  hundred  numbers  of  the  Jacobin  papers. 

Julien  was  six  paces  from  the  king,  who  was  really  praying 
with  devotion.  He  noticed  for  the  first  time  a  little  man  with 
a  witty  expression,  who  wore  an  almost  plain  suit.  But  he 
had  a  sky-blue  ribbon  over  this  very  simple  suit.  He  was 
nearer  the  king  than  many  other  lords,  whose  clothes  were 
embroidered  with  gold  to  such  an  extent  that,  to  use  Julien's 
expression,  it  was  impossible  to  see  the  cloth.  He  learnt  some 
minutes  later  that  it  was  Monsieur  de  la  Mole.  He  thought 
ne  looked  haughty,  and  even  insolent. 

"  I'm  sure  this  marquis  is  not  so  polite  as  my  pretty  bishop  " 
ne  thought.  "Ah,  the  ecclesiastical  calling  makes  men  mild 
and  good.  But  the  king  has  come  to  venerate  the  relic,  and 
i  don  t  see  a  trace  of  the  relic.  Where  has  Saint  Clement 
i'Jl  to  ? " 

A  little  priest  who  sat  next  to  him  informed  him  that  the 
venerable  relic  was  at  the  top  of  the  building  in  a  chai>elle 
jrdtnte.  ^ 

•U-hat  is  a  chapelle  ardenie,"  said  Julien  to  himself. 

But  he  was  reluctant  to  ask  the  meaning  of  this  word  He 
redoubled  his  attention. 

The  etiquette  on  the  occasion  of  a  visit  of  a  sovereign 
pnnce  15  that  the  canons  do  not  accompany  the  bishop 
iiu:.  as  he  started  on  his  march  to  the  chapelle  ardente  my 
•orci  cishop  of  Agde  called  the  abbe  Chelan.  Julien  dared  to 
:';uow  mm.  Having  climbed  up  a  long  staircase,  they  reached 
m  extremely  small  door  whose  Gothic  frame  was  magnificently 
^  '"'     This  work  looked  as  though  ir  had  been  constructed 


k^f, 


■ore. 


Twenty-four  young  girls  belonging  to  i.  .  most  distinguished 
iaujes  in  Vemeres  were  assembled  in  fioat  of  the  door.    The 
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bishop  knelt  down  in  the  midst  of  these  pretty  maidens  before 
he  opened  the  door.  While  he  was  praying  aloud,  they 
seemed  unable  to  exhaust  their  admiration  for  his  fine  lace, 
his  gracious  mien,  and  his  young  and  gentle  face.  ^  .^ 
spectacle  deprived  our  hero  of  his  last  remnants  of  rea  )n. 
At  this  moment  he  would  have  fought  for  the  Inquisition,  v\ 
with  a  good  conscience.  The  door  suddenly  opened.  '  .< 
little  chapel  was  blazing  witii  light.  More  than  a  thousand 
candles  could  be  seen  before  the  altar,  divided  into  eight  lines 
and  separated  from  each  other  by  bouquets  of  flowers.  The 
suave  odour  of  the  purest  incense  eddied  out  from  the  door  of 
the  sanctuary.  The  chapel,  which  had  been  newly  gilded,  vas 
extremely  small  but  very  high.  Julien  noticed  that  there  were 
candles  more  than  fifteen  feet  high  upon  the  altar.  The 
young  girls  could  not  restrain  a  cry  of  admiration.  Only  the 
twenty-four  young  girls,  the  two  cu.cs  and  Julien  had  been 
admitted  into  the  little  vestibule  of  the  chapel.  Soon  the 
king  arrived,  followed  by  Monsieur  de  la  Mole  and  his  great 
Chamberlain.  The  guards  themselves  remained  outside 
kneeling  and  presenting  arms. 

His  Majesty  precipitated,  rather  than  threw  himself,  on  to 
the  stool.  It  was  only  then  that  Julien,  who  was  keeping 
close  to  the  gilded  door,  perceived  over  the  bare  arm  of  a 
young  girl,  the  charming  statue  of  St.  Clement.  It  was 
hidden  under  the  altar,  and  bore  the  dress  of  a  young  Roman 
soldier.  It  had  a  large  wound  on  its  neck,  from  which  the 
blood  seemed  to  flow.  The  artist  had  surpassed  himself 
The  eyes,  which  though  dying  were  full  of  grace,  were  hall 
closed.  A  budding  moustache  adored  that  charming  mouth 
which,  though  half  closed,  seemed  notwithstanding  to  \x 
praying.  The  young  girl  next  to  Julien  wept  warm  tears  at 
the  sight.     One  of  her  tears  fell  on  julien's  hand. 

After  a  moment  of  prayer  in  the  profoundest  silence,  that 
was  only  bn^ken  by  the  distant  sound  of  the  bells  of  all  the 
villages  within  a  rndius  of  ten  leagues,  the  bishop  of  Agde 
asked  the  king's  permission  to  speak.  He  finished  a  short 
but  very  touching  speech  with  a  passage,  the  very  simplicity 
of  which  assured  its  effectiveness : 

•'  Nevf  'jrget,  young  Christian  women,  that  you  have  seen 
one  of  ti  Teatest  kings  of  the  world  on  his  knees  before  the 
servants       thi<*  Almighty  and  terrible  God.     These  servants, 
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feeble,  persecuted,  assassinated  as  they  were  on  earth,  as  you 
can  see  by  the  still  bleeding  wounds  of  Saint  Clement,  will 
tnumph  m  Heaven.  You  will  remember  them,  my  young 
CbirMan  ^cmen,  will  you  not,  this  day  for  ever,  and  will 
deie-  the  mfidel.  You  will  be  for  ever  faithful  to  this  God 
who   .  so  great,  so  terrible,  but  so  good  ?  " 

W  ith  these  words  the  bishop  rose  authoritatively. 

-You  promise  me?"  he  said,  lifting  up  his  an 
inspired  air.  '^ 

••We  promise,"  said  the  young  girls  melting  into  tears. 

AA  aI^'^V^'"  promise  in  the  name  of  the  terrible  God." 

tafat  In^end^  ^^  '"  *  thunderous  voice,  and  the  ceremony 

The  king  himself  was  crying.     It   was  only  a  long   time 

afterwards  that  Julien  had  sufficient  self-possession  to  enqu^e 

Rri.r.^'TKT  '  ^r?^  °^;^"  ^^'"^  'hat  had  been  sent  from 
Rome  to  Philip  the  Good,  Duke  of  Burgundy?"  He  was 
told  that  they  were  hidden  in  the  charming  waxen  figure. 

His  Majesty  deigned  to  allow   the  young  ladies  who  had 
accompanied  him  into  the   chapel  to  wear   a  red  ribbon  on 
^v^^^^^^  embroidered   these   words,  "HATE  OF  THE 
INFIDEL.     PERPETUAL  ADORATION  " 
X^Tl^J  ^^  '*  ^''•^  h*^  '^"   'ho"«^"d   bottles   of  wine 

I  hnnH^'f  f-  ""^"^f  *  ^°'"'  °f  *^^"'"«  illuminations  which  were 
Lv^nf  .K  T^  ^'T  'h*"  'h°'^  °f  'he  Royalists.  Before 
leaving,  the  king  paid  a  visit  to  M.  de  Moirod. 


CHAPTER  XIX 


THINKING    PRODUCES   SUFFERING 

The  yrotesqueness  of  every-day  events  conceals  the  real 
unhappiness  of  the  passions. — Barnave. 

As  he  was  replacing  the  usual  furniture  in  the  room  which  M. 
de  la  Mole  had  occupied,  Julien  found  a  piece  of  very  strong 
paper  folded  in  four.  He  read  at  the  bottom  of  the  first  page 
••  To  His  Excellency  M.  le  Marquis  de  la  Mole,  peer  of  France, 
Chevalier  of  the  Orders  of  the  King,  etc.  etc."  It  was  a 
petition  in  the  rough  hand-writing  of  a  cook. 

"  Monsieur  le  Marquis,  I  have  had  religious  principles  all  my 
life.  I  was  in  Lyons  exposed  to  the  bombs  at  the  time  sf  the 
siege,  in  '93  of  execrable  memory.  I  communicate,  I  go  to 
Mass  every  Sunday  in  the  parochial  church.  1  have  never 
missed  the  paschal  duty,  even  in  '93  of  execrable  memor). 
My  cook  used  to  keep  servants  before  the  revolution,  my 
cook  fasts  on  Fridays.  I  am  universally  respected  in  Verrieres, 
and  I  venture  to  say  I  deserve  to  be  so.  I  walk  under  the 
canopy  in  the  processions  at  the  side  of  the  cure  and  of  the 
mayor.  On  great  occasions  I  carry  a  big  candle,  bought  at 
my  own  expense. 

I  ask  Monsieur  the  marquis  for  th  .  lottery  appointment  of 
Verrieres,  which  in  one  way  or  another  is  bound  to  be  vacant 
shortly  as  the  beneficiary  is  very  ill,  and  moreover  votes  on 
the  wrong  side  at  elections,  etc.  •'  De  Cholin." 

In  the  margin  of  this  petition  was  a  recommendation  signed 
"  de  Moirod "  which  began  with  this  line,  "  I  have  had  the 
honour,  the  worthy  person  who  makes  this  request " 

"  So  even  that  imbecile  de  Cholin  shows  me  the  way  to  go 
about  things,"  said  Julien  to  himself. 


THINKING  PRODUCES  SUFFERING         ,17 

Eight  days  a-'er  the  passage  of  the  King  of through 

Vemdres,  the  one  question   which  predominated  over  the 
innumerable  falsehoods,  foolish  conjectures,  and  ridiculous  dis- 
cussions, etc.,  etc.,  which  had  had  successively  for  tneir  object 
the  king,  the  Marquis  de  la  Mole,  the  ten  thousand  bottles  of 
wine  the  fall  of  poor  de  Moirod,  who,  hoping  to  win  a  cross, 
only  left  his  room  a  week  after  his  fall,  was  the  absolute  in- 
decency of  having/oisfed  Julien  Sorel,  a  carpenter's  son,  into 
he  Guard  of  Honour.     You  should  have  heard  on  this  point 
the  nch  manufacturers  of  printed  calico,  the  very  persons  who 
used  to  bawl  themselves  hoarse  in  preaching  equality,  morning 
and  evening  m  the  cafe.     That  haughty  woman,  Madame  de 
Renal,  was  of  course  responsible  for  this  abomination.     The 
rwson?    The  fine  eyes  and  fresh  complexion  of  the  little 
abbe  borel  explained  everything  else. 

A  short  time  after  their  return  to  Vergy,  Stanislas  the 
youngest  of  the  children,  caught  the  fever;  Madame  de 
R^nal  was  suddenly  attac'ced  by  an  awful  remorse.  For  the 
first  time  she  reproached  herself  for  her  love  with  some  logic 
She  seemed  to  understand  as  though  by  a  miracle  the  enormity 
of  the  sm  into  which  she  had  :  herself  he  swept.  Ud  to 
that  moment,  although  deeply  relig.ous,  she  had  never  thought 
of  the  greatner .  of  her  crime  in  the  eyes  of  God 

In  former  times  she  had   loved   God   passionately   in  the 

IT^""' A  u^^  ^^"u'^  """•■''  *"  the  present  circumstances. 
he  feared  him  with  equal  intensity.  The  struggles  which 
lacerated  her  soul  were  all  the  more  awful  in  thft  herfLar 
was  quite  irrational.  Julien  found  that  the  least  argument 
irnu ted  instead  of  soothing  her.     She  saw  in  the  illness  the 

SSstnrsL.  """"'"•  ^"'"" "" ''""''  ^^^y  ^-^  °^ 

It  soon  assumed   a  serious  character.     Then   incessant  re- 
morse deprived  Madame  de  Renal  of  even  her  power  of  sleep 
we  ensconced  herself  in  a  gloomy  silence  :  if  she  had  opened 
her  mouth,  it  would  only  have   been  to  confess  her  crime  to 
uod  and  mankind. 

^  ''I  urge  you,"  said  Jui.en  to  her,  as  soon  as  they  got  alone, 
not  to  speak  to  anyone.     Let   me  be   the  sole  confidant  of 

hTrl       T  ^  "^^I  ^°  ^^•'^  ***y  «"«■  Stanislas'  fever."     But 
his  consolations  produced  no  effect.     He  did  not  know  that 
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Madame  de  Renal  had  got  it  into  her  head  that,  in  order  to 
appease  the  wrath  of  a  jealous  God,  it  was  necessary  either  to 
hate  Julien,  or  let  her  son  die.  It  was  because  she  felt  she 
could  not  hate  her  lover  that  she  was  so  unhappy. 

"  Fly  from  me,"  she  said  one  day  to  Julien.  "  In  the  name 
of  God  leave  this  house.  It  is  your  presence  here  which  kills 
my  son.  God  punishes  me,"  she  added  in  a  low  voice.  "  He 
is  just.  I  admire  his  fairness.  My  crime  is  awful,  and  I 
was  living  without  remorse,"  she  exclaimed.  "That  was 
the  first  sign  of  my  desertion  of  God  :  I  ought  to  be  doubly 
punished." 

Julien  was  profoundly  touched.  He  could  see  in  this 
neither  hypocrisy  nor  exaggeration.  "  She  thinks  that  she 
is  killing  her  son  by  loving  me,  and  all  the  same  the  unhappy 
woman  loves  me  more  than  her  son.  I  cannot  doubt  it. 
It  is  remorse  for  that  which  is  killing  her.  Those  sentiments 
of  hers  have  real  greatness.  But  how  could  I  have  inspired 
such  a  love,  I  who  am  so  poor,  so  badly-educated,  so  ignorant, 
and  sometimes  so  coarse  in  my  manners  ?  " 

One  night  the  child  was  extremely  ill.  At  about  two 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  M.  de  Rtnal  came  to  see  it.  The  child 
consumed  by  fever,  and  extremely  flushed,  could  not  recognise 
its  father.  Suddenly  Madame  de  Renal  threw  herself  at  her 
husband's  feet ;  Julien  saw  that  she  was  going  to  confess 
everything  and  ruin  herself  for  ever. 

Fortunately  this  extraordinary  proceeding  annoyed  M.  de 
Renal. 

"  Adieu  !     Adieu  !  "  he  said,  going  away. 

"  No,  listen  to  me,"  cried  his  wife  on  her  knees  before  him, 
trying  to  hold  him  back.  "  Hear  the  whole  truth.  It  is  1 
who  am  killing  my  son.  I  gave  him  life,  and  I  am  taking  it 
back.  Heaven  is  punishing  me.  In  the  eyes  of  (iod  I  am 
guilty  of  murder.  It  is  necessary  that  I  should  ruin  and 
humiliate  myself.  Perhaps  that  sacrifice  will  appease  the 
the  Lord." 

If  M.  de  Renal  had  been  a  man  of  any  imagination,  he 
would  then  have  realized  everything. 

"  Romantic  nonsense,"  he  cried,  moving  his  wife  away  as 
she  tried  to  embrace  his  knees.  "  All  that  is  romantic 
nonsense !  Julien,  go  and  fetch  the  doctor  at  daybreak," 
and  he   went  back  to   bed.     Madp-ie  de  Renal  fell  on  her 
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knees   half-fainting,  repelling  Julian's   help   with  a   hysterical 
gesture. 

Julien  was  astonished. 

"  So  this  is  what  adultery  is,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  Is  it 
possible  that  those  scoundrels  of  priests  should  be  right,  that 
they  who  commit  so  many  sins  themselves  should  have  the 
pnvilege  of  knowin. ,  the  true  theory  of  sin  ?     How  droll '  " 

For  twenty  minutes  after  M.  de  ROnal  had  gone  back  to 
bed,  Julien  saw  the  woman  he  loved  with  her  head  resting  on 
^%J°"',^  l'"'*"  ^^'^'  "lot'onless,  and  almost  unconscious. 
"There,  he  said  to  himself,  "is  a  woman  of  superior 
temperament  brought  to  the  depths  of  unhappiness  simply 
because  she  has  known  me.'' 

"Time  moves  quickly.  What  can  I  do  for  her?  I  must 
make  up  my  mmd.  I  have  not  got  simply  myself  to  consider 
now.  What  do  I  care  for  men  and  their  buffooneries  ?  What 
can  I  do  for  her  ?  Leave  her  ?  But  I  should  be  leaving  her 
alone  and  u  prey  to  the  most  awful  grief.  That  automaton  of 
a  husband  IS  more  harm  to  her  than  good.  He  is  so  coarse 
that  he  IS  bound  to  speak  harshly  to  her.  She  may  go  mad 
and  throw  herself  out  of  the  window." 

"  If  I  leave  her,  if  I  cease  to  watch  over  her,  she  will  confess 
everythmg,  and  who  knows,  in  spite  of  the  legacy  which  she 
IS  bound  to  bnng  him,  he  will  create  a  scandal.  She  may 
confess  everything  (great  God)  to  that  scoundrel  of  an  abbe 
who  makes  the  illness  of  a  child  of  six  an  excuse  for  not 
budging  from  this  house,  and  not  without  a  purpose  either 
In  her  grief  and  her  fear  of  God,  she  forgets  all  she  knows 
ot  the  man  ;  she  only  sees  the  priest." 

"Go  away,"  said    Maaame   de   Renal   suddenly   to    him 
openmg  her  eyes.  ' 

"I  would  give  my  life  a  thousand  times  to  know  what 
could  be  of  most  use  to  you,"  answered  Julien.  "  I  have 
never  loved  you  so  much,  my  dear  angel,  or  rather  it  is  only 
trom  this  last  moment  that  I  begin  to  adore  you  as  you 
deserve  to  be  adored.  What  would  become  of  me  far  from 
you,  and  with  the  consciousness  that  you  are  unhappy  owing 
to  what  I  have  done?  But  don't  let  my  suffering  come  into 
the  matter.  I  will  go-yes,  my  love  !  But  if  I  leave  you, 
aear ;  it  I  cease  to  watch  over  you,  to  be  incessantly  between 
you  and  your  husband,  you   will  tell   him  everything      You 
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will  ruin  yourself.  Remember  that  he  will  hound  you  out  of  his 
house  in  disgrace.  Besan9on  will  talk  of  the  scandal.  You 
will  be  said  to  be  absolutely  in  the  wrong.  You  will  never 
lift  up  your  head  again  after  that  shame." 


"  That's  what  I  ask,"  she  cried,  standing  up.  "  I  shall 
suffer,  so  much  the  better." 

"  But  you  will  also  make  him  unhappy  through  that  awful 
scandal." 

"  But  I  shall  be  humiliating  myself,  throwing  myself  into 
the  mire,  and  by  those  means,  perhaos,  I  shall  save  my  son. 
Such  a  humiliation  in  the  eyes  of  all  is  perhaps  to  be  regarded 
as  a  public  penitence.  So  far  as  my  weak  judgment  goes,  is 
it  not  the  greatest  sacrifice  that  I  can  make  to  God  ? — perhaps 
He  will  deign  to  accept  my  humiliation,  and  to  leave  me  my 
son.  Show  me  another  sacrifice  which  is  more  painful  and  I 
will  rush  to  it." 

"  Let  me  punish  myself  I  too  am  guilty.  Do  you  wish 
me  to  retire  to  the  Trappist  Monastery  ?  The  austerity  of  that 
life  may  appease  your  God.  Oh,  heaven,  why  cannot  I  take 
Stanislas's  illness  upon  myself  ?  " 

"  Ah,  do  you  love  him  then,"  said  Madame  de  Renal,  getting 
up  and  throwing  herself  in  his  arms. 

At  the  same  time  she  repelled  him  with  horror. 
"  I  believe  you  !     I  believe  you  !     Oh,  m>  one  friend,"  she 
cried   falling   on  her  knees   again.     "  Why  are   you  not  the 
father  of  Stanislas  ?     In  that  case  it  would  not  be  a  terrible  sin 
to  love  you  more  than  your  son." 

"  Won't  you  allow  me  to  stay  and  love  you  henceforth  like  a 
brother  ?  It  is  the  only  rational  atonement.  It  may  appease 
the  wrath  of  the  Most  High." 

"  Am  I,"  she  cried,  getting  up  and  taking  Julien's  head 
between  her  two  hands,  and  holding  it  some  distance  from  her. 
•*  Am  I  to  love  you  as  if  you  were  a  brother  ?  Is  it  in  my 
power  to  love  you  like  that  ?  "     Julien  melted  into  tears. 

"  I  will  obey  you,"  he  said,  falling  at  her  feet.  I  will  obey 
you  in  wh^.'iever  you  order  me.  That  is  all  there  is  left  for 
me  to  do.  My  mind  is  struck  with  blindness.  I  do  not  see 
any  course  to  take.  If  I  leave  you  you  will  tell  your  husband 
everything.  You  will  ruin  yourself  and  him  ,^s  well.  He  wi!! 
never  be  nominated  deputy  after  incurring  such  ridicule.  If  I 
stay,  you  will  think  I  am  the  cause  of  your  son's  death,  and 
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you  will  die  of  grief.  Do  you  wish  to  try  the  effect  of  my 
departure.  If  you  wish,  I  will  punish  myself  for  our  sin  by 
leaving  you  for  eight  days.  I  will  pass  them  in  any  retreat 
you  like.  In  the  abbey  of  Bray-le-Haut,  for  instance.  But 
swear  that  you  will  say  nothing  to  your  husband  during  my 
absence.  Remember  that  if  you  sp^ak  I  shall  never  be  able 
to  come  back." 

She  promised  and  he  left,  but  was  called  back  at  the  end  of 
two  days. 

"  It  is  impossible  for  me  to  keep  my  oath  without  you.  I 
shall  speak  to  my  husband  if  you  are  not  constantly  there  to 
enjoin  me  to  silence  by  your  looks.  Every  hour  of  this 
abominable  life  seems  to  last  a  day." 

Finally  heaven  had  pity  on  this  unfortunate  mother.  Little 
by  little  Stanislas  got  out  of  danger.  But  the  ice  was  broken. 
Her  reason  had  realised  the  extent  of  her  sin.  She  could  not 
recover  her  equilibrium  again.  Her  pangs  of  remorse  re- 
mained, and  were  what  they  ought  to  have  been  in  so  sincere 
a  heart.  Her  life  was  heaven  and  hell :  hell  when  she  did 
not  see  Julien  ;  heaven  when  she  was  at  his  feet. 

"  I  do  not  deceive  myself  any  more,"  she  would  say  to  him, 
even  during  the  moments  when  she  dared  to  surrender  herself 
to  his  full  love.  "  I  am  damned,  irrevocably  damned.  You 
are  young,  heaven  may  forgive  you,  but  I,  I  am  damned. 
I  know  it  by  a  certain  sign.  I  am  afraid,  who  would  not  be 
afraid  at  the  sight  of  hell  ?  but  at  the  bottom  of  my  heart  I 
do  not  repent  at  all.  I  would  commit  my  sin  over  again  if  I 
had  the  oppo.t  nity.  If  heaven  will  only  forbear  to  punish 
me  in  this  worid  and  through  my  children,  I  shall  have  more 
than  I  deserve.  But  you,  at  any  rate,  my  Julien,"  she  would 
cry  at  other  moments,  "  are  you  happy  ?  Do  you  think  I  love 
you  enough  ?  " 

The  suspiciousness  and  morbid  pride  of  Julien,  who  needed, 
above  all,  a  self-sacrificing  love,  altogether  vanished  when  he 
saw  at  every  hour  of  the  day  so  great  and  indisputable  a 
sacnfice.  He  adored  Madame  de  Renal.  "It  makes  no 
difference  her  being  noble,  and  my  being  a  labourer's  son. 
She  loves  me  ....  she  does  not  regard  me  as  a  valet  charged 
»!th  the  funrHons  of  a  lover."  That  fear  once  dismissed, 
Juhen  fell  into  all  the  madness  of  love,  into  all  its  deadly 
uncertainties. 
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"  At  any  rate,"  she  would  cry,  seeing  his  doubts  of  her  love, 
"  let  me  feel  quite  happy  during  the  three  days  we  still  have 
together.  Let  us  make  haste ;  )erhaps  to-morrow  wil!  be  too 
late.  If  heaven  strikes  me  through  my  children,  it  will  be  in 
vain  that  I  shall  try  only  to  live  to  love  you,  and  to  bi  blind 
to  the  fact  that  it  is  my  crime  which  has  killed  them.  I  could 
not  survive  that  blow.  Even  if  I  wished  I  could  not ;  I  should 
go  mad." 

"Ah,  if  only  I  could  take  your  sin  on  myself  as  you  so 
generously  offered  to  take  Stanislas'  burning  fever  ! " 

This  great  moral  crisis  changed  the  character  of  the  senti- 
ment which  united  Julien  and  his  mistress.  His  love  was  no 
longer  simply  admiration  for  her  beauty,  and  the  pride  of 
possessing  her. 

Henceforth  their  happiness  was  of  a  quite  superior  character. 
The  flame  which  consumed  them  was  more  intense.  They 
had  transports  filled  with  madness.  Judged  by  the  worldly 
standard  their  happiness  would  have  appeared  intensified. 
Bu-  they  no  longer  found  that  delicious  serenity,  that  cloudless 
happiness,  that  facile  joy  of  the  first  period  of  their  love,  when 
Madame  de  Renal's  only  fear  was  that  Julien  did  not  love  her 
enough.  Their  happiness  had  at  times  the  complexion  of 
crime. 

In  their  happiest  and  apparently  their  most  tranquil 
moments,  Madame  de  Renal  would  suddenly  cry  out,  "  Oh, 
great  God,  I  see  hell,"  as  she  pressed  Julien's  hand  with  a 
convulsive  grasp.  "What  horrible  tortures!  I  have  well 
deserved  them."  Sne  grasped  him  and  hung  on  to  him  lik. 
ivy  onto  a  wall. 

Julien  would  try  in  vain  to  calm  that  agitated  soul.  She 
would  take  his  hand,  cover  it  with  kisses.  Then,  relapsing 
into  a  gloomy  reverie,  she  would  say,  "  Hell  itself  would  be  a 
blessing  for  me.  I  should  still  have  some  days  to  pass  with 
him  on  this  earth,  but  hell  on  earth,  the  death  of  my  children. 
Still,  perhaps  my  crime  will  be  forgiven  me  at  that  price.  Oh, 
great  God,  do  not  grant  me  my  pardon  at  so  great  a  price. 
These  poor  children  have  in  no  way  transgressed  against  You. 
I,  I  am  the  only  culprit.  I  love  a  man  who  is  not  ray 
husband." 

Julien  subsequently  saw  Madame  de  ROiial  attain  v.h-t  were 
apparently  moments  of  tranquillity.      She  was  endeavouring 
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to  control  herself;  she  did  not  wish  to  poison  the  life  of  the 
man  she  loved.  They  found  the  days  pass  with  the  rapidity 
of  lightning  amid  these  aHernating  moods  of  love,  remorse, 
and  voluptuousness.     Julien  lost  the  habit  of  reflecting. 

Mademoiselle  Elisa  went  to  attend  to  a  little  lawsuit  which 
she  had  at  Verrieres.  She  found  Valenod  very  piqued  against 
Julien.  She  hated  the  tutor  and  would  often  speak  about 
him. 

"  You  will  ruin  me,  Monsieur,  if  I  tell  the  truth,"  she  said 
one  day  to  Valenod.  "  All  masters  have  an  understanding 
amongst  themselves  with  regard  to  matters  of  importance.  There 
are  certain  disclosures  which  poor  servants  are  never  forgiven." 

After  these  stereotyped  phrases,  which  his  curiosity 
managed  to  cut  short.  Monsieur  Valenod  received  some  in- 
formation extremely  mortifying  to  his  self-conceit. 

This  woman,  who  was  the  most  distinguished  in  the  district, 
the  woman  on  whom  he  had  lavished  so  much  attention  in 
the  last  six  years,  and  made  no  secret  of  it,  more  was  the  pity, 
this  woman  who  was  so  proud,  whose  disdain  had  put  him  to 
tht  blush  times  without  number,  had  just  taken  for  her  lover 
a  little  workman  masquerading  as  a  tutor.  And  to  fill  the 
cup  of  his  jealousy,  Madame  de  Renal  adored  that  lover. 

"And,"  added  the  housemaid  with  a  sigh,  "Julien  did  not 
put  himself  out  at  all  to  make  his  conquest,  his  manner  was 
as  cold  as  ever,  even  with  Madame." 

Elisa  had  only  become  certain  in  the  country,  but  she 
believed  that  this  intrigue  dated  from  much  further  back. 
"That  is  no  doubt  the  reason,"  she  added  spitefully,  "why  he 
refused  to  marry  me.  And  to  think  what  a  fool  I  was  when  I 
went  to  consult  Madame  de  Renal  and  begged  her  to  speak 
to  the  tutor." 

The  very  same  evening,  M.  de  Renal  received  from  the 
town,  together  with  his  paper,  a  long  anonymous  letter  which 
apprised  him  in  the  greatest  detail  of  what  was  taking  place 
in  his  house.  Julien  saw  him  pale  as  he  read  this  letter 
written  on  blue  paper,  and  look  at  him  with  a  malicious  ex- 
pression. During  all  that  evening  the  mayor  failed  to  throw 
off  his  trouble.  It  was  in  vain  that  Julien  paid  him  court  by 
asking  for  explanations  about  the  genealogy  of  the  best 
tamilies  in  Burgundy. 
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Do  not  give  dalliance 

Too  much  the  rein  ;  the  strongest  oaths  are  straw 

To  the  fire  i'  the  blood. — Tempest. 

As  they  left  the  drawing-room  about  midnight,  Julien  had  time 
to  say  to  his  love, 

"  Don't  let  us  see  each  other  to-night.  Your  husband  has 
suspicions.  I  would  swear  that  that  big  letter  he  read  with  a 
sigh  was  an  anonymous  letter." 

Fortunately,  Julien  locked  himself  into  his  room.  Madame 
de  Renal  had  the  mad  idea  that  this  warning  was  only  a  pre- 
text for  not  seeing  her.  She  absolutely  lost  her  head,  and 
came  to  his  door  at  the  accustomed  hour.  Julien,  who  had 
heard  the  noise  in  the  corridor,  immediately  blew  out  his 
lamp.  Someone  was  trying  to  open  the  door.  Was  it 
Madame  de  R^nal  ?    Was  it  a  jealous  husband  ? 

Very  early  next  morning  the  cook,  who  liked  Julien,  brought 
him  a  book,  on  the  cover  of  which  he  read  these  words  written 
in  Italian  :  Guardate  alia  pagina  130. 

Julien  shuddered  at  the  imprudence,  looked  for  page  130, 
and  found  pinned  to  it  the  following  letter  hastily  written, 
bathed  with  tears,  and  full  of  spelling  mistakes.  Madame 
de  Renal  was  usually  very  correct.  He  was  touched  by  this 
circumstance,  and  somewhat  forgot  the  awfulness  of  the 
indiscretion. 

"  So  you  did  not  want  to  receive  me  to-night  ?  There  are 
moments  when  I  think  that  I  have  never  read  down  to  the 
depths  of  your  soul.  Your  looks  frighten  me.  I  am  afraid  of 
you.      Great  God!   perhaps  you  have  never  loved  me?    In 
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that  case  let  my  husband  discover  my  love,  and  shut  me  ud 
in  a  prison  in  the  country  far  away  from  my  children.  Perhaos 
God  wills  it  so.  I  shall  die  soon,  but  you  will  have  proved 
yourself  a  monster.  i/«w»cu 

"Do  you  not  love  me  ?     Are  you  tired  of  my  fits  of  folly 
and  of  remorse,  you  wicked  man  ?     Do  you  wish  to  ruin  me  ? 
I  will  show  you  an  easy  way.     Go  and  show  this  letter  to  all 
Vemeres,  or  rather  show  it  to  M.  Valenod.     Tell  him  that  I 
love  you,  nay,  do  not  utter  such  a  blasphemy,  tell  him  I  adore 
you,  that  it   was  only  on  the  day  I   saw  you   that   my  life 
commenced ;  that  even  in  the  maddest  moments  of  my  youth 
never  even  dreamt  of  the  happiness  that  I  owe  to  you,  that 
I  have  sacrificed  my  life  to  you  and  that  I  am  sacrificing  my 
soul.     You  know  that  I  am  sacrificing  much  more.     But  does 
that  man  know  the  meaning  of  sacrifice  ?     Tell  him    I  sav 
simply  to  irritate  him,  that  1  will  defy  all  evil  tongues,  Ihat  the 
only  misfortune  for  me  in  the  whole  world  would  be  to  witness 
any  change  in  the  only  man  who  holds  me  to  life      What  a 
happmess   it  would  be   to   me   to  lose  my  life,   to  offer  it 
chuSen    ^        ""^  """^  *°  ''^''^  "°  '°"ge'"  any  fear  for  my 

"Have  no  doubt  about  it,  dear  one,  if  it  is  an  anonymous 
etter, .  comes  from  that  odious  being  who  has  persecuted  me 
for  the  last  six  years  with  his  loud  voice,  his  stories  about  his 

n^ad^v^ntagt 

"  Is  there  an  anonymous  letter  ?     I  should  like  to  discuss 
that  question  with  you,  you  wicked  man;  but  no,  you  acted 
nghtly.     Clasping  you  m  my  arms  perhaps  for  the  last  time 
I  should  never  have  been  able  to  argue  as  coldly  as  I  do' 
now  that   I  am   alone.     From   this  moment  our  happiness 

Yes  on  those  days  when  you  haven't  received  some  amusing 
book  from  M  Fouque.  The  sacrifice  is  made;  to-mZow^ 
whether  there  is  or  whether  there  is  not  any  anon;mouTS 

myself  will  tell  my  husband  I  have  received  an  anonymou; 
et  er  and  that  it  is  necessary  to  give  you  a  golden  bridH 
once,  find   some  honourable  excuse,  and  send  you  back   to 
your  parents  without  delay.  ^  ^° 

"Alas,  dear  one,  we  are  going  to  be  separated  for  a  fortnight 
perhaps  a  month !     Go,  I  will  do  you  justice,  you  will  Sr 
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as  much  as  I,  but  anyway,  this  is  the  only  means  of  disposing 
of  this  anonymous  letter.  It  is  not  the  first  that  ray  husband 
has  received,  and  on  my  score  too.  Alas  !  how  I  used  to 
laugh  over  them  ! 

"  My  one  aim  is  to  make  my  husband  think  that  the 
letter  comes  from  M.  Valenod ;  I  have  no  doubt  that  he  is  its 
author.  If  you  leave  the  house,  make  a  point  of  establishing 
yourself  at  Verrieres ;  I  will  manage  that  my  husband  should 
think  of  passing  a  fortnight  there  in  order  to  prove  to  the 
foo!s  there  was  no  coldness  between  him  and  me.  Once  at 
Verrieres,  establish  ties  of  friendship  with  everyone,  even  with 
the  Liberals.  I  am  sure  that  all  their  ladies  will  seek  you 
out. 

"  Do  not  quarrel  with  M.  Valenod,  or  cut  off  his  ears,  as  you 
said  you  would  one  day.  Try,  on  the  contrary,  to  ingratiate 
yourself  with  him.  The  essential  point  is  that  it  should  be 
notorious  in  Verrieres  that  you  are  going  to  enter  the  house 
hold  either  of  Valenod  or  of  someone  else  to  take  charge  of 
the  children's  education. 

"  That  is  what  my  husband  will  never  put  up  with.  If  he 
does  feel  bound  to  resign  himself  to  it,  well,  at  any  rate,  you 
will  be  living  in  Verrieres  and  I  shall  be  seeing  you  sometimes. 
My  children,  who  love  you  so  much,  will  go  and  see  you. 
Great  God  !  I  feel  that  I  love  my  children  all  the  more 
because  they  love  you.  How  is  all  this  going  to  end  ?  I  am 
wandering  .  .  .  Anyway  you  understand  your  line  of  conduct. 
Be  nice,  poUte,  but  not  in  any  way  disdainful  to  those 
coarse  persons.  I  ask  you  on  my  knees  ;  they  will  be  the 
arbiters  of  our  fate.  Do  not  fear  for  a  moment  but  that,  so 
far  as  you  are  concerned,  my  husband  wii]  conform  to  what 
public  opinion  lays  down  for  iiim. 

"  It  is  you  who  will  supply  me  with  the  asani-moc-  letter. 
Equip  yourself  with  patience  and  a  pair  2  scasjrs.  cut  out 
from  a  book  the  words  which  you  will  aa:.  :asr.  aii±  them 
with  the  mouth-glue  on  to  the  leaf  of  iafflse  naper  wtacb  I  am 
sending  you.  It  comes  to  nit  rum  L.  v^atmoc  Be  on  your 
guard  against  a  search  in  yuur  rogat  mrrrr-  t^^  ^^^  of  the 
book  which  you  are  going  ti  msniitii;.  If  fra.  ac  not  and 
the  words  ready-made,  have  ac  3*ti~~5»  m  'i_  »*  ly,  j=.-f--r 
by  letter.     I  have  made  the  anon«anoiii  .ster  sso  ^taat. 
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,  .  Anonymous  Letter. 

'  Madame, 

All  your  little  goings-on  are  known,  but  the  persons 
mterested  m  stoppmg  have  been  warned.  I  still  have  suEnt 
friendship  left  for  you  to  urge  you  to  cease  all  relations  w,Th  The 

'"  Vf ''^"!i,  /^/°"  ^'l  '^"'•'''^  «"0"^h  to  do  this,  your  husband 
will  beheve  that  the  notification  he  has  received  is  misleading  aSd 
he  will  be  left  m  his  illusion.  Remember  that  I  have  your  sicret  • 
tremble,  unhappy  woman,  you  must  now  wali  j/ra/^^/s/before  me.' 

"As  soon  as  you  have  finished  glueing  together  the  words 
that  make  up  this  letter  (have  you  recognised  the  director's 
special   style  of  speech)  leave  the  house,  I    will  meet  you 
I  will  go  into  the  village  and  come  back  with  a  troubled 

frit  C^A  '  wl"f  °'-  ?'/  ^  '^""  ^^  '^'y  '""^'^  troubled. 
Great  God  !     What  a  risk  I  run,  and  all  because  you  thought 

you  guessed  an  anonymous  letter.  Finally,  looking  very  much 
upset,  I  shall  give  this  letter  to  my  husband  and  say  thTt^ 
unknown  man  handed  it  to  me.  As  for  you,  no  for  a  walk 
with  the  children,  on  the  road  to  the  great  wo^ds.  and  do  not 
come  back  before  dinner-time.  .      "  uu  iiui 

"You  will  be  able  to  see  the  tower  of  the  dovecot  from  the 
top  of  the  rocks.     If  things  go  well  for  us,  I  will  place  a  white 

^'!::Ti:''''' '-  ^-^  ^^  ^'^  — y-  ^^-e  wm  be 

/f^n^'^^^^^'i"'''"'  ""!"  "°'  y°"'  ^^^''  fi"d  out  some  means 
of  telling  me  that  you  love  me  before  you  leave  for  that  walk 
Whatever  happens,  be  certain  of  one  thing:    I  shall   neve 
survive  our  final  separation  by  a  single  day       Oh    you  bad 

::^fu len"J  t d  ^^  ?f  IV'  '"^  -^-/thos^tVHordt 
fh?nt  nJ  T°u"°*  feel  them,  at  this  moment  I  can  onlJ 

think  of  you.      I  have  only  written  them  so  as  not  to  be 
amed  by  you,  but  what  is  the  good  .f  deception  now  that  I 
ind  myself  face  to  face  with  losing  you?     Yes    let  mv  sm,l 

of  Sne     ^CnV^^K^'"'^^  ^"""'""?  °"^y  '°°  '""•^h  in  this  life 

havrnn;  fU  V  \  '^'7  ^°"  '^  y°"  '°^^  "«  "o  "'ore.  I 
have  not  the  time  to  read  over  my  letter.  It  is  a  small  thine 
in  my  eyes  to  pay  for  the  happy  days  that  I  have  juTpS 
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Alas,  our  frailty  is  the  cause,  not  we  ; 

For  such  as  we  are  made  of,  such  we  be.  —  Twelfth  Night. 

It  was  with  a  childish  pleasure  that  for  a  whole  hour  Julien 
put  the  words  together.  As  he  came  out  of  his  room,  he  met 
his  pupils  with  their  mother.  She  took  the  letter  with  a 
simplicity  and  a  courage  whose  calmness  terrified  him. 

"  Is  the  mouth-glue  dry  enough  yet  ?  "  she  asked  him. 

"And  is  this  the  woman  who  was  so  maddened  by  remorse?" 
he  thought.  "  What  are  her  plans  at  this  moment  ?  "  He 
was  too  proud  to  ask  her,  but  she  had  never  perhaps  pleased 
him  more. 

"  If  this  turns  out  badly,"  she  added  with  the  same  coolness, 
"  I  shall  be  deprived  of  everything.  Take  charge  of  this,  and 
bury  it  in  some  place  of  the  mountain.  It  will  perhaps  one 
day  be  my  only  resource." 

She  gave  him  a  glass  case  in  red  morocco  filled  with 
gold  and  some  diamonds. 

"  Now  go,"  she  said  to  him. 

She  kissed  the  children,  embracing  the  youngest  twice. 
Julien  remained  motionless.  She  left  him  at  a  rapid  pace 
without  looking  at  him. 

From  the  moment  that  M.  de  Renal  had  opened  the  anony- 
mous letter  his  life  had  been  awful.  He  had  not  been  so  agitated 
since  a  duel  which  he  had  just  missed  having  in  1816,  and 
to  do  him  justice,  the  prospect  of  receiving  a  bullet  -vould 
have  made  him  less  unhappy.  He  scrutinised  the  letter  from 
every  standpoint.  "  Is  that  not  a  woman's  handwriting  ?  "  he 
said  to  himself.  In  that  case,  what  woman  had  written  it? 
He  reviewed  all  those  whom  he  knew  at  Vern^res  without 


DIALOGUE  WITH  A  MASTER  ,,9 

being  able  to  fix  his  suspicions  on  any  one     rmiW  »  r».^ 
have  dictated  that  letter^?      who  was'  that'  m an  ?      Equal 
uncertainty  on  this  point.     The  majority  of  his  acquaintances 
were  jealous  of  h,m,  and.  no  doubt,  hated  him  ^^  I  mus 
consult  my  wife."  he  said  to  himself  through  habit,  as  he  go 
up  from  the  arm-chair  in  which  he  had  collapsed.  ^ 

-Great  God  !     he  said  aloud  before  he  got  up,  striking  his 

if^hJ       ''  '^  *''°^"  ^"  °f  *hom  I  must  be  dist  uftfu 
At  (he  present  moment  she  is  my  enemv  "  and  f^lrl  <! 
into  his  eyes  through  sheer  anger  ^'  ^"'  ^""^ 

By  a  poetic    justice  for  that  hardness    of   heart  which 

rmTdl  V'°ir'^'^!*  °f  shrewdness,  the  two  met 
whom  M  de  Renal  feared  the  most  at  the  present  mom^n^ 
were  his  two  most  intimate  friends.  present  moment 

"I  have  ten  friends  perhaps  after  those,"  and  he  passed 

S  irP^""'  ^'T"«  '^^  ^'^''^  °f  consolation  which  he 
co.Jd  get  from  each  one.      «•  AH  of  them,  all  of  them  "  he 

exclaimed  ma  rage,  "will  derive  the  most  supreme  pWe 
from  my  awful  experience."  "H'^uic  pleasure 

As  luck  would  have  it,'he  thought  himself  envied,  and  not 

wth"L"k?nTof  """"Lh""  '?  ^"P^'^  ^-"  --^-  in 
wnicn  tne  king  of had  recentiy  spent  the  night  and  thn.: 

c'^st"'^°v"  '"  ""^"""8  honourrhe  had  decorated  his 
chateau  at  Vergy  extremely  well.  The  facade  was  n^in^H 
white  and  the  windows  adoried  with  fine  gre?n  shmters      S^ 

STaTwaVthi^Srch^^'  ^'^  ^'°"«^^  ofX tScen"^ 
ine  tact  was  that  this  chateau  was  seen  from  three  or  fo..r 

Sf  A?  *^"  «'"^'  P^^j"^'^«  of  ^"  the  country  house   o 
^led  chateaux  of  the  neighbourhood,  which  had  been  lef 
in  the  humble  grey  colour  given  them  by  time 
tJ' M  T  pf  .°^  his  friends  on  whose   pity  and  whose 
Sh       K  .    K^""'   '°"'^  '°""^'  '^^  churchwarden  of  the 

s^arh^e;:::Zs^t:^::;y^;si.j^e-^'^£ 

■trStLT^"*^'^  ^°  ---"'^  excS  with^a^e^ 

Is^ftl^lf  fu"  ff  '^'''  t^Iy  pitiable  man  to  himself 
whom  r        ^'''".^^  ^'^^^  "°  f"«"d  in  my  misfortune  of 

Those  were  ihenL^ff?      c^^  ^^-i'^-'ned  with  bitterness, 
nose  were  the  names  of  two  friends  of  his  childhood  whom 
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he  had  dropped  owing  to  his  snobbery  in  1814.  They  were 
not  noble,  and  he  had  wished  to  change  the  footing  of  equality 
on  which  they  had  been  living  with  him  since  their  childhood. 

One  of  them,  Falcoz,  a  paper  merchant  of  Verri^res,  and  a 
man  of  intellect  and  spirit,  had  bought  a  printing  press  in  the 
chief  town  of  the  department  and  undertaken  the  production 
of  a  journal.  The  priestly  congregation  had  resolved  to  ruin 
him;  his  journal  had  been  condemned,  and  he  had  been 
deprived  of  his  printer's  diploma.  In  these  sad  circumstances 
he  ventured  to  write  to  M.  de  Renal  for  the  first  time  for  ten 
years.  The  mayor  of  Verri^res  thought  it  his  duty  to  answer 
in  the  old  Roman  style  :  "  If  the  King's  Minister  were  to  do 
me  the  honour  of  consulting  me,  I  should  say  to  him,  ruin 
ruthlessly  all  the  provincial  printers,  and  make  printing  a 
monopoly  like  tobacco."  M.  de  Renal  was  horrified  to 
remember  the  terms  of  this  letter  to  an  intimate  friend  whom 
all  Verri^res  had  once  admired,  "  Who  would  have  said  that 
I,  with  my  rank,  my  fortune,  my  decorations,  would  ever 
come  to  regret  it?"  It  was  in  these  transports  of  rage, 
directed  now  agamst  himself,  now  against  all  his  surroundings, 
that  he  passed  an  awful  night ;  but,  fortunately,  it  never 
occurred  to  him  to  spy  on  his  wife. 

•'I  am  accustomed  to  Louise,"  he  said  to  himself,  "she 
knows  all  my  affairs.  If  I  were  free  to  marry  to  morrow,  I 
should  not  find  anyone  to  take  her  place."  Then  he  began 
to  plume  himself  on  the  idea  that  his  wife  was  innocent. 
This  point  of  view  did  not  require  any  manifestation  of 
character,  and  suited  him  much  better.  "How  many 
calumniated  women  has  one  not  seen  ?  " 

"  But,"  he  suddenly  exclaimed,  as  he  walked  about 
feverishly,  "  shall  I  put  up  with  her  making  a  fool  of  me  with 
her  lover  as  though  I  were  a  man  of  no  account,  some  mere 
ragamufiin  ?  Is  all  Verrieres  to  make  merry  over  my 
complaisance  ?  What  have  they  not  said  about  Charmier  (he 
was  a  husband  in  the  district  who  was  notoriously  deceived?) 
Was  there  not  a  smile  on  every  lip  at  the  mention  of  his 
name  ?  He  is  a  good  advocate,  but  whoever  said  anything 
about  his  talent  for  speaking  ?  '  Oh,  Charmier,'  they  say, 
•  Bernard's  Charmier,'  he  is  thus  designated  by  the  name  of 
the  man  who  disgraces  him." 

"  I  have  no  daughter,  thank  heaven,"  M.  de  Renal  would 


DIALOGUE  WITH  A  MASTER  ,3, 

say  at  other  times,  "and  the  way  in  which  t  «.«, 
punUh  the  mother  will  consequemfy  not t to  ha^fSft"?  '° 
children's  household.      I  could  s.,rnr;c»\k°  T?^^  *°  ^^ 
^th  my  wife  and  kill  them  bol;    n  tS  cl^%if  f  ^^""1 
the  situation   would   perhaps  do  awav  wffh     k      '^^^"^^  °^ 
element."    This  idea  appealed  to  him  ^  He  Li       grotesque 
aU  its  details.     «  The  ,SS  code  is  on  mf  side  and   'h  ?  '" 
happens  our  congregatbn  and  mv  fripLT!^  7u '  ^^  whatever 
me."    He  examined  Wsh^Un^knfe  '^"  ^"'y.  *'"  ^^^« 

but  the  idea  of  blood  frighteneS  Wm  ^  ""'  ^"'^"  ^'^^T^' 

nre'idrun^d^it  ^o^^.  ^oftrhr/.tu^wh:" '-'  °^^^^ 

whW,  its  chief  edSr  lerpri  rTh^H^  been  condemned,  and 
lose  his  place  of  six  ht'd^fr  n'f  a%t"'  ThT'^^  'k'" 
this  scribbler  has  d  /ed  to  show  hjLti/  •  .^^^^  ^^^  ^^^^ 
He  may  lampoon  rn^  ad^^iSyTndTnl  cr^wa"  SlTi^^^'ll 
be  impossible  to  bring  him  up  before  the  courN  ^  P^  k""" 
up  before  the  courts'  The  in«,W  M  »  u  ■»  •  ^""8  ^"° 
a  thousand  and  onTwavs  tL  h  J  hlc  i*  wH  insinuate  in 
well-born  man  who  kS  his  nUr.  1 1  T'^'"  '^^  *™*^-  ^ 
the  plebeians.  I  shaKeeX^me  t  all  thn'/  ''V^  'j  *" 
papers.      Oh.  my  God.  what'Se^tSs       To  see  t'h"/  ' 

r^  ?^^f"»'  PJ""g«d  in  the  m^ire  of  rldicufe  %T'^''' 
travel  I  shall  have  to  change  mv  name  WKo?.  V  i  '  ®^®'" 
name  which  is  my  glory  and  mv  s"re^ath  r  'abandon  that 
forse  than  that  ?  ^  strength.     Could  anything  be 

has' her'  tnMn '"BTs^t '^hr  '"  °"'  '"  ^"«--'  «he 

he  had  almost  determined  to  mo  Jl  ^  .  ^^  '*'*•''  '"oment 

view  of  the  fact  thira  slnnTl        ?:?  ''^"^'''  particularly  in 
his  good  frienS,  in  VerriS       *°"'^  °'''"'^'^''"  '^'^'^  J^^ «" 

too;;fro'me."^'HeragtS  °^  "^^  -'^^'  »^«  ^» 

ne  imagined  with  horror  what  liis  house 
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would  be  without  his  wife.  The  only  relative  he  had  was 
the  Marquise  of  R old,  stupid,  and  malicious. 

A  very  sensible  idea  occurred  to  him,  but  its  execution 
required  a  strength  of  character  considerably  superior  to  the 
small  amount  of  character  which  the  poor  man  possessed. 
•'  If  I  keep  my  wife,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  I  know  what  I 
shall  do  one  day ;  on  some  occasion  when  she  makes  me 
lose  patience,  I  shall  reproach  her  with  her  guilt.  She  is 
proud,  we  shall  quarrel,  and  all  this  will  happen  before  she 
has  inherited  her  aunt's  fortune.  And  how  they  will  all  make 
fun  of  me  then  !  My  wife  loves  her  children,  the  result  will 
be  that  everything  will  go  to  them.  But  as  for  me,  I  shall  be 
the  laughing-stock  of  Verri^res.  'What,'  they  will  say,  'he 
could  not  even  manage  to  revenge  himself  on  his  wife!' 
Would  it  not  be  better  to  leave  it  and  verify  nothing?  In 
that  case  I  tie  my  hands,  and  cannot  afterwards  reproach  her 
with  anything." 

An  instant  afterwards  M.  de  R^nal,  once  more  a  prey  to 
wounded  vanity,  set  himself  laboriously  to  recollect  all  the 
methods  of  procedure  mentioned  in  the  billiard-room  of  the 
Casino  or  the  Nobles'  Clnb  in  Verdures,  when  some  fine 
talker  interrupted  the  pool  to  divert  himself  at  the  expense  of 
some  deceived  husband.  How  cruel  these  pleasantries 
appeared  to  him  at  the  present  moment ! 

"  My  God,  why  is  my  wife  not  dead !  then  I  should  be 
impregnable  against  ridicule.  Why  am  I  not  a  widower  ?  I 
should  go  and  pass  six  months  in  Paris  in  the  best  society. 
After  this  moment  of  happiness  occasioned  by  the  idea  of 
widowerhood,  his  imagination  reverted  to  the  means  of 
assuring  himself  of  the  truth.  Should  he  put  a  slight  layer  of 
bran  before  the  door  of  Julien's  room  at  midnight  after 
everyone  had  gone  to  bed  ?  He  would  see  the  impression  of 
the  feet  in  the  following  morning. 

"  But  that's  no  good,"  he  suddenly  exclaimed  with  rage. 
"  That  inquisitive  Elisa  will  notice  it,  and  they  will  soon  know 
all  over  the  house  that  I  am  jealous." 

In  another  Casino  tale  a  husband  had  assured  himself  of  his 
misfortune  by  tying  a  hair  with  a  little  wax  so  that  it  shut  the 
dnnr  of  the  gallant  as  effectually  as  a  seal. 

After  so  many  hours  of  uncertainty  this  means  of  clearing 
up  his  fate  seemed  to  him  emphatically  the  best,  and  he  wm 


DIALOGUE  WITH  A  MASTER  ,33 

r' 

S'&f  ^^"f^^  himself  of  it  when,  in  one  of  the  turnings 
tJtj  T}^  cu"'  '^^  ^^'y  ^^'"^  *hom  he  would  like  fo 
t^H  „!!  ^^^'  ^^^  ^*'  ^°"'"g  back  from  the  village.  She 
had  gone  to  hear  mass  m  the  church  of  Vergy.  A  tradition 
exfremely  doubtful  in  the  eyes  of  the  cold  p&opher.  but  in 
which  she  believed,  alleges  that  the  little  church  was  once  the 

'5'P^'  f.^^'l  *=*^^'^*"  °f  ^"^^  Lord  of  Vergy.      Th"s   idea 
obsessed  Madame  de  R^nal  all  the  time  in  t'he  church  that 

na  tn  t     ,fl^  °"  'P^",*^^"«  '"  P^^^^^'    ^^e  kept  On  imagin- 
ing to  herself  the  spectacle  of  her  husband  killing  Tulien  when 

-:|fi£^wttS^.^r'v;5^^ 

o??n  K  °^P°'x?""y  °^  '^^^'"^  *°  him  after  this  fatal  quarter 
bv  his  ^nLlI^iJ"  'V^'u  '•^^^""able  person  who  is  governed 
by  his  mtellect.  In  that  case,  with  the  help  of  my  weak 
mtelligence,  I  could  anticipate  what  he  will  do  or  say.  He 
w^l  decide  our  common  fate.  He  has  the  power.  But  this 
SI     ?!u-     °"  .""y  adroitness,  on  my  skill  in  directiuK  the 

^4ifof  X^rj'r'r^  '"".'^^  by'his  rage  and  unab'leto 
see  bait  of  what  takes  place.  Great  God  !  I  need  talent  anH 
coolness,  where  shall  I  get  it  ?  " 

She  regained  her  calmness  as  though  by  maeic   and  sHp 
H??H'*^'„«f?'"  ^"^  ^^^  "^'^  husband' in  the' distance 
not  stpt  '"■  *"^  ^''°'^"'^*^  ^''''  ^'^^"^d  'hat  he  had 

JiL^^^'L^''^  *  '^""  *''h  a  broken  seal  but  folded.     As 
of  a  madmili°"'  °^'"'"^  '''  ^'  ^"'"'^  "'  ^'^  ^'^^  "'^^  the  eyes 

evillookt^mf  °'"i"'^'\**''"«'"  ''^^  '"^^  '°  him,  "  which  an 
evil  looking  man  who  makes  out  that  he  knows  you  and  is 

SndTh°''''P''?"  '°/°"'  ^^"'^^^  '°  "^^  ^«  I  -a«  passing 
behind  the  notary's  garden.     I  insist  on  one  thing  and  that  is 

«2fy-        M*dame  de   Renal  hastened  to   say  these  words 

Kr  hJ'";^'°^^'^  psychological  moment  In  orde; 
thei      herself  from  the  awful  prospect   of  having   to  say 

She  was  seized  wun  joy  on   seeing   that   which   she   was 
occasioning  to  her  husband.     She  reahsed  from  the  fixS  s^e 
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which   he  was  rivetting  on   her  that  Julien   had  surmised 
rightly. 

"  What  a  genius  he  is  to  be  so  brilliantly  diplomatic  instead 
of  succumbing  to  so  real  a  misfortune,"  she  thought.  "  He 
will  go  very  far  in  the  future  !  Alas,  his  successes  will  only 
make  him  forget  me." 

This  little  act  of  admiration  for  the  man  whom  she  adored 
quite  cured  her  of  her  trouble. 

She  congratulated  herself  on  her  tactics.     "  I  have  not  been 
unworthy  of  Julien,"  she  said  to  herself  with  a  sweet  an 
secret  pleasure. 

M.  de  Renal  kept  examining  the  second  anonymous  letter 
which  the  reader  may  remember  was  composed  of  printed 
words  glued  on  to  a  paper  verging  on  blue.  He  did  not  say 
a  word  for  fear  of  giving  himself  away.  "  They  still  make  fun 
of  me  in  every  possible  way,"  said  M.  de  R^nal  to  himself, 
overwhelmed  mth  exhaustion.  "Still  more  new  insults  to 
examine  and  all  the  time  on  accouut  of  my  wife."  He  was 
on  the  point  of  heaping  on  her  the  coarsest  insults  He  was 
barely  checked  by  the  prospects  of  the  Besan9on  legacy. 
Consumed  by  the  need  of  venting  his  feelings  on  something, 
he  crumpled  up  the  paper  of  the  second  anonymous  letter  and 
began  to  walk  about  with  huge  strides.  He  needed  to  get 
away  from  his  wife.  A  few  moments  afterwards  he  came 
back  to  her  in  a  quieter  frame  of  mind. 

"  The  thing  is  to  take  some  definite  line  and  send  Julien 
away,"  she  said  immediately,  "  after  all  it  is  only  a  labourer's 
son.  You  will  compensate  him  by  a  few  crowns  and  besides 
he  is  clever  and  will  easily  manage  to  find  a  place,  with  M. 
Valenod  for  example,  or  with  the  sub-prefect  De  Maugiron 
who  both  have  children.  In  that  way  you  will  not  be  doing 
him  any  wrong.    .    .    ." 

"  There  you  go  talking  like  the  fool  that  you  are,"  exclaimed 
M.  de  R^nal  in  a  terrible  voice.  "  How  can  one  hope  that  a 
woman  will  show  any  good  sense  ?  You  never  bother  yourself 
about  common  sense.  How  can  you  ever  get  to  know  any- 
thing ?  Your  indifferenc*:  and  your  idleness  give  you  no 
energy  except  for  hunting  those  miserable  butterflies,  which 
we  are  unfortunate  to  have  in  our  houses." 

Madame  de  R6nal  let  him  speak  and  he  spoke  for  a  long 
time,    //e  was  vaorking  off  his  anger ^  to  use  the  local  expression. 
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"Monsieur"  she  answered  him  at  last,   «« I  sneak  as  a 

rX  t\^f^  ^''"  °"''^g^^  ^"  ^'^  honour,  tha^^o  L 
in  what  she  holds  most  precious  "  1       t  »  10  say, 

Madame  de  Renal  preserved  an  unalterable  sane-froid 
during  a^l  this  painful  conversation  on  the  result  of  whth 
depended  the  possibility  of  still  living  under  tielmerc^ft 
Juhen  She  sought  for  the  ideas  which  she  th^^J  most 
adapted  to  guide  her  husband's  blind  anger  into  a  safe  cLrel 
She  h  >d  been  insensible  to  all  the  insulting  impSons  whkh 
he  hau  addressed  to  her.  She  was  not  listening  to  them  she 
w^^then  thinking  about  Julien.     "Will  he  be' p^llsed  '^h 

"This  little  peasant  whom  we  have  loaded  with  attPnt,-«„e 

te,  "but  he  IS  none  the  less  the  occasion  of  the  6m  affront 
Itat  I  have  ever  received.     Monsieur,   .hen   I  riad   this 

J^usr^;^  "t  tr.ti  tLS'h°u^t°(;s: 

I  can  assure  you."  verrieres 

"It  is  true,  the  degree  of  prosperity  in  which  your  nrudent 
management  has  succeeded  in  placing  you  yourself  vour 
arniy  and  the  town  is  the  subject  of  generll  env^  '  We"l 
Iw.ll  urge  Juhen  to  ask  you  for  a  holiday  to  io  and'  soend 
he  month  with  that  wood-merchant  of  the  mounSnsTfit 
friend  to  be  sure  for  this  little  labourer  "  '"°""^'"s,  a  fit 

faJ'il'"'^  r"r  ^°  "°'h'"8  at  all,"  resumed  M.  de  Renal  with  a 
iak^to  h  ^'^^^'^^^y- ,  "  I  particularly  insist  on  you  not 
speakmg  to  him  You  will  put  him  into  a  temper  and  make 
h.m  quarrel  with  me.  You  know  to  what  extent  th^  Ti?tl^ 
gentleman  is  always  spoiling  for  a  quarrel."  "'^ 

"  HeiVn^  '"^!i  ^^'  "?  '^^''"  '■^^"'"^d  Madame  de  Renal 

^^So:ii.VeT:::'''z^^^  -^  bottom 

"Wli^dSll;^^^'^?^.^^'"-)'^^-- inordinately. 
"Not  exactly,  he  always  talked  of  the  vocation  which  caUs 
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him  to  the  holy  ministry,  but  believe  me,  the  first  vocation 
for  those  lower-class  people  is  getting  their  bread  and  butter. 
He  gave  me  to  understand  that  he  was  quite  aware  of  her 
secret  visits." 

"And  I — I  was  ignorant,"  exclaimed  M.  de  Renal,  growing 
as  angry  as  before  and  accentuating  his  words.  "  Things  take 
place  in  my  house  which  I  know  nothing  about.  .  .  .  What ! 
has  there  been  anything  between  Elisa  and  Valenod  ?  " 

"  Oh,  that's  old  history,  my  dear,"  said  Madame  de  Renal 
with  a  smile,  "  and  perhaps  no  harm  has  come  of  it.  It  was 
at  the  time  when  your  good  friend  Valenod  would  not  have 
minded  their  thinking  at  Verri^res  that  a  perfectly  platonic 
httle  affection  was  growing  up  between  him  and  me." 

"I  had  that  idea  once  myself,"  exclaimed  M.  de  Renal, 
furiously  striking  his  head  as  he  progressed  from  discovery  to 
discovery,  '•  and  you  told  me  nothing  about  it." 

"  Should  one  set  two  friends  by  the  ears  on  account  of  a 
little  fit  of  vanity  on  the  part  of  our  dear  director  ?  What 
society  woman  has  not  had  addressed  to  her  a  few  letters 
which  were  both  extremely  witty  and  even  a  little  gallant  ?  " 

"  He  has  written  to  you  ?  " 

"  He  writes  a  great  deal." 

"  Show  me  those  letters  at  once,  I  order  you,"  and  M.  de 
Renal  pulled  himself  up  to  his  six  feet. 

"  I  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  he  was  answered  with  a 
sweetness  verging  on  indifference.  "I  will  show  you  them 
one  day  when  you  are  in  a  better  frame  of  mind." 

"This  very  instant,  odds  life,"  exclaimed  M.  de  Renal, 
transported  with  rage  and  yet  happier  than  he  had  been  for 
twelve  hours. 

"Will  you  swear  to  me,"  said  Madame  de  Renal  quite 
gravely,  "  never  to  quarrel  with  the  director  of  the  workhouse 
about  these  letters  ?  " 

"  Quarrel  or  no  quarrel,  I  can  take  those  foundlings  away 
from  him,  but,"  he  cor  tinued  furiously,  "  I  want  those  letters 
at  once.     Where  are  they  ?  " 

"  In  a  drawer  in  my  secretary,  but  I  shall  certainly  not  give 
you  the  key." 

"  I'll  manage  to  break  it,"  he  cried,  running  towards  his 
wife's  room. 

He  did  break  in  fact  with  a  bar  of  iron  a  costly  secretary  of 
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veined  mahogany  which  came  from  Paris  and  which  he  had 
often  been  accustomed  to  wipe  with  the  nap  of  his  coat,  when 
he  thought  he  had  detected  a  spot. 

Madame  de  Renal  had  climbed  up  at  a  run  the  hundred 
and  twenty  steps  of  the  dovecot.  She  tied  the  corner  of  a 
white  handkerchief  to  one  of  the  bars  of  iron  of  the  httle 
wmdow.  She  was  the  happiest  of  women.  With  tears  in  her 
eyes  she  looked  towards  the  great  mountain  forest.  «•  Doubt- 
less,^ she  said  to  herself,  "Julien  is  watching  for  this  happy 

She  listened  attentively  for  a  long  time  and  then  she  cursed 
Uie  monotonous  noise  of  the  grasshopper  and  the  song  of  the 
birds.  Had  it  not  been  for  that  importunate  noise,  a  cry  of 
joy  starting  from  the  big  rocks  could  have  arrived  here" 
Her  greedy  eye  devoured  that  immense  slope  of  dark 
verdure  which  was  as  level  as  a  meadow. 

"Why  isn't  he  clever  enough,"  she  said  to  herself,  quite 
overcome.  "  to  invent  some  signal  to  tell  me  that  his  happiness 
IS  equal  to  mine?"  She  only  came  down  from  the  dovecot 
for  her      *^^  ^"ghtened  of  her  husband  coming  there  to  look 

She  found  him  furious.  He  was  perusing  the  soothine 
phrases  of  M.  de  Valenod  and  reading  them  with  an  emotion 
to  which  they  were  but  little  used. 

"I  always  come  back  to  the  same  idea,"  said  Madame  de 
Kena  seizing  a  moment  when  a  pause  in  her  husband's 
ejaculations  gave  her  the  possibility  of  getting  heard.  "  It  is 
necessary  for  Julien  to  travel.  Whatever  talent  he  may  have 
or  Latin,  he  is  only  a  peasant  after  all,  often  coarse  and 
lacking  in  tact.  Thinking  to  be  polite,  he  addresses  inflated 
compliments  to  me  every  day,  which  are  in  bad  taste  He 
learns  them  by  heart  out  of  some  novel  or  other." 

"He  never  reads  one."  exclaimed  M.  de  Renal.  "I  am 
assured  of  it  Do  you  think  that  I  am  the  master  of  a  house 
Who  IS  so  blmd  as  to  be  ignorant  of  what  takes  place  in  his 
own  home. 

"Well,  if  he  doesn't  read  these  droll  compliments  anywhere, 
he  invents  them,  and  that's  all  the  worse  so  far  as  he  is 
concerned.  He  must  have  talked  about  me  in  this  tone  in 
S'II.k"!?  l^j^*P%*'tho"t  going  so  far,"  said  Madame 
Kenal  with  the  idea  of  making  a  discovery,  "  he  may  have 
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talked  in  the  same  strain  to  Elisa,  which  is  almost  the  same 
as  if  he  had  said  it  to  M.  Valenod." 

"Ah,"  exclaimed  M.  de  Renal,  shaking  the  table  and  the 
room  with  one  of  the  most  violent  raps  ever  made  by  a  human 
fist.  "The  anonymous  printed  letter  and  Valenod's  letters 
are  written  on  the  same  paper." 

"  At  last,"  thought  Madame  de  Renal.  She  pretended  to 
be  overwhelmed  at  this  discovery,  and  without  having  the 
courage  to  add  a  single  word,  went  and  sat  down  some  way 
off  on  the  divan  at  the  bottom  of  the  drawing-room. 

From  this  point  the  battle  was  won.  She  had  a  great  deal 
of  trouble  in  preventing  M.  de  Renal  from  going  to  speak  to 
the  supposed  author  of  the  anonymous  letter.  "  What,  can't 
you  see  that  making  a  scene  with  M.  Valenod  without  sufficient 
proof  would  be  the  most  signal  mistake?  You  are  envied, 
Monsieur,  and  who  is  responsible  ?  Your  talents :  your  wise 
management,  your  tasteful  buildings,  the  dowry  which  I  have 
brought  you,  and  above  all,  the  substantial  legacy  which  we 
are  entitled  to  hope  for  from  my  good  aunt,  a  legacy,  the 
importance  of  which  is  inordinately  exaggerated,  have  made 
you  into  the  first  person  in  Verrieres." 

"  You  are  forgetting  my  birth,"  said  M.  de  Renal,  smiling  a 
httle.  ^ 

"  You  are  one  of  the  most  distinguished  gentlemen  in  the 
province,"  replied  Madame  de  Renal  emphatically.  "  If  the 
king  were  free  and  could  give  birth  its  proper  due,  you  would 
no  doubt  figure  in  the  Chamber  of  Peers,  etc.  And  being  in 
this  magnificent  position,  you  yet  wish  to  give  the  envious  a 
fact  to  take  hold  of." 

"To  speak  about  this  anonymous  letter  to  M.  Valenod  is 
equivalent  to  proclaiming  over  the  whole  of  Verrieres,  nay, 
over  the  whole  of  Besan^on,  over  the  whole  province  that  this 
little  bourgeois  who  has  been  admitted  perhaps  imprudently  to 
intimacy  with  a  Rinal,  has  managed  to  offend  him.  At  the 
time  when  those  letters  which  you  have  just  taken  prove  that 
I  have  reciprocated  M.  Valenod's  love,  you  ought  to  kill  me. 
I  should  have  deserved  it  a  hundred  times  over,  but  not  to 
show  him  your  anger.  Remember  that  all  our  neighbours  are 
only  waiting  for  an  excuse  to  revenge  themselves  for  your 
superiority.  Remember  that  in  1816  you  had  a  hand  in 
certain  arrests. 
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"I  think  that  you  show  neither  consideration  nor  love  for 
me,  exclaimed  M.  de  Renal  with  all  the  bitterness  evoked  by 
such  a  memory,  "  and  I  was  not  made  a  peer." 

"  I  am  thinking,  my  dear,"  resumed  Madame  de  R^nal  with 
a  smile,  "  that  I  shall  be  richer  than  you  are,  that  I  have  been 
your  companion  for  twelve  years,  and  that  by  virtue  of  those 
quahfications  I  am  entitled  to  have  a  voice  in  the  council 
and,  above  all,  in  to-day's  business.  If  you  prefer  M.  Julien 
to  me,  she  added,  with  a  touch  of  temper  which  was  but 
thuily  disguised,  "I  am  ready  to  go  and  pass  a  winter  with 
my  aunt.  These  words  proved  a  lucky  shot.  They  possessed 
a  firmness  which  endeavoured  to  clothe  itself  with  courtesy. 
It  decided  M  de  R^nal,  but  following  the  provincial  custom, 
he  still  thought  for  a  long  time,  and  went  again  over  all  his 
a^ments;  his  wife  let  him  speak.  There  was  still  a  touch 
of  anger  m  his  intonation.  Finally  two  hours  of  futile  rant 
exhausted  the  strength  of  a  man  who  had  been  subject  during 
the  who  e  night  to  a  continuous  fit  of  anger.  He  determined 
on  the  line  of  conduct  he  was  going  to  follow  with  regard  to 
M.  Valenod,  Julien  and  even  Elisa. 

Madame  de  Renal  was  on  the  point  once  or  twice  during 
this  great  scene  of  feeling  some  sympathy  for  the  very  real 
unhappmess  of  the  man  who  had  been  so  dear  to  her 
for  twelve  years.  But  true  passions  are  selfish.  Besides  she 
was  expecting  him  every  instant  to  mention  the  anonymous 
letter  which  he  had  received  the  day  before  and  he  did  not 
mention  it.  In  order  to  feel  quite  safe,  Madame  de  Renal 
wanted  to  know  the  ideas  which  the  letter  had  succeeding  in 
suggesting  to  the  man  on  whom  her  fate  depended,  for,  in  the 
provinces  the  husbands  are  the  masters  of  public  opinion. 
A  husband  who  complains  covers  himself  with  ridicule,  an 
inconvenience  which  becomes  no  less  dangerous  in  France 
with  each  succeeding  year;  but  if  he  refuses  to  provide  his 
wile  with  money,  she  falls  to  the  status  of  a  labouring  woman 
at  htteen  sous  a  day,  while  the  virtuous  souls  have  scruples 
acwut  employing  her. 

An  odalisque  in  the  seraglio  can  love  the  Sultan  with  all 
i»er  might.  He  is  all-powerful  -xnd  she  has  no  hope  of 
stealing  his  authority  by  a  series  of  little  subtleties.  The 
•aasters  vengeance  is  terrible  and  bloody  but  martial  and 
generous;  a  dagger  thrust  finishes  everything.     But  it  is  by 
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subbing  her  with  public  contempt  that  a  nineteenth-century 
husband  kills  his  wife.  It  is  by  shutting  against  her  the  doors 
of  all  the  drawing-rooms. 

When  Madame  de  Renal  returned  to  her  room,  her  feeling 
of  danger  was  vividly  .-wakened.  She  was  shocked  by  the 
disorder  in  which  she  found  it.  The  locks  of  all  the  pretty 
little  boxes  had  been  broken.  Many  planks  in  the  floor  had 
been  lifted  up.  "  He  would  have  no  pity  oa  me,"  she  said  to 
herself.  "To  think  of  his  spoiling  like  this,  this  coloured 
wood  floor  which  he  likes  so  much;  he  gets  red  with  rage 
whenever  one  of  his  children  comes  into  it  with  wet  shoes 
and  now  it  is  spoilt  for  ever."  The  spectacle  of  this  violence 
immediately  banished  the  last  scruples  which  she  was  enter- 
taining with  respect  to  that  victory  which  she  had  won  only 
too  rapidly. 

Julien  came  back  with  the  children  a  little  before  the 
dinner-bell.  Madame  de  Renal  said  to  him  very  drily  at 
dessert  when  the  servant  had  left  the  room  : 

"  You  have  told  me  about  your  wish  to  go  and  spend  a 
fortnight  at  Verri^res.  M.  de  Renal  is  kind  enough  to  give 
you  a  holiday.  You  can  leave  as  soon  as  you  like,  but  the 
childrens'  exercises  will  be  sent  to  you  every  day  so  that  they 
do  not  waste  their  time."  "  I  shall  certainly  not  allow  you 
more  than  a  week,"  said  M.  de  Renal  in  a  very  bitter  tone. 
Julien  thought  his  visage  betrayed  the  anxiety  of  a  man  who 
was  seriously  harassed. 

"  He  has  not  yet  decided  what  line  to  take,"  he  said  to  his 
love  during  a  moment  when  they  were  alone  together  in  the 
drawing-room. 

Madame  de  Renal  rapidly  recounted  to  him  all  she  had 
done  since  the  morning. 

"  The  details  are  for  to-night,"  she  added  with  a  smile. 
"  Feminine  perversity,"  thought  Julien,  "  What  can  be  the 
pleasure,  what  can  be  the  instinct  which  induces  them  to 
deceive  us." 

"  I  think  you  are  both  enlightened  and  at  the  same  time 
Winded  by  your  love,"  he  said  to  her  with  some  coldness. 
"  Your  conduct  to-day  has  been  admirable,  but  is  it  prudent 
for  us  to  try  and  see  each  other  t-.vnight?  This  house  is 
paved  with  enemies.  Just  think  of  Elisa's  passionate  hatred 
for  me." 


DIALOGUE  WITH  A  MASTER 


MI 


"That  hate  is  very  like  the  passionate  ir:difference  which 
you  no  doubt  have  for  me." 

"  ^.*®"  'f  ^  ^^""^  indifferent  I  ought  to  save  you  from  the 
peril  in  which  I  have  plunged  ycu.  If  chance  so  wills  it  that 
M.  de  R^nal  should  speak  to  Elisa,  she  can  acquaint  him  with 
everything  in  a  single  word.  What  is  to  prevent  him  from 
hiding  near  my  room  fully  armed  ?  " 

"  What,  not  even  courage  ?  "  said  Madam  t  de  Renal,  with 
all  the  haughtiness  of  a  scion  of  nobility. 

"  I  will  never  demean  myself  to  speak  ab  )ut  my  courage  " 
said  Julien,  coldly,  "  it  would  be  mean  to  do  so.  Let  the 
world  judge  by  the  facts.  But,"  he  added,  taking  her  hand, 
"you  have  no  idea  how  devoted  I  am  to  you  and  how  over- 
joyed I  am  of  being  able  to  say  good-bye  to  you  before  this 
cruel  separation." 


.Ji^ 


CHAPTER  XXII 

MANNERS   OF   PROCEDURE   IN    1830 

Speech  has  been  given  to  man  to  conceal  his  thought. 

R.  P.  Malagrida. 

JuLiKN  had  scarcely  arrived  at  Verrieres  before  he  reproached 
himself  with  his  injustice  towards  Madame  de  Renal.      "I 
should  have  despised  her  for  a  weakling  of  a  woman  if  she 
had  not  had  the  strength  to  go  through  with  her  sec      with 
M.  de  Renal.     But  she  has  acquitted  herself  like  a  dipLaatist 
and  I  sympathise  with  the  defeat  of  the  man  who  is  my  enemy 
There  is  a  bourgeois  prejudice  in  my  action ;  my  vanity  ii 
offended  because  M.  de  Renal  is  a  man.     Men  form  a  vast 
and  illustrious  body  to  which  I  have  the  honour  to  belong     I 
am  nothing  but  a  fool."    M.  Chelan  had  refused  the  magnificent 
apartments  which  the  most  important  Liberals  in  the  district 
had  offered  him,  when  his  loss  of  his  living  had  necessitated 
his  leaving  the  parsonage.      The  two  rooms  which  he  had 
rented  were  littered  with  his  books.     Julien,  wishing  to  show 
Verndres  what  a  priest  could  do,  went  and  fetched  a  dozen 
pinewood  planks  from  his  father,  carried  them  on  his  back  all 
along  the   Grande- Rue,  borrowed  some  tools   from  an  old 
comrade  and  soon  built  a  kind  of  bookcase  in  which  he 
arranged  M.  Chelan's  books. 

•'  I  thought  you  were  corrupted  by  the  vanity  of  the  world," 
said  the  old  man  to  him  as  he  cried  with  joy,  "  but  this  is 
something  which  well  redeems  all  the  childishness  of  that 
brilliant  Guard  of  Honour  uniform  which  has  made  you  so 
many  enemies."  ' 

M.  de  Renal  had  ordered  Julien  to  stay  at  his  house.  No 
one  suspectf  d  what  had  taken  place.  The  third  day  after  hi« 
arrival  Julien  saw  no  less  a  personage  than  M.  the  sub-prefect 
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de  Maugiron  come  all  the  way  up  the  stairs  to  his  room  It 
was  only  after  two  long  hours  of  fatuous  gossip  and  I'ona- 
winded  lamentations  about  the  wickedness  of  man,  the  lack 
of  honesty  among  the  people  entrusted  with  the  administration 
jf  the  public  funds,  the  dangers  of  his  poor  France,  etc.  etc 
that  Juhen  was  at  last  vouchsafed  a  glimpse  of  the  object  of 

/r''  u^J^'^  ^^'^^^^  °"  *^«  '^"^'"g  of  the  staircase 
and  the  poor  half  disgraced  tutor  was  escorting  with  all  oroDer 
deference  the  future  prefect  of  some  prosperous  department 
when  the  latter  was  pleased  to  take  an  interest  in  Julien's 
r"".f  \?  5'*'ff  ^''  moderation  in  money  matters,  etc.,  etc 
Finally  M.  de  Maugiron,  embracing  him  in  the  most  paternal 
way,  proposed  that  he  should  leave  M.  de  Renal  and  enter 
the  household  of  an  official  who  had  children  to  educate  and 
T.  'u  f  .^'"8  Philippe,  thanked  Heaven  not  so  much  that 
Jey  had  been  granted  to  him,  but  for  the  fact  that  they  had 
been  born  in  the  same  neighbourhood  as  M.  Julien      Thei 

LTnthT'"^  '"r  I't'^'y  °^  ^°°  '■'■^"«'  P^y^ble  not  from 
month  to  month,  which  is  not  at  all  aristocratic,  said  M  de 
Maugiron,  but  quarterly  and  always  in  advance 

It  was  Julien's  turn  now.  After  he  had  been  bored  for  an 
hour  and  a  half  by  waiting  for  what  he  had  to  say,  his  answer 
was  perfect  and,  above  all,  as  long  as  a  bishop's  charge  l[ 
su^ested  everything  and  yet  said  nothing  clearly.  It  showed 
at  the  same  time  respect  for  M.  de  Renal,  veneration  for  the 
public  of  Verneres  and  gratitude  to  the  distinguished  sub- 
prefect.  Ihe  sub-prefect,  astonished  at  finding  him  more 
esumcal  than  himself,  tried  in  vain  to  obtain  somethrng 
definite.  Juhen  was  delighted,  seized  the  opportunUy  "S 
practise,  and  started  his  answer  all  over  again  in  different 
language.  Never  has  an  eloquent  minister  who  wished  to 
make  the  most  of  the  end  of  a  session  when  the  Chamber 

Iau»h   if^  ^*"8"'°"  had  scarcely  left  before  Julien  began  to 

augh   hke   a   madman.     In   order   to  exploit   his  JesuiticS 

martness  he  wrote  a  nine-page  letter  to  M.  de  Renal  in  whi^ 

S!  *^""  *"  .''^'^"""f  of  ^"  that  had  been  said  to  him  and 

tnlH^^  ?k''^**  ^''  "?''^*=-      "  ^"'  ^''^  °'d  scoundrel  has  not 
old  me  the  name  of  the  person  who  is  making  the  offer      ? 
J  bound  to  be  M.  Valenod  who.  no  doubt,  sc  J  in  my  ex  le  a 
Vem^es  the  result  of  his  anonymous  letter  "  ^ 
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Having  sent  off  his  despatch  and  feeling  as  satisfied  as  a 
hunter  who  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  on  a  fine  autumn 
day,  comes  out  into  a  plain  that  abounds  with  game,  he  went 
out  to  go  and  ask  advice  of  M.  Chelan.  But  before  he  had 
arrived  at  the  good  cure's,  providence,  wishing  to  shower 
favours  upon  him,  threw  in  his  path  M.  de  Valenod,  to  whom 
he  owned  quite  freely  that  his  hear*  was  torn  in  two ;  a  poor 
lad  such  as  he  was  owed  an  exclusive  devotion  to  the  vocation 
to  which  it  had  pleased  Heaven  to  call  him.  But  vocation 
was  not  everything  in  *his  base  world.  In  order  to  work 
worthily  at  the  vine  of  the  Lord,  and  to  be  not  totally  unworthy 
of  so  many  worthy  colleagues,  it  was  necessary  to  be  educated ; 
it  was  necessary  to  spend  two  expensive  years  at  the  seminary 
of  Besan9on;  saving  consequently  became  an  imperative 
necessity,  and  was  certainly  much  easier  with  a  salary  of  eight 
hundred  francs  paid  quarterly  than  with  six  hundred  francs 
which  one  received  monthly.  On  the  other  hand,  did  not 
Heaven,  by  placing  him  by  the  side  of  the  young  de  Renals, 
and  especially  by  inspiring  him  with  a  special  devotion  to 
them,  seem  to  indicate  that  it  was  not  proper  to  abandon  that 
education  for  another  one. 

Julien  reached  such  a  degree  of  perfection  in  that  particular 
kind  of  eloquence  which  has  succeeded  the  drastic  quickness 
of  the  empire,  that  he  finished  by  boring  himself  with  the 
sound  of  his  own  words. 

On  reaching  home  he  found  a  valet  of  M.  Valenod  in  full 
livery  who  had  been  looking  for  him  all  over  the  town,  with  a 
card  inviting  him  to  dinner  for  that  same  day. 

Julien  had  never  been  in  that  man's  house.  Only  a  few 
days  before  he  had  been  thinking  of  nothing  but  the  means  of 
giving  him  a  sound  thrashing  without  getting  into  trouble  with 
the  police.  Although  the  time  of  the  dinner  was  one  o'clock, 
Julien  thought  it  was  more  deferential  to  present  himself  at 
half-past  twelve  at  the  office  of  M.  the  director  of  the  workhouse. 
He  found  him  parading  his  importance  in  the  middle  of  a  lot 
of  despatch  boxes.  His  large  black  whiskers,  his  enormous 
quantity  of  hair,  his  Greek  bonnet  placed  across  the  top  of  his 
head,  his  immense  pipe,  his  embroidered  slippers,  the  big  chains 
of  gold  crossed  all  over  his  breast,  and  the  whole  stock-in- 
trade  of  a  provincial  financier  who  considers  himself  prosper 
ous,  failed   to  impose  on  Julien  in   the   least :     They  only 
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m«le  him  think  the  more  of  the  thrashing  which  he  owed 

V,!Jn  J*"^!^"'  the  honour  of  l,eing  introduced  to  Madame 
\alenod      She  was  dressing  and  was  unable  to  receive  him 
By  way  of  compensation  he  had  the  privilege  of  witnessina  ^J 
to.let  of  M  the  director  of  the  workhouse   'rheysTbse'ufmlv 
went  into  the  a,mrtment  of  Madame  Valenod,  w'hrintroSd 

oo^n^th?"  '\^"^  *''*^  '^^^^  '"  '^^^  'y^'-  This  lady  was 
one  of  the  most  important  in  Verrieres.  had  a  big  face  like  a 
man  s.  on  which  she  had  put  rouge  in  honour  o(  th?s  great 

Irca^ble  ''""'''  '"  ''^  ""''''"''  P*^'^-  °f  -hth'?he 

Julien  thought  all   the  time  of  Madame  de   Renal.     His 

datrust  made  him  only  susceptible  to  those  association    which 

are  called  up  by  their  opposites.  but  he  was  then  affected  to  the 

2'o°f  th^h  "^  ^71  J^''  ^^"^'^"^y  ^-^^  increased  by  the 
.ight  of  the  house  of  the  director  of  the  workhouse.  He  was 
shown  over  it.     Everything  in  it  was  new   and  magnificent 

Tr  !,?'  '^'"^  '^"  P"""  °f  ^^^^  ^'''^^'e  of  furniture  Bui 
Juhen  detected  a  certain  element  of  sordidness.  which  smacEd 
of  stolen  money  into  the  bargain.  Everybody  in  it  do^ 
:o  the  servants,  had  the  air  of  setting  his  face  "n  adv^e 
against  contempt.  aavance 

The  collector  of  taxes,  the  superintendent  of  indirect  taxes 
..ne  officer  of  gendarmerie,  and   two  or   three  other   nnS 
*ials  arr  ved  with  their  wives.    They  were  Sno^S^^v^: 
h  Liberals.    Dinner  was  announced.     It  occurred  to  J uUei 
bo  was   already  feeling  upset,  that   there  were   some  S 
pnsoners  on  the  other  side  of  the  dining-room  wallTnd^aJ 
an  .liicit  profit  had  perhaps   been   madf  over  Their   ration 
-^meat  in  order  to  purchase  all  that  garish  luxury  wi'h  whkh 
-ley  were  trying  to  overwhelm  him.  ^  " 

-ms^lf  X'^l^T  ^rP  ''  '^-'r^y  '"•""^*-''"  he  said  to 
^mself.     He   felt   a   choking   in   his   throat.      He   found  it 

^possible  to  eat  and  almost  impossible   to  speak     Ete« 

J!  ";^^"^°'''  "  '^''"'''  °^  «"  hour  afterwards  ;le^ 
-card  in  the  distance  some  refrains  of  a  popular  son^  E 

T"  Ti"^  ^°"'*^^^^''  *  ''"'^'  -'K'^^.  whiTwasliinf  sun« 
7  one  01  the  inmates.     M.  Valenod  aav-  1  look  *^nZ    -^^^^ 

■"^mi  to  i>e  heard.     At  that  moment  a  valet  offered  Julien 
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some  Rhine  wine  in  a  green  glass  and  Madame  Valenod  made 
a  point  of  asking  him  to  note  that  this  wine  cost  nine  francs  a 
bottle  in  the  market.  Julien  held  up  his  green  glass  and  said 
to  M.  Valenod. 

"  They  are  not  singing  that  wretched  song  any  more." 

"  Zounds,  I  should  think  not,"  answered  the  triumphant 
governor.     '■  I  have  made  the  rascals  keep  quiet." 

These  words  were  too  much  for  Julien.  He  had  the 
manners  of  his  new  position,  but  he  had  not  yet  assimilated 
its  spirit.  In  spite  of  all  his  hypocrisy  and  its  frequent  practice, 
he  felt  a  big  tear  drip  down  his  cheek. 

He  tried  to  hide  it  in  the  green  glass,  but  he  found  it 
absolutely  impossible  to  do  justice  to  the  Rhine  wine.  "  Pre- 
venting singing  he  said  to  himself:  Oh,  my  God,  and  you 
suffer  it." 

Fortunately  nobody  noticed  his  ill-bred  emotion.  The 
collector  of  taxes  had  struck  up  a  royalist  song.  "  So  this," 
reflected  Julien's  conscience  during  the  hubbub  of  the  refrain 
which  was  sung  in  chorus,  "  is  the  sordid  prosperity  which  you 
will  eventually  reach,  and  you  will  only  enjoy  it  under  these 
conditions  and  in  company  like  this.  You  will,  perhaps,  have 
a  post  worth  twenty  thousand  francs ;  but  while  you  gcfe 
yourself  on  meat,  you  will  have  to  prevent  a  poor  prisoner  from 
singing ;  you  will  give  dinners  with  the  money  which  you  have 
stolen  out  of  his  miserable  rations  and  during  your  dmners  he 
will  be  still  more  wretched.  Oh,  Napoleon,  how  sweet  it  was 
to  climb  to  fortune  in  your  way  through  the  dangers  of  a 
battle,  but  to  think  of  aggravating  the  pain  of  the  unfortunate 
in  this  cowardly  way." 

I  own  that  the  weakness  which  Julien  had  been  manifesting 
in  this  soliloquy  gives  me  a  poor  opinion  of  him.  He  is 
worthy  of  being  the  accomplice  of  those  kid-gloved  conspirators 
who  purport  to  change  the  whole  essence  of  a  great  country's 
existence,  without  wishing  to  have  on  their  conscience  the 
most  trivial  scratch. 

J  uhen  was  sharply  brought  back  to  his  role.  He  had  not 
been  invited  to  duie  in  such  good  company  simply  to  moon 
dreamily  and  say  nothing. 

A  retired  manufacturer  of  cotton  prints,  a  corresponding 
member  oi  the  Academy  of  Besant,'on  and  of  that  of  Uzes, 
spoke  to  him  from  the  other  end  of  the  table  and  asked  bim 
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fhrSnln'^^rfK'^  everywhere  about  his  astonishing  progress  in 
the  study  of  the  New  Testament  was  really  true 

A  profound   silence  was  suddenly  inaugurated.      A  New 
Testament  m  Latin  was  found  as  though  by  magic  in  the 

KTu°lL°had'  ''""!5  "^"^^  °^  fheVwoT^demie's' 
A^r  Juhen  had  answered,  part  of  a  sentence  in  Latin  was 

SSfuli^Htr  J"''*^"  'hen  recited.  His  memory  p^o^ed 
faithful  and  the  prodigy  was  admired  with  all  the  boisterous 
energy  of  the  end  of  dinner.  Julien  looked  at  the  flushed 
faces  of  the  ladies.  A  good  many  were  not  so  plair  He 
recognised  the  wife  of  the  collector,  who  was  a  fine  singer. 

h.J//?  "^^^"^^^^  *  matter  of  fact,  to  talk  Latin  so  long 
before  these  ladies,"  he  said,  turning  his  eyes  on  her.  "  I  M 
Rubigneau,"  that  was  the  name  of  the  member  of  the  two 
Academies  ••  will  be  kmd  enough  to  read  a  Latin  sentence  a° 
random  instead  of  answering  by  following  the  Utin  text  I  will 
^ry  to  translate  it  impromptu."     This  second  test  completed  Ws 

Several  Liberals  were  there,  who.  though  rich,  were  none 
^e  ess  the  happy  fathers  of  children  capable  of  obtairg 
^oUrships.  and  had  consequently  been  s\.ddenly  convened 
«^e  im  mission  In  spite  of  this  diplomatic  step.  M.  Z 
Rjnal  had  never  been  wilhng  to  receive  them  in  his  house 
Tliese  worthy  people  who  only  knew  Julien  by  name  and  from 
oaving  seen  him  on  horseback  on  the  day  of  the  king  of  v 

entry,  were  his  most  noisy  admirers.  "  When  will  thos«. 
rook  get  tired  of  listening  to  this  Biblical  languagt  wh  ch  they 
don't  understand  in  the  least,"  he  thought.  But.  on  the 
contrary,  that  language  amused  them  by  ifs  strangeness  ^d 
aade  them  smile.     But  Julien  got  tired.  *"8«n«ss  and 

^Wr"  °'^!°*^''.^|'"^*'  he  got  up  gravely  and  talked  about  a 
^ter  in  Ligorio's  New  Theology  which  he  lud  to  learn  by 
aem  to  recite  on  the  following  day  to  M.  Chelan,  "for  "he 
^  pleasantly,  "my  buMness  is  to  get  lessons  said  by  heait 
-0  me,  and  to  say  them  by  heart  myself" 

rfL>^lT  ""^"^  '*"«^^"  *"^  admiration  ;  such  is  the  kind 
rf  mt  which  IS  customary  in  Verrieres.  Julien  had  already  got 
xp  and  m  spite  of  etiquette  everybody  got  up  as  well.  Zgr^^l 

^  tor  another  quarter  of  an  hour.  He  reaUy  must  hear  hS 
^  cr.n  recite  the.r  caechisms.     T  hey  made  the  most  Xurd 
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mistakes  which  he  alone  noticed.  He  was  careful  not  to  point 
them  out.  "  What  ignorance  of  the  first  principles  of  religion," 
he  thought.  Finally  he  bowed  and  thought  he  could  get  away ; 
but  they  insisted  on  his  trying  a  fable  of  La  Fontaine. 

"That  author  is  quite  immoral,"  said  Julien  to  Madame 
Valenod.  A  certain  fable  on  Messire  Jean  Chouart  dares  to  pom 
ridicule  on  all  that  we  hold  most  venerable.  He  is  shrewdly 
blamed  by  the  best  commentators.  Before  Julien  left  he  received 
four  or  five  invitations  to  dinner.  "  This  young  man  is  an  honour 
to  the  department,"  cried  all  the  guests  in  chorus.  They  even 
went  so  far  as  to  talk  of  a  pension  voted  out  of  the  municipal 
funds  to  put  him  in  the  position  of  continuing  his  studies  at  Paris. 

While  this  rash  idea  was  resounding  through  the  dining- 
room  Julien  had  swiftly  reached  the  front  door.  "  You  scum, 
you  scum,"  he  cried,  three  or  four  times  in  succession  in  a  low 
voice  as  he  indulged  in  the  pleasure  of  breathing  in  the  fresh  air. 

He  felt  quite  an  aristocrat  at  this  moment,  though  he  was 
the  very  man  who  had  been  shocked  for  so  long  a  period  by 
the  haughty  smile  of  disdainful  superiority  which  he  detected 
behind  all  the  courtesies  addressed  to  him  at  M.  de  Renal's. 
He  could  not  help  realising  the  extreme  difference.  Why  let 
us  even  forget  the  fact  of  its  being  money  stolen  from  the 
poor  inmates,  he  said  to  himself  as  he  went  away,  let  us  forget 
also  their  stopping  the  singing.  M.  de  Renal  would  never 
think  of  telling  his  guests  the  price  of  each  bottle  of  wine 
with  which  he  regales  them,  and  as  for  this  M.  Valenod,  and 
his  chronic  cataloguing  of  his  various  belongings,  he  cannot 
talk  of  his  house,  his  estate,  etc.,  in  the  presence  of  his  wife 
without  saying,  "  Your  house,  your  estate." 

This  lady,  who  was  apparently  so  keenly  alive  to  the  delights 
of  decorum,  had  just  had  an  awful  scene  during  the  dinner 
with  a  servant  who  had  broken  a  wine-glass  and  spoilt  one  of 
her  dozens ;  and  the  servant  too  had  answered  her  back  with 
the  utmost  insolence. 

"  What  a  collection,"  said  Julien  to  himself;  '*  I  would  not 
live  like  they  do  were  they  to  give  me  half  of  all  they  steal.  I 
shall  give  myself  away  one  fine  day.  I  should  not  be  able  to 
restrain  myself  from  expressing  the  disgust  with  which  they 
inspire  one."  ^   . 

It  was  necessary,  however,  to  obey  Madame  de  Renal's  in- 
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junction  and  be  present  at  several  dinners  of  the  same  kind 
Julien  was  the  fashion ;  he  was  forgiven  his  Guard  of  Honour 
uniform,  or  rather  that  indiscretion  was  the  real  cause  of  his 
successes.     Soon  the  only  question  in  Verri^res  was  whether 
M.  de  R6nal  or  M.  the  director  of  the  workhouse  would  be  the 
victor  m   the    struggle   for  the   clever  young   man.     These 
gentlemen  formed,  together  with  M.  Maslon,  a  triumirate  which 
had  tyrannised  over  the  town  for  a  number  of  years.     People 
were  jealous  of  the  mayor,  and  the  Liberals  had  good  cause  for 
complamt,  but.  after  all,  he  was  noble  and  born  for  a  superior 
position,  while  M.  Valenod's  father  had  not  left  him  six  hundred 
francs  a  year      His  career  had  necessitated  a  transition  from 
pitying  the  shabby  green  suit  which  had  been  so  notorious  in 
his  youth  to  envying  the  Norman  horses,  his  gold  chains,  his 
I'aris  clothes,  his  whole  present  prosperity. 

Julien  thought  that  he  had  discovered  one  honest  man  in 
the  whirlpool  of  th.s  novel  world.  He  was  a  geometrist  named 
Gros,  and  had  the  reputation  of  being  a  Jacobin.  Julien. 
who  had  vowed  to  say  nothing  but  that  which  he  disbelieved 
himsein  was  obliged  to  watch  himself  carefully  when  speaking 
to  M.  Gros.  He  received  big  packets  of  exercises  from  Vergy 
He  was  advised  to  visit  his  father  frequently,  and  he  fulfilled 
his  unpleasant  duty.  In  a  word  he  was  patching  his  reputation 
together  pretty  well,  when  he  was  thoroughly  surprised  to  I  nd 
himself  woken  up  one  morning  by  two  hands  held  over  his 
eyes. 

It  was  Madame  de  Renal  who  had  made  a  trip  to  the  town 
and  who,  running  up  the  stairs  four  at  a  time  while  she  left  her 
children  playing  with  a  pet  rabbit,  had  reached  Julien's  room 
a  moment  before  her  sons.  This  moment  was  delicious  but 
very  short :  Madame  de  Renal  had  disappeared  when  the 
children  arrived  with  the  rabbit  which  they  wanted  to  show  to 
heir  friend.  Julien  gave  them  all  a  hearty  welcome,  including 
the  rabbit  He  seemed  at  home  again.  He  felt  that  he  loved 
these  children  and  that  he  enjoyed  gossiping  with  them.  He 
WM  astonished  at  the  sweetness  of  their  voices,  at  the  simplicity 
and  dignity  of  their  little  ways  ;  he  felt  he  needed  to  purge  his 
imagination  of  all  the  vulgar  practices  and  all  the  unplewant- 
nesses  among  which  he  had  been  living  in  Verri^res.  For 
there  everyone  was  always  frightened  of  being  scored  oflT.  and 
luxury  and  poverty  were  at  daggers  drawn 
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The  people  with  whom  he  would  dine  would  enter  into 
confidences  over  the  joint  which  were  as  humiliating  for 
themselves  as  they  were  nauseating  to  the  hearer. 

"  You  others,  who  are  nobles,  you  are  right  to  be  proud,"  he 
said  to  Madame  de  Renal,  as  he  gave  her  an  account  of  all 
the  dinners  which  he  had  put  up  with. 

"  You're  the  fashion  then,"  and  she  laughed  heartily  as  she 
thought  of  the  rouge  which  Madame  Valenod  thought  herself 
obliged  to  put  on  each  time  she  expected  Julien.  "  I  think 
she  has  designs  on  your  heart,"  she  added. 

The  breakfast  was  delicious.  The  presence  of  the  children, 
though  apparently  embarrassing,  increased  as  a  matter  of  fact 
the  happiness  of  the  party.  The  poor  children  did  not  know 
how  to  give  expression  to  the  joy  at  seeing  Julien  again.  The 
servants  had  not  failed  to  tell  them  that  he  had  been  offered 
two  hundred  francs  a  year  more  to  educate  the  little 
Valenods. 

Stanislas-Xavier,  who  was  still  pale  from  his  illness,  suddenly 
asked  his  mother  in  the  middle  of  the  breakfast,  the  value  of 
his  silver  cover  and  of  the  goblet  in  wliich  he  was  drinking. 

"  Why  do  you  want  to  know  that  ?  " 

"  I  want  to  sell  them  to  give  the  price  to  M.  Julien  so  that 
he  shan't  be  done  if  he  stays  with  us." 

Julien  kissed  him  with  tears  in  his  eyes.  His  mother  wept 
unrestrainedly,  for  Julien  took  Stanislas  on  his  knees  and 
explained  to  him  that  he  should  not  use  the  word  "  done " 
which,  when  employed  in  that  meaning  was  an  expression  only 
fit  for  the  servants'  hall.  Seeing  the  pleasure  which  he  was 
giving  to  Madame  de  Renal,  he  tried  to  explain  the  meaning 
of  being  *'  done "  by  picturesque  illustrations  which  amused 
the  children. 

*'  I  understand,"  said  Stanislas,  "  it's  like  the  crow  who  is 
silly  enough  to  let  his  cheese  fall  and  be  taken  by  the  fox  who 
has  been  playing  the  flatterer." 

Madame  de  Renal  felt  mad  with  joy  and  covered  her 
children  with  kisses,  a  process  which  involved  her  leaning  a 
little  on  Julien. 

Suddenly  the  door  opened.  It  was  M.  de  Renal.  His 
severe  and  discontented  expression  contrasted  strangely  with 
the  sweet  joy  which  his  presence  dissipated.  Madame  de 
Renal  grew  pale,  she  felt  herself  incapable  of  denying  anything. 
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E  S'"^  ''°"''  ^- **  °f  '^^  conversation  and  commenced 
telhng  M  the  mayor  m  a  loud  voice  the  incident  of  the  silver 
goblet  which  Stanislas  wanted  to  sell.      He  was  quite  ceZTn 

S'lVowS'J^"'^^^  H^  ^PP^^^"^*^^-  M-  ^-^-1  firsTof 
a^l  frowned  mechanically  at   the  mere  mention   of  money 

Any  allusion   to  that  mineral,  he  was  accustomed  to  say  is 

aJways  a  prelude  to  some  demand  made  upon  my  purse.     But 

thB  was  something  more  than  a  mere  money  matter,      ffis 

suspiaons  were    increased.       The    air  of  happiness   which 

animated  his  family  during  his  absence  was  not^cSatS t 

smooth  ma  ters  over  with  a  man  who  was  a  prey  to  so  touchy 

him  the  combined  grace  and  cleverness  of  the  way  in  which 
Juhen  gave  ideas  to  his  pupils.      "I  know,  he  renders  me 

make  h  ^^if  T  •?"?'"•  ^'  ''  ^^^^  «"°"g^  ^^^  ^fm^o 
make  himself  a  hundred  times  more  loveable  to  them  than 

I  am  myself,  though  after  all,  I  am  the  master.  In  this 
century  everything  tends  to  make  /e^-^maie  authority  un- 
popular.    Poor  France!"  ' 

*h^!^TJ^  ^^"*^  ^''t  "°*  '*°PP«*  *°  «**™i"e  the  fine 
shades  of  the  welcome  which  her  husband  gave  her.  She 
had  just  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  possibility  of  spending  twelve 

toe  town  and  declared  that  she  positively  insisted  in  goine  to 
dme  at  the  tavern.      She  stuck  to  her  idea  in  spit!  of^U 

Si?^**"  ^PT'*'  *"**  remonstrances.  The  children  were 
dehghted  with  the  mere  word  tavern,  which  our  modern 
prudery  denounces  with  so  much  gusto. 

,h*^'  fl^^"*!,'^*"'  ^'^  "'^^  '"  *h^  first  draper's  shop  which 
*e  entered  and  went  to  pay  some  visits.  He  came  back 
more  morose  than  he  had  been  in  the  morning.  He  was 
uSIn  a'''*'  '^^  '^^^i"  '^''^  ""^  b"^y  ^»^h  himself  and 
nkHn;  ?  \r""  °^  ^**'*  "°  °"^  ^^  y«^  given  him  any 
mkling  as  to  the  more  offensive  part  of  fhe  public  gossip 
Those  Items  which  had  been  repeatS^to  M.  the  mayor  dSdi 
S"himU;f  }\<i»;t°^o(y,h.th,r  Julien  would  remain 
with  h,m  with  six  hundred  francs,  or  would  accept  the  eieht 
hundred  francs  offered  by  M.  the  director  of  the  workhouS^ 
h J  1  .*i""'  r^^"  ^^  ""«*  ^-  <le  Renal  in  society,  gave 
Cleverness.      There    is   no  impulsiveness   in   the   provinces. 
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Sensations  are  so  rare  there  that  thev  are  never  allowed  to  be 
wasted. 

M.  le  Valenod  was  what  is  called  a  hundred  miles  from  Paris 
^.faraiid ;  that  means  a  coarse  imprudent  type  of  man.  His 
triumphant  existence  since  1815  had  consolidated  his  natural 
qualities.  He  reigned,  so  to  say,  in  Verri^res  subject  to  the 
orders  of  M.  de  Renal ;  but  as  he  was  much  more  energetic, 
was  ashamed  of  nothing,  had  a  linger  in  everything,  and  was 
always  going  about  writing  and  speaking,  and  was  oblivious  of 
all  snubs,  he  had,  although  without  any  personal  pretensions, 
eventually  come  to  equal  the  mayor  in  reputation  in  the  eyes 
of  the  ecclesiastical  authorities.  M.  Valenod  had,  as  it  were, 
said  to  the  local  tradesmen  "  Give  me  the  two  biggest  fools 
among  your  number/'  to  the  men  of  law  "Show  me  the  two 
greatest  dunces ; "  to  the  sanitary  officials  "  Point  out  to  me 
the  two  biggest  charlatans."  When  he  had  thus  collected  the 
most  impudent  members  of  each  separate  calling,  he  had 
practically  said  to  them,  "  Let  us  reign  together." 

The  manners  of  those  people  were  offensive  to  M.  de 
R^nal.  The  coarseness  of  Valenod  took  offence  at  nothing, 
not  even  the  frequency  with  which  the  little  abbe  Maslon 
would  give  the  lie  to  him  in  public. 

But  in  the  middle  of  all  this  prosperity  M.  Valenod  found 
it  necessary  to  reassure  himself  by  a  number  of  petty  acts  of 
insolence  on  the  score  of  the  crude  truths  which  he  well 
realised  that  everybody  was  justified  in  addressing  to  him. 
His  activity  had  redoubled  since  the  fears  which  the  visit  of 
M.  Appert  had  left  him.  He  had  made  three  journeys  to 
Besan^on.  He  wrote  several  letters  by  each  courier;  he 
sent  others  by  unknown  men  who  came  to  his  house  at  night- 
fall. Perhaps  he  had  been  wrong  in  securing  the  dismissal 
of  the  old  cure  Chelan.  For  this  piece  of  vindictiveness  had 
resulted  in  his  being  considered  an  extremely  malicious  man 
by  several  pious  women  of  good  birth.  Besides,  the  render- 
ing of  this  service  had  placed  him  in  absolute  dependence  on 
M.  the  Grand  Vicar  de  Frilair  from  whom  he  received  some 
strange  commissions.  He  had  reached  this  point  in  his 
intrigues  when  he  had  yielded  to  the  pleasure  of  writing  an 
anonymous  letter,  and  thus  ir.creasitig  his  cmbarrassmcnl.  His 
wife  declared  to  him  that  she  wanted  to  have  Julien  in  her 
bouse ;  her  vanity  was  intoxicated  with  the  idea. 
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Such  being  his  position  M.  Valenod  imagined  in  advance 
a  decisive  scene  with  his  old  colleague  M.  de  Renal.      The 
latter  might  address  to  him   some  harsh  words,  which  he 
would  not  mmd  much ;  but  he  might  write  to  Besancon  and 
even  to  Pans.      Some  minister's  cousin  might  suddenly  fall 
down  on  Verneres  and  take  over  the  workhouse.      Valenod 
th  ught  of  coming   to  terms  with  the  Liberals.      It  was  for 
that  purpose  that  several  of  them   had  been  invited   to   the 
dinnff  when  Julien  was  present.      He  would  have  obtained 
powerful  support  against  the  mayor  but  the  elections  might 
supervene,  and  it  was  only  too  evident  that  the  directorship 
of  the  workhouse  was  inconsistent  with  voting  on  the  wrong 
side.     Madame  de  Renal  had  made  a  shrewd  guess  at  this 
intngue,  and  while  she  explained  it  to  Julien  as  he  gave  her 
his  arm  to  pass  from  one  shop  to  another,  they  found  them- 
selves gradually  taken  as  far  as  the  Cours  de  la  Fidelite  where 
they  spent    several    hours   nearly   as    tranquil   as   those    at 
Vergy. 

At  tte  same  time  M.  Valenod  was  trying  to  put  off  a  definite 
crisis  wLh  his  old  patron  by  himself  assuming  the  aggressive 
These  tsctics  succeeded  on  this  particular  day,  but  aggravated 
the  mapr's  bad  temper.  Never  has  vanity  at  close  grips 
with  all  lie  harshness  and  meanness  of  a  pettifogging  love  of 
money  reduced  a  man  to  a  more  sorry  condition  than  that 
of  M.  de  Renal  when  he  entered  the  tavern.  The  children 
on  the  aher  hand,  had  never  been  more  joyful  and  more 
"^I7"  ?      ^^"^'■ast  put  the  finishing  touch  on  his  pique. 

bo  fai  as  I  can  see  I  am  not  wanted  in  my  family."  he 
said  as  he  >ntered  in  a  tone  which  he  meant  to  be  impressive 

for  ansver,  his  wife  took  him  on  one  -ide  and  declared 
that  It  was  essential   to   send   Julien   away.     The   hours   of 
happiness  Wiich  she  had  just  enjoyed  had  given  her  again  the 
ease  and  fimness  of  demeanour  necessary  to  follow  out  the 
plan  of  camiaign  which  she  had  beer^  hatching  for  a  fortnight 
The  fin.shm?   touch  to  the  troubh'  of  the   poor   mayor   of 
Verneres  was  the  fact  that  he  knew  that  they  joked  pubUclv 
m  the  town  ajout  his  love  for  cash.     Valenod  was  as  generous 
asa  thief,  anc on  his  side  had  acquitted  himself  brilliantly  in 
•  ::e  :ast   five  or   six   collections  tor   the   Brotherhood  of  St 
hTSVc^  ccigregation  of  the  Virgin,  the   congregation  of 
the  Holy  Sacraient,  etc.,  etc. 
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M.  de  Rdnal's  name  had  been  seen  more  than  once  at  the 
bottom  of  the  list  of  gentlefolk  of  Verri^es,  and  the  surround- 
ing neighbourhood  who  were  adroitly  classified  in  the  list  of 
the  collecting  brethren  according  to  the  amount  of  their 
offerings.  It  was  in  vain  that  he  said  that  he  was  not  making 
money.    The  clergy  stands  no  nonsense  in  such  matters. 
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i'\.:.  [       ■  m  n  to  his  petty  fears;  why  did  he 
nt  i-'^c  his  liousehold  when  he  needed  some- 

.\    r..  viitt?    Why  can't  he  select  his  staff? 

er.-i  -i  fht   nineteenth  century  is  that  when  a 

'I  •  individual  encounters  a  man  of  spirit,  he 
kills  him,  exiicb  i.mi  and  imprisons  him,  or  so  humiliates  him 
that  the  other  is  foolish  enough  to  die  of  grief.  In  this 
country  it  so  happens  that  it  is  not  merely  the  man  of  spirit 
who  suffers.  The  great  misfortunes  of  the  little  towns  of  France 
and  of  representative  governments,  like  that  of  New  York,  is 
that  they  find  it  impossible  to  forget  the  existence  of 
individuals  like  M.  de  R^nal.  It  is  these  men  who  make 
public  opinion  in  a  town  of  twenty  thousand  inhabitants,  and 
public  opinion  is  terrible  in  a  country  which  has  a  charter  of 
liberty.  A  man,  though  of  a  naturally  noble  and  generous 
disposition,  who  would  have  been  yoi'r  friend  in  the  natural 
course  of  events,  but  who  happer  to  live  a  hundred  leagues 
offjudges  you  by  the  pu*  'c  op  >  ion  of  your  *own  which  is 
°»aae  bylhose  tools  who  waveT"  .JUd  IM  bi'  bOfHItOgle;  rich 
MiredhservatiVe.      lln)^f-^fm^};ri-^£.i,r(ii'ir,^it^^^^ 

Immediately  after  dinnei  they  left  for  Vergy,  but  the  next 
day  but  one  Julien  saw  the  whole  family  return  to  Verri^es. 
An  hour  had  not  passed  before  he  discovered  to  his  great 
surp  ise  that  Madame  de  Renal  had  ■some  mystery  up  her 
sleeve.  Whenever  he  came  mto  the  room  she  would  brs.ak 
off  her  conversation  with  her  husband  and  would  almost  seem 
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to  desire  that  he  should  go  away.  Julien  did  not  need  to 
be  given  th'-  hint  twice.  He  became  cold  and  reserved. 
Madame  de  Renal  noticed  it  and  did  not  ask  for  an  explana- 
tion. "  Is  she  going  to  give  me  a  successor,"  thought  Julien. 
"  And  to  think  of  her  being  so  familiar  with  me  the  day  before 
yesterday,  but  that  is  how  these  great  ladies  are  said  to  act 
It's  jus^Ukp.  kings.  One  never  gets  any  more  warning  than 
the  disgraced  minister  who  eigters  his  house  to  find35s.lfiUgr 
pF  dismissa^"'^"TuIieri  noticed  ^at  Ifiese  convei^tions  which 
left  off  so  abruptly  at  his  approach,  often  dealt  with  a  big 
house  which  belonged  to  the  municipality  of  Verrieres,  a 
house  which  though  old  was  large  and  commodious  and 
situated  opposite  the  church  in  the  most  busy  commercial 
district  of  the  town.  "  What  connection  can  there  be  between 
this  house  and  a  new  lover,"  said  Julien  to  himself.  In  his 
chagrin  he  repeated  to  himself  the  pretty  verses  of  Francis  I, 
which  seemed  novel  to  him,  for  Madame  de  Renal  had  only 
taught  him  them  a  month  before : 

Souvent  femme  varie 
Bien  fol  est  qui  s'y  fie. 

M.  de  Renal  took  the  mail  to  Besan^on.  This  journey  was 
a  matter  of  two  hours.  He  seemed  extremely  harassed.  On 
his  return  he  threw  a  big  grey  paper  parcel  on  the  table. 

"  Here's  that  silly  business,"  he  said  to  his  wife.  An  hour 
afterwards  Julien  saw  the  bill-poster  carrying  the  big  parcel. 
He  followed  him  eagerly.  "  I  shall  learn  the  secret  at  the 
first  street  corner."  He  waited  impatiently  behind  the  bill- 
poster who  was  smearing  ths;  back  of  the  poster  with  his  big 
brush.  It  had  scarcely  been  put  in  its  place  before  J  alien's 
curiosity  saw  the  detailed  announcement  of  the  putting  up  for 
public  auction  of  that  big  old  house  whose  name  had  figured 
so  frequently  in  M.  de  Rcnal's  conversations  with  his  wife. 
The  auction  of  the  lease  was  announced  for  to-morrow  at  two 
o'clock  in  the  Town  Hall  after  the  extinction  of  the  third  fire. 
Julien  was  very  disappointed.  He  found  the  time  a  little 
short.  How  could  there  be  time  to  apprise  all  the  other 
would-be  purchasers.  But,  moreover,  the  bill,  which  was  dated 
a  fortnight  back,  and  which  he  read  again  in  its  entirety  in 
three  distinct  places,  taught  him  nothing. 
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He  went  to  visit  the  house  which  was  to  let.  The  porter, 
who  had  not  seen  him  approach,  was  saying  mysteriously  to  a 
neighbour : 

"Pooh,  pooh,  waste  of  time.  M.  Maslon  has  promised 
him  that  he  shall  have  it  for  three  hundred  francs ;  and,  as  the 
mayor  kicked,  he  has  been  summoned  to  the  bishop's  palace 
by  M.  the  Grand  Vicar  de  Frilair." 

Julien's  arrival  seemed  very  much  to  disconcert  the  two 
friends  who  did  not  say  another  word.  Julien  made  a  point 
of  being  present  at  the  auction  of  the  lease. 

There  was  a  crowd  in  the  badly-lighted  hall,  but  everybody 
kept  quizzing  each  other  in  quite  a  singular  way.  All  eyes 
were  fixed  on  a  table  where  Julien  perceived  three  little  lighted 
candle-ends  on  a  tin  plate.  The  usher  was  crying  out  "  Three 
hundred  francs,  gentlemen." 

"  Three  hundred  francs,  that's  a  bit  too  thick,"  said  a  man 
to  his  neighbour  in  a  low  voice.  Julien  was  between  the  two 
of  them.  "  It's  worth  more  than  eight  hundred,  I  will  raise  the 
bidding,"  "It's  cutting  off  your  nose  to  spite  your  face. 
What  will  you  gain  by  putting  M.  Maslon,  M.  Valenod,  the 
Bishop,  this  terrible  Grand  Vicar  de  Frilair  and  the  whole 
gang  on  your  track." 

"  Three  hundred  and  twenty  francs,"  shouted  out  the  other. 

"Damned  brute,"  answered  his  neighbour.  "Why  here 
we  have  a  spy  of  the  mayor,"  he  added,  designating  Julien. 

Julien  turned  sharply  round  to  punish  this  remark,  but  the 
two,  Franc-comtois,  were  no  longer  paying  any  attention  to 
him.  Their  coolness  gave  him  back  his  own.  At  that  moment 
the  last  candle-end  wtnt  out  and  the  usher's  drawling  voice 
awarded  the  house  to  NL^  St.  Giraud  of  the  office  of. Jfce 
prefecture  of ——■  for  ftlerm  of  rime  "years  and  for  a  rent. of 
^0  francsT"  ^ 

As  soon  as  the  mayor  had  left  the  hall,  the  gossip  began  again. 

"  Here's  thirty  francs  that  Grogeot's  recklessness  is  landing 
the  municipality  in  for,"  said  one — "  But,"  answered  another, 
"M.  de  Samt  Giraud  will  revenge  himself  on  Grogeot." 

"How  monstrous,"  said  a  big  man  on  Julien's  left.  "A 
house  which  I  myself  would  have  given  eight  hundred  francs 
for  my  factory,  and  I  would  have  got  a  good  bargain." 

"F*ooh!"  answered  a  young  manufacturer,  "doesn't  M.  de 
§L  Giraud^  belong  to  the  congregation  ?     Haven't  his  four 
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children  got  scholarships?  poor  man!  The  community  of 
Verrieres  must  give  him  five  hundred  francs  over  and  above 
his  salary,  that  is  all." 

"And  to  say  that  the  mayor  was  not  able  to  stop  it," 
remarked  a  third.  "  For  he's  an  ultra  he  is,  I'm  glad  to  say 
but  be  doesn't  steal." 

"Doesn't  he?"  answered  another.  "Suppose  it's  simply 
a  mere  game  of  'snap'*  then.  Everything  goes  into  a  big 
common  purse,  and  everything  is  divided  up  at  the  end  of 
the  year.     But  here's  that  little  Sorel,  let's  go  away." 

Julien  got  home  in  a  very  bad  temper.  He  found  Madame 
de  Renal  very  sad. 

"You  come  from  the  auction  ?  "  she  said  to  him. 

"  Yes,  madam,  where  I  had  the  honour  of  passing  for  a  spy 
of  M.  the  Mayor." 

"  If  he  had  taken  my  advice,  he  would  have  gone  on  a 
journey." 

At  this  moment  Monsieur  de  Renal  appeared  looked 

very  dismal.  The  dinner  passed  without  a  i>u.e,.>i  word. 
Monsieur  de  Renal  ordered  Julien  to  follow  the  children  to 
Vergy. 

Madame  de  Renal  endeavoured  to  console  her  husband. 

"  You  ought  to  be  used  to  it,  my  dear." 

That  evening  they  were  seated  in  silence  around  the 
domestic  hearth.  The  crackle  of  the  burnt  pinewood  was 
iheir  only  distraction.  It  was  one  of  those  moments  of  silence 
which  happen  in  the  most  united  families.  One  of  the 
children  cried  out  gaily, 

"  Somebody's  ringing,  somebody's  ringing  !  " 

"  Zounds  !  supposing  it's  Monsieur  de  Saint  Giraud  who  iia> 
come  under  the  pretext  of  thanking  me,"  exclaimed  the  mayor 
"I  will  give  him  a  dressing  down.  It  is  outrageous.  It  !> 
Valenod  to  whom  he'll  feel  under  an  obligation,  and  it  is  1 
wh2_4jfit  comBrpmised.  What  shall  I  j«y  if  t.hos«_.damned 
J^a3d»nJt>'ii'nalijjt»  get  hold  of  this  anecdote,  aJad-iwn  me 

A  very  good-looking  man,  with  big  black  whiskers,  entered 
at  this  moment,  preceded  by  (he  servant. 

"  Monsieur  the  mayor,  1  am  Signor  Geronimo.     Here  is  a 

•  C'esl  pigeon  qui  »oIe.  A  reference  to  a  contemporary  animal  K«iric 
With  a  pun  tin  tbm  word  "  vote." 
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letter  which  M.  the  Chevalier  de  Beauvaisis,  who  is  attached 
to  the  Embassy  of  Naples,  gave  me  for  you  on  my  departure. 
That  is  only  nme  days  ago,  added  Signor  Geronimo,  gaily 
looking  at  Madame  de  Renal.  Your  cousin,  and  my  good 
friend,  Signor  de  Beauvaisis  says  that  you  know  ItaHan, 
Madame." 

The  NeapoUtau's  good  humour  changed  this  gloomy  even- 
ing into  a  very  gay  one.  Madame  de  Renal  insisted  upon 
giving  him  supper.  She  put  the  whole  house  on  the  go.  She 
wanted  to  free  Julien  at  any  price  from  the  imputation  of 
espionage  which  she  had  heaid  already  twice  that  day. 

Signor  Geronimo  was  an  excellent  singer,  excellent  company, 
and  had  very  gay  qualities  which,  at  any  rate  in  France,  are 
hardly  compatible  with  each  other.  After  dinner  he  sang  a 
little  duet  with  Madame  de  Renal,  and  told  some  charming 
tales.  At  one  o'clock  in  the  morning  the  children  protested, 
when  Julien  suggested  that  they  should  go  to  bed. 

"  Another  of  those  stories,"  said  the  eldest. 

"  It  is  my  own,  Signorino,"  answered  Signor  Geronimo. 

"Eight  years  ago  I  was,  like  you,  a  young  pupil  of  the 
Naples  Conservatoire.  I  mean  I  was  your  age,  but  I  did  not 
have  the  honour  tf)  be  the  son  of  the  distinguished  mayor  of 
the  pretty  town  of  \errieres."  This  phrase  made  M.  de  Renal 
sigh,  and  look  at  his  wife. 

"Signor  Zingarelli."  continued  the  young  singer,  somewhat 
exaggerating  his  action,  and  thus  making  the  children  burst 
into  laughter,  "Signor  Zingarelli  was  an  excellent  though 
severe  master.  He  is  not  popular  at  the  Conservatoire,  but 
he  insists  on  the  pretence  being  kept  up  that  he  is.  I  went 
out  as  often  as  I  could.  I  used  to  go  to  the  little  Theatre  de 
San  Carlino,  where  I  used  to  hear  divine  music.  But  heavens  ' 
the  question  was  to  scrape  together  the  eight  sous  which  were 
the  price  of  admission  to  the  parterre  ?  An  enormous  sum," 
he  said,  looking  at  the  children  and  watching  them  laugh. 
"Signor  Giovannone,  director  of  the  San  Carlino,  heard 
me  smg.  I  was  sixteen.  'That  child  is  a  treasure.'  he 
said. 


said. 


'Would  you  like  me  to  engage  you,  my  dear  boy?'  he 


" '  And  how  much  will  you  give  me  ? ' 

Forty  ducatb  a  monlli.'     That  is  one  iiundred  and  sixty 
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francs,   gentlemen.       I   thought   the  gates    of  heaven    had 
opened. 

"  •  But,'  I  said  to  Giovannone,  '  how  shall  I  get  the  strict 
Zingarelli  to  let  me  go  out  ? ' 

"  *  Lasciafare  a  me.' " 

"  Leave  it  to  me,"  exclaimed  the  eldest  of  the  children. 

"  Quite  right,  my  young  sir.  Signer  Giovannone  he  says  to 
me,  '  First  sign  this  little  piece  of  paper,  my  dear  friend.'  I 
sign. 

"He  gives  me  three  ducats.  I  had  never  seen  so  much 
money.     Then  he  told  nie  what  I  had  to  do. 

"  Next  day  I  asked  the  terrible  Zingarelli  for  an  audience. 
His  old  valet  ushered  me  in. 

" '  What  do  you  want  of  me,  you  naughty  boy  ? '  said 
Zingarelli. 

"  '  Maestro,'  I  said,  •  I  repent  of  all  my  faults.  I  will  never 
go  out  of  the  Conservatoire  by  passing  through  the  iron  grill. 
I  will  redouble  my  diligence.' 

"  '  If  I  were  not  frightened  of  spoiling  the  finest  bass  voice 
I  have  ever  heard,  I  would  put  you  in  prison  for  a  fortnight 
on  bread  and  water,  you  rascal.' 

" '  Maestro,'  I  answered,  '  I  will  be  the  model  boy  of  the 
whole  school,  credete  a  nu;  but  I  would  ask  one  favour  of  you. 
If  anyone  comes  and  asks  permission  for  me  to  sing  outside, 
refuse.     As  a  favour,  please  say  that  you  cannot  let  me.' 

" '  And  who  the  devil  do  you  think  is  going  to  ask  lor  a 
ne'er-do-well  like  you?  Do  you  think  I  should  ever  allow  you 
to  leave  the  Conservatoire?  I)o  you  want  to  make  fun  of 
me  ?  Clear  out !  Clear  out ! '  he  said,  trying  to  give  me  a 
kick,  '  or  look  out  for  prison  and  dry  bread.' " 

One  thing  astonished  Julien.  The  solitary  weeks  passed  at 
\  errieres  in  de  Rcnal's  house  had  bt;en  a  period  of  happiness 
for  him.  He  had  only  experienced  revulsions  and  sad  thoughts 
at  the  dinners  to  which  be  bad  been  invited.  And  was  he 
not  able  to  read,  write  and  reflect,  without  being  distracted,  in 
this  solitary  house?  He  was  not  distracted  every  monu-nt 
from  l.is  brilliant  reveries  by  the  cruel  necessity  of  studying 
the  movement  of  a  false  soul  in  order  to  deceive  it  by  intrigue 
and  hypocrisy. 

"  'I'o  think  of  happiness  being  so  near  to  me— the 
expense  of  a  hfe  like  that  is  small  enough.     I  could  luve  my 
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choice  of  either  marrying  Mademoiselle  Elisa  or  of  entering 
into  partnership  with  Fouque.  But  it  is  only  the  traveUer  who 
has  jiMt  scaled  a  steep  mountain  and  sits  down  on  the  summit 
who  finds  a  perfect  pleasure  in  resting.  Would  he  be  happy 
if  he  had  to  rest  all  the  time  ?  "  *^' 

Madame  de  Renal's  mind  had  now  reached  a  state  of 
desperation.  In  spite  of  her  resolutions,  she  had  explained  to 
Juhen  all  the  details  of  the  auction.  "  He  will  make  me 
forget  all  my  oaths  !  "  she  thought. 

She  would  have  sacrificed  her  life  without  hesitation  to  save 
that  of  her  husband  if  she  had  seen  him  in  danger.  She  was 
one  of  those  noble,  romantic  souls  who  find  a  source  of 
perpetual  remorse  equal  to  that  occasioned  by  the  actual 
perpetration  of  a  crime,  in  seeing  the  possibility  of  a  generous 
action  and  not  doing  it.  None  the  less,  there  were  deadly 
days  when  she  was  not  able  to  banish  the  imagination  of  the 
excessive  happiness  which  she  would  enjoy  if  she  suddenly 
became  a  widow,  and  were  able  to  marry  Julien. 

He  loved  her  sons  much  more  than  their  father  did  ;  in  spite 
of  his  strict  justice  they  were  devoted  to  him.  She  quite 
realised  that  if  she  married  Julien,  it  would  be  necessary  to 
leave  that  Vergy,  whose  shades  were  so  dear  to  her  She 
pictured  herself  living  at  Paris,  and  continuing  to  give  her 
sons  an  education  which  would  make  them  admired  by  every- 
one. Her  children,  herself,  and  Julien  !  They  would  be  all 
perfectly  happy ! 

Strange  result  of  marriage  such  as  the  nineteenth  century 
has  made  it !  The  boredom  of  matrimonial  life  makes  love 
|do  away  ineviuKw5ei)Jev}g  ]ift5;^^qgdea  tlie  matriaat:. 
but  none  the  less,  said  a  philosopher,  married  life  soon 'reduces 
those  people  who  are  suflSciently  rich  not  to  have  to  work  to 
a  sense  of  being  utterly  Uncd  by  all  quiet  enjoyments.  And 
among  women,  it  js_only  arid  souls  whom  it  does  not  "me- 
dispose  to  love."  "- * 

tbs  aMagoikf 's  reflection  makes  me  excuse  Madame  de 
Renal,  but  ahe.was  not  excused"Tri*T5rr*Tcres,  and  whhOut  her 
suspecting  it,  the  wKble  iow^rounflTus'soTe  topic  orihtefesl  in 
Jjc  scandal  orTieF7«fii|ue. "  AsT TeftllT  Of  this  great  aflfSrlr 

tnj  '^"^u'ftn  was  less  boring  than  usuaf.  ' —  *' 

'"~"^^  a'utumn  and  part  of  Ihe  winter  passed  very  quickly.      It 
Was  necessary  t.i  leave  the  woods  nf  \'ergy.     Good  Verricres 

II 
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society  began  to  be  indignant  at  the  fact  that  its  anathemas 
made  so  little  impression  on  Monsieur  de  Renal.  Within 
eight  days,  several  serious  personages  who  made  up  for  their 
habitual  gravity  of  demeanour  by  their  pleasure  in  fulfilling 
missions  of  this  kind,  gave  him  the  most  cruel  suspicions,  at 
the  same  time  utilising  the  most  measured  terms. 

M.  Valenod,  who  was  playing  a  deep  game,  had  placed  Elisa 
in  an  aristocratic  family  of  great  repute,  where  there  were  five 
women.  Elisa,  fearing,  so  she  said,  not  to  find  a  place  during 
the  winter,  had  only  asked  from  this  family  about  two-thirds  of 
what  she  had  received  in  the  house  ol  the  mayor.  The  girl 
hit  upon  the  excellent  idea  of  going  to  confession  at  the  same 
time  to  both  the  old  cure  Chelan,  and  also  to  the  new  one,  so 
as  to  tell  both  of  them  in  detail  about  Julien's  amours. 

The  day  after  his  arrival,  the  abbe  Chelan  summoned  Julien 
to  him  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

•'  I  ask  you  nothing,"  he  said.  "  I  beg  you,  and  if  needs 
be  I  insist,  that  you  either  leave  for  the  Seminary  of  Besanqon, 
or  for  your  friend  Fouque,  who  is  always  ready  to  provide  you 
with  a  splendid  future.  I  have  seen  to  everything  and  have 
arranged  everything,  but  you  must  leave,  and  not  come  back 
to  Verri^res  for  a  year." 

Julien  did  not  answer.  He  was  considering  whether  his 
honour  ought  to  regard  itself  offended  at  the  trouble  which 
Chelan,  who,  after  all,  was  not  his  father,  had  taken  on  his 
behalf. 

"  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  seeing  you  again  to-morrow  at 
the  same  hour,"  he  said  finally  to  the  cure. 

Chelan,  who  reckoned  on  carrying  so  young  a  man  by 
storm,  talked  a  great  deal.  Julien,  cloaked  in  the  most 
complete  humbleness,  both  of  demeanour  and  expression,  did 
not  open  his  lips. 

Eventually  he  left,  and  ran  to  warn  Madame  de  Renal. 
whom  he  found  in  despair.  Her  husband  had  just  spoken  to 
her  with  a  certain  amount  of  frankness.  The  weakness  of  his 
character  found  support  in  the  prospect  of  the  legacy,  and  had 
decided  him  to  treat  her  as  perfectly  innocent.  He  had  just 
confessed  to  her  the  strange  state  in  which  he  had  found 
public  opinion  in  Verrieres.  The  public  was  wrong;  it  had 
been  misled  by  jealous  tongues.  But,  after  all,  what  was  one 
to  do? 
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Madame  de  Renal  was,  for  the  moment,  under  the  illusion 
that  T-aiien  would  accept  the  offer  of  Valenod  and  stay  at 

It  K    :  A"^  ^K  '^'^  "°  '°"8*'  ^^"^  «'™P'e.  ti'n'd  woman 
that  she  had  been  the  preceding  year.     Her  fatal  passion  and 
remorse  had  enlightened  her.    She  soon  realised  the  painful 
troth  (while  at  the  same  time  she  listened  to  her  husband) 
that  at  any  rate  a  temporary  separation  had  become  essential 

When  he  is  far  from  me,  Julien  will  revert  to  those 
ambitious  projects  which  are  so  natural  when  one  has  no 
money.  And  I,  Great  God!  I  am  so  rich,  and  my  riches 
are  so  useless  for  my  happiness.  He  will  forget  me.  Love- 
able  as  he  IS,  he  will  be  loved,  and  he  will  love.  You  unhapov 
woman.  What  can  I  complain  of  ?  Heaven  is  just  I  was 
not  virtuous  enough  to  leave  off  the  crime.  Fate  robs  me  of 
my  judgment.  I  could  easily  have  bribed  Elisa  if  I  had 
wanted  to  ;  nothing  was  easier.  I  did  not  take  the  trouble  to 
reflect  for  a  moment.  The  mad  imagination  of  love  absorbed 
all  my  time.     I  am  ruined. 

When  Julien  apprised  Madame  de  Renal  of  the  terrible 
news  of  his  departure,  he  was  struck  with  one  thing  He  did 
not  find  her  put  forward  any  selfish  objections.  She  was 
evidently  making  efforts  not  to  cry. 

"VVe  have  need  of  firmness,  my  dear."  She  cut  off  a 
strand  of  her  hair.  "I  do  no  know  what  I  shall  do"  she 
aid  to  him.  "but  promise  me  if  I  die,  never  to  forget  my 
h^ren.  Whether  you  are  far  or  near,  try  to  mak!  them 
mo  honest  men.  If  there  is  a  new  revolution,  all  the  nobles 
wiU  have  their  throats  cut.  Their  father  will  probably  emigrate 
because  of  that  peasant  on  the  roof  who  got  killed  \Vatch 
over  my  family.  Give  me  your  hand.  Adieu,  my  dear 
rhese  are  our  last  moments.  Having  made  thisgreal  sacrifice. 
IS"  ''""'^^^  ^°  consider  my  reputation  in 

f4S"tot'h^irir'"''"^  '^''''-  ^'^  ^™p''^"y  °^  ^^- 

"  No.  I  am  not  going  to  receive  your  farewell  like  this  I 
will  leave  you  now.  as  you  yourself  wish  it.  But  three  days 
uter  my  departure  I  will  come  back  to  see  vou  at  night  " 

Madame  de  Rcnal's   life   was   changed.'   So    I ulien' really 

^«  aftiin      Her  awful  grief  became  changed  into  one  of  the 
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keenest  transports  of  joy  which  she  had  felt  in  her  whole  life. 
Everything  became  easy  for  her.  The  certainty  of  seeing 
her  lover  deprived  these  last  moments  of  their  poignancy. 
From  that  moment,  both  Madame  de  Renal's  demeanour  and 
the  expression  of  her  face  were  noble,  firm,  and  perfectly 
dignified. 

M.  de  Renal  soon  came  back.  He  was  beside  himself. 
He  eventually  mentioned  to  his  wife  the  anonymous  letter 
which  he  had  received  two  months  before. 

"  I  will  take  it  to  the  Casino,  and  shew  everybody  that  it 
has  been  sent  by  that  brute  Valenod,  whom  I  took  out  of  the 
gutter  and  made  into  one  of  the  richest  tradesmen  in  Verrieres. 
I  will  disgrace  him  publicly,  and  then  I  will  fight  him.  This 
is  too  much." 

"  Great  Heavens !  I  may  become  a  widow,"  thought 
Madame  de  Renal,  and  almost  at  the  same  time  she  said  to 
herself, 

"  If  I  do  not,  as  I  certainly  can,  prevent  this  duel,  I  shall  be 
the  murderess  of  my  own  husband." 

She  had  never  expended  so  much  skill  in  honoring  his 
vanity.  Within  two  hours  she  made  him  see,  and  always  by 
virtue  of  reasons  which  he  discovered  himself,  that  it  was 
necessary  to  show  more  friendship  than  ever  to  M.  Valenod, 
and  even  to  take  Elisa  back  into  the  household. 

Madame  de  Renal  had  need  of  courage  to  bring  herself  to 
see  again  the  girl  who  was  the  cause  of  her  unhappiness. 
But  this  idea  was  one  of  Julien's.  Finally,  having  been  put 
on  the  track  three  or  four  times,  M.  de  Renal  arrived  spon- 
taneously at  the  conclusion,  disagreeable  though  it  was  from 
the  financial  standpoint,  that  the  most  painful  thing  that  could 
happen  to  him  would  be  that  Julien,  in  the  middle  of  the 
effervescence  of  popular  gossip  throughout  Verrieres,  should 
stay  in  the  town  as  the  tutor  of  Valenod's  children.  It  was 
obviously  to  Julien's  interest  to  accept  the  offer  of  the  director 
of  the  workhouse.  Conversely,  it  was  essential  for  M.  de 
Renal's  prestige  that  Julien  should  leave  Verrieres  to  enter  the 
seminary  of  Besan9on  or  that  of  Dijon.  But  how  to  make 
him  decide  on  that  course?  And  then  how  is  he  going  to 
live? 

M.  de  R^nal,  seeing  a  monetary  sacrifice  looming  in  the 
distance,  was  in  deeper  despair  than  his  wife.      As  for  her, 
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ahe  kit  after  this  interview  in  the  position  of  a  man  of  spirit 
who,  tired  of  life,  has  taken  a  dose  of  stramonium.  He  only 
acts  mechanically  so  to  speak,  and  takes  no  longer  any  interest 
in  anything.  In  this  way^  Louis  XIV.  came  to  say  on  his 
deathbed,  "  When  I  was  king."    An  admirable  epigram. 

Next  morning,  M.  de  R^nal  received  quite  early  an  anony- 
moos  letter.  It  was  written  in  a  most  insulting  style,  and  the 
coarsest  words  applicable  to  his  position  occurred  on  every 
line.  It  was  the  work  of  some  jealous  subordinate.  This 
letter  made  him.  think  again  of  fighting  a  duel  with  Valenod. 
Soon  his  courage  went  as  far  as  the  idea  of  immediate  action. 
He  left  the  house  alone,  went  to  the  armourer's  and  got  some 
pistols  which  he  loaded. 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  even  though  rhe  strict 
administration  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon  were  lo  become 
fashionable  again,  I  should  not  have  one  sou's  worth  of  jobbery 
to  reproach  myself  with ;  at  the  outside,  I  have  shut  my  eyes, 
and  I  have  some  good  letters  in  my  desk  which  authorise  me 
to  do  so. 

Madame  de  Renal  was  terrified  by  her  husband's  cold  anger. 
It  recalled  to  her  the  fatal  idea  of  widowhood  which  she  had 
so  much  trouble  in  repelling.  She  closeted  herself  with  him. 
For  several  hours  she  talked  to  him  in  vain.  The  new  anony- 
mous letter  had  decided  him.  Finally  she  succeeded  in  trans- 
forming the  courage  which  had  decided  him  to  box  Valenod's 
ears,  into  the  courage  of  offering  six  hundred  francs  to  Julien, 
which  would  keep  him  for  one  year  in  a  seminary. 

M.  de  Renal  cursed  a  thousand  times  the  day  that  he  had 
had  the  ill-starred  idea  of  taking  a  tutor  into  his  house,  and 
forgot  the  anonymous  letter. 

He  consoled  himself  a  little  by  an  idea  which  he  did  not 
tell  his  wife.  With  the  exercise  of  some  skill,  and  by  ex- 
ploiting the  romantic  ideas  of  the  young  man,  he  hoped  to  be 
able  to  induce  him  to  refuse  M.  Valenod's  offer  at  a  cheaper 
price. 

Madame  de  Renal  had  much  more  trouble  in  proving  to 
Jnlien  that  inasmuch  as  he  was  sacrificing  the  post  of  six 
hundred  francs  a  year  in  order  to  enable  her  husband  to  keep 
up  appearances,  he  need  have  no  shame  about  accepting  the 
compensation.  But  Julien  would  say  each  time,  "  I  have 
never  thought  for  a  moment  of  accepting  that  offer.      You 
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haye  made  me  so  used  to  a  refined  life  that  the  coarseness  of 
those  people  would  kill  me." 

Cruel  necessity  bent  Julien's  will  with  its  iron  hand.  His 
pride  gave  him  the  illusion  that  he  only  accepted  the  sum 
offered  by  M.  de  Renal  as  a  loan,  and  induced  him  to  give 
him  a  promissory  note,  repayable  in  five  years  with  interest. 

Madame  de  R^nal  had,  of  course,  many  thousands  of  francs 
which  had  been  concealed  in  the  little  mountain  cave. 

She  offered  them  to  him  all  a  tremble,  feeling  only  too  keenly 
that  they  would  be  angrily  refused. 

"  Do  you  wish,"  said  Julien  to  her,  "  to  make  the  memory 
of  our  love  loathsome  ?  " 

Finally  Julien  left  Verriires.  M.  de  Renal  was  very  happy, 
but  when  the  fatal  moment  came  to  accept  money  from  him 
the  sacrifice  proved  beyond  Julien's  strength.  He  refused 
point  blank.  M.  de  Renal  embraced  him  around  the  neck 
with  tears  in  his  eyes.  Julien  had  asked  him  for  a  testimonial 
of  good  conduct,  and  his  enthusiasm  could  find  no  terms 
magnificent  enough  in  which  to  extol  his  conduct. 

Our  hero  had  five  louis  of  savings  and  he  reckoned  on  ask- 
ing Fouque  for  an  equal  sum. 

He  was  very  moved.  But  one  league  from  Verri^es,  where 
he  left  so  much  that  was  dear  to  him,  he  only  thought  of  the 
happiness  of  seeing  the  capital  of  a  great  military  town  like 
Besancon. 

During  the  short  absence  of  three  days,  Madame  de  Renal 
was  the  victim  of  one  of  the  cruellest  deceptions  to  which  love 
is  liable.  Her  life  was  tolerable,  because  between  her  and 
extreme  unhappiness  there  was  still  that  last  interview  which 
she  was  to  have  with  Julien. 

Finally  during  the  night  of  the  third  day,  she  heard  from 
a  distance  the  preconcerted  signal.  Julien,  having  passed 
through  a  thousand  dangers,  appeared  before  her.  In  this 
moment  she  only  had  one  thought — "  I  see  him  for  the  last 
time."  Instead  of  answering  the  endearments  of  her  lover, 
she  seemed  more  dead  than  alive.  If  she  forced  herself 
to  tell  him  that  she  loved  him,  she  said  it  with  an  em- 
barrassed air  which  almost  proved  the  contrary.  Nothing 
could  rid  her  of  the  cruel  idea  of  eternal  separation. 
The  suspicious  Julien  thought  for  the  moment  that  he  was 
aUready  forgotten.      His  pointed  remarks  to  this  effect  were 
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only  answered  by  great  tears  which  flowed  down  in  silence, 
and  by  some  hysterical  pressings  of  the  hand. 

"But,"  Julien  would  answer  his  mistress's  cold  pro- 
testations, "Great  Heavens!  How  can  you  expect  me  to 
believe  you?  You  would  show  one  hundred  times  more 
sincere  affection  to  Madame  Derville  to  a  mere  acquaintance." 

Madame  de  Renal  was  petrified,  and  at  a  loss  for  an  answer. 

"  It  is  impossible  to  be  more  unhappy.  I  hope  I  am  going 
to  die.     I  feel  my  heart  turn  to  ice." 

Those  were  the  longest  answers  which  he  could  obtain. 

When  the  approach  of  day  rendered  it  necessary  for  him 
to  leave  Madame  de  Renal,  her  tears  completely  ceased.  She 
saw  him  tie  a  knotted  rope  to  the  window  without  saying  a 
word,  and  without  returning  her  kisses.  It  was  in  vain  that 
Julien  said  to  her. 

"  So  now  we  have  reached  the  state  of  affairs  which  you 
wished  for  so  much.  Henceforward  you  will  live  without 
remorse.  The  slightest  indisposition  of  your  children  will  no 
longer  make  you  see  them  in  the  tomb." 

"I  am  sorry  that  you  cannot  kiss  Stanislas,"  she  said 
coldly. 

Julien  finished  by  being  profoundly  impressed  by  the  cold 
embraces  of  this  living  corpse.  He  could  think  of  nothing 
else  for  several  leagues.  His  soul  was  overwhelmed,  and 
before  passing  the  mountain,  and  while  he  could  still  see  the 
church  tower  of  Verrier^s  he  turned  round  frequently. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 


A    CAPITAL 


What  a  noise,  what  busy  people  !     What  ideas  fur  the  future  in  a 
brain  of  twenty  !    What  distraction  offered  by  Ine.—BarnavL. 

Finally  he  saw  some  black  walls  near  a  distant  mountain.  It 
was  the  citadel  of  Besan^on.  "  How  different  it  would  be  for 
me,"  he  said  with  a  sigh,  "  if  I  were  arriving  at  this  noble 
military  town  to  be  sub-lieutenant  in  one  of  the  regiments 
entrusted  with  its  defence."  B*.  san^on  is  not  only  one  of  the 
prettiest  towns  in  France,  it  abounds  in  people  of  spirit  and 
brains.  But  Julien  was  only  a  little  peasant,  and  had  no  means 
of  approaching  distinguished  people. 

He  had  taken  a  civilian  suit  at  Fouque's,  and  it  was  in  this 
dress  that  he  passed  the  drawbridge.  Steeped  as  he  was 
in  the  history  of  the  siege  of  1674,  he  wished  to  see  the 
ramparts  of  the  citadel  before  shutting  himself  up  in  the 
seminary.  He  was  within  an  ace  two  or  three  times  of  getting 
himself  arrested  by  the  sentinel.  He  was  penetrating  into 
places  which  military  genius  forbids  the  public  to  enter,  in 
order  to  sell  twelve  or  fifteen  francs  worth  of  corn  every  year. 

The  heij;'  of  the  walls,  the  depth  of  the  ditches,  the  terrible 
aspect  of  the  cannons  had  been  engrossing  him  for  several  hours 
when  he  passed  before  the  great  cafe  on  the  boulevard.  He 
was  motionless  with  wonder ;  it  was  in  vain  that  he  read  the 
word  m/e,  written  in  big  characters  above  the  two  immense 
doors.  He  could  not  believe  his  eyes.  He  made  an  effort 
to  overcome  his  timidity.  He  dared  to  enter,  and  found  him- 
self in  a  hall  twenty  or  thirty  yards  long,  and  with  a  ceiling  at 
least  twenty  feet  high.  To-day,  everything  had  a  fascination 
for  him. 

Two  games  of  billiards  were  in  progress.  The  waiters  were 
crying  out  the  scores.     The  players  ran  round  the  tables  en- 
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cambered  by  spectators.  Clouds  of  tobacco  smoke  came 
(irora  everybody's  mouth,  and  enveloped  them  in  a  blue  haze. 
The  high  stature  of  these  men,  their  rounded  shoulders,  their 
heavy  gait,  their  enormous  whiskers,  the  long  tailed  coats 
which  covered  them,  everything  combined  to  attract  Julien's 
attention.  These  noble  children  of  the  antique  Bisontium 
only  spoke  at  the  top  of  their  voice.  They  gave  tTiHSelves* 
tenable  martial  airs.  Julien  stood  still  and  admired  them. 
He  kept  thinking  of  the  immensity  and  magnificence  of  a 
great  capital  like  Besan^on.  He  felt  absolutely  devoid  of  the 
requisite  courage  to  ask  one  of  those  haughty  looking  gentle- 
men, who  were  crying  out  the  billiard  scores,  for  a  cup  of 
coffee. 

But  the  young  lady  at  the  bar  had  noticed  the  charming 
face  of  this  young  civilian  from  the  country,  who  had  stopped 
three  feet  from  the  stove  with  his  little  parcel  under  his  arm, 
and  was  looking  at  the  fine  white  plaster  bust  of  the  king. 
This  young  lady,  a  big  Franc-comtoise,  very  well  made,  and 
dressed  with  the  elegance  suitable  to  the  prestige  of  the  cafe, 
had  already  said  two  or  three  times  in  a  little  voice  not  in- 
tended to  be  heard  by  any  one  except  Julien,  "  Monsieur, 
Monsieur."  Julien's  eyes  encountered  big  blue  eyes  full  of 
tenderness,  and  saw  that  he  was  the  person  w^ho  was  being 
spoken  to. 

He  sharply  approached  the  bar  and  the  pretty  girl,  as 
though  he  had  bt-t-n  marching  towards  the  enemy.  In  this 
great  manoeuvre  his  parcel  fell. 

What  pity  will  not  our  provincial  inspire  in  the  young  lycee 
scholars  of  Paris,  who,  i..t  the  early  age  of  fifteen,  know  already 
how  to  enter  a  cafe  with  so  distinguished  an  air  ?  But  these 
children  who  have  such  style  at  fifteen  turn  commonplace  at 
eighteen.  The  impassioned  timidity  which  is  met  with  in  the 
provinces,  sometimes  manages  to  master  its  own  nervousness, 
and  thus  trains  the  will.  "  I  must  tell  her  the  truth,"  thought 
Julien,  who  was  becoming  courageous  by  dint  of  conquering 
his  timidity  as  he  approached  this  pretty  girl,  who  deigned 
to  address  him. 

"  Madame,  this  is  the  first  time  in  my  life  that  I  have  come 
to  Ressnron.  I  should  like  to  have  some  bread  and  a  cup  of 
coffee  in  return  for  payment." 

The  young  lady  smiled  a  little,  and  then  blushed.     She 
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feared  the  ironic  attention  and  the  jests  of  the  billiard  players 
might  be  turned  against  this  pretty  young  man.  He  would 
be  frightened  and  would  not  appear  there  again. 

"  Sit  here  neai  me,"  she  said  to  him,  showing  him  a  marble 
table  almost  completely  hidden  by  the  enormous  mahogany 
counter  which  extended  into  the  hall. 

The  young  lady  leant  over  the  counter,  and  had  thus  an 
opportunity  of  displaying  a  superb  figure.  Julien  noticed  it. 
All  his  ideas  changed.  The  pretty  young  lady  had  just  placed 
before  him  a  cup,  some  sugar,  and  a  little  roll.  She  hesitated 
to  call  a  waiter  for  the  coffee,  as  she  realised  that  his  arrival 
would  put  an  end  to  her  tete-a-tete  with  Julien. 

Julien  was  pensively  comparing  this  blonde  and  men7 
beauty  with  certain  memories  which  would  often  thrill  him. 
The  thought  of  the  passion  of  which  he  had  been  the  object, 
nearly  freed  him  from  all  his  timidity.  The  pretty  young 
woman  had  only  one  moment  to  save  the  situation.  She  read 
it  in  Julien's  looks. 

•'This  pipe  smoke  makes  you  cough;  come  ai:d  have 
breakfast  to-morrow  before  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning.  1 
am  practically  alone  then." 

"  What  is  your  name  ?  "  said  Julien,  with  the  caressing  smile 
of  happy  timidity. 
"Amanda  Binet." 

"Will  you  allow  me  to  send  ytu  within  an  hour's  time  a 
little  parcel  about  as  big  as  this  ?  " 

The  beautiful  Amanda  reflected  a  little. 
"  I  am  watched.     What  you  ask  may  compromise  me.    All 
the  same,  I  will  write  my  address  on  a  card,  which  you  will 
put  on  your  parcel.     Send  it  boldly  to  me." 

"  My  name  is  Julien  Sorel,"  said  the  young  man.  "  I  have 
neither  relatives  nor  acquaintances  at  Besanqon." 

"Ah,  I  undf-rstand,"  she  said  joyfully.  "You  come  to 
study  law." 

"  Alas,  no,"  answered  Julien,  "  I  am  being  sent  to  the 
Seminary."  , 

The  most  complete  discouragement  damped  Amanda  $ 
features.  She  called  a  waiter.  She  had  courage  now.  The 
waiter  poured  out  some  coffee  for  Julien  without  look-ng 
at  him. 

Amanda  was  receiving  money  at  the  counter.     Julien  was 
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proud  of  having  dared  to  speak  :  a  dispute  was  going  on  at 
one  of  the  billiard  tables.  The  cries  and  the  protests  of  the 
players  resounded  over  the  immense  hall,  and  made  a  din 
which  astonished  Julien.  Amanda  was  dreamy,  and  kept  her 
eyes  lowered. 

"  If  you  like.  Mademoiselle,"  he  said  to  her  suddenly  with 
assurance,  •'  I  will  say  that  I  am  your  cousin.'' 

This  little  air  of  authority  pleased  Amanda.  "  He's  not  a 
mere  nobody,"  she  thought.  She  spoke  to  him  very  quickly, 
without  looking  at  him,  because  her  eye  was  occupied  in  seeing 
if  anybody  was  coming  near  the  counter. 

"  I  come  from  Genlis,  near  Dijon.  Sry  that  you  are  also 
from  Genlis  and  are  my  mother's  cousin." 

"  I  shall  not  fail  to  do  so." 

"  All  the  gentlemen  who  go  to  the  Seminary  pass  here  before 
the  cafe  every  Thursday  in  the  summer  at  five  o'clock." 

"If  you  think  of  me  when  I  am  passing,  ..ave  a  bunch  of 
violets  in  your  hand." 

Amanda  looked  at  him  with  an  astonished  air.  This  look 
changed  Julien's  courage  into  audacity.  Nevertheless,  he 
reddened  considerably,  as  he  said  to  her.  "  I  feel  that  I  love 
you  with  the  most  violent  love." 

"  Speak  in  lower  tones,"  she  said  to  him  with  a  frightened 
air. 

Julien  was  trying  to  recollect  phrases  out  of  a  volume  of 
the  Nouvelle  Heloise  which  he  had  found  at  Vergy.  His 
memory  served  him  in  good  stead.  For  ten  minutes  he 
recited  the  Nouville  Heloise  to  the  delighted  Mademoiselle 
Amanda.  He  was  happy  on  the  strength  of  his  own  bravery, 
when  suddenly  the  beautiful  Franc-contoise  assumed  an  icy 
air.  One  of  her  lovers  had  appeared  at  the  cafd  door.  He 
approached  the  bar,  whistling,  and  swaggering  his  shoulders. 
He  looked  at  Julien.  The  latter's  imagination,  which  always 
indulged  in  extremes,  suddenly  brimmed  over  with  ideas  of  a 
duel.  He  paled  greatly,  put  down  his  cup,  assumed  an  assured 
demeanour,  and  considered  his  rival  very  attentively.  As 
this  rival  lowered  his  head,  while  he  familiarly  poured  out  on 
the  counter  a  glass  of  brandy  for  himself,  Amanda  ordered 
Julien  with  a  look  to  lower  his  eyes.  He  obeyed,  and  for  two 
minutes  kept  motionless  in  his  place,  pale,  resolute,  and  only 
thinking  of  what  was  going  to  happen.     He  was  truly  happy 
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at  this  moment.  The  rival  had  been  astonished  by  Julien's 
eyes.  Gulping  down  his  glass  of  brandy,  he  said  a  few  words 
to  Amanda,  placed  his  two  hands  in  the  pockets  of  his  big 
tail  coat,  and  approached  the  billiard  table,  whistling,  and 
looking  at  Julien.  The  latter  got  up  transported  with  rage, 
but  he  did  not  know  what  to  do  in  order  to  be  offensive.  He 
put  down  his  little  parcel,  and  walked  towards  the  billiard 
table  with  all  the  swagger  he  could  muster. 

It  was  in  vain  that  prudence  said  to  him,  "but  your 
ecclesiastical  career  will  be  ruined  by  a  duel  immediately  on 
top  of  your  arrival  at  Besangon." 

"What  does  it  matter.  It  shall  never  be  said  that  I  let 
an  insolent  fellow  go  scot  free." 

Amanda  saw  his  courage.  It  contrasted  prettily  with  the 
simplicity  of  his  manners.  She  instantly  preferred  him  to 
the  big  young  man  with  the  tail  coat.  She  got  up,  and  while 
appearing  to  be  following  with  her  eye  somebody  who  was 
passing  in  the  street,  she  went  and  quickly  placed  herself 
between  him  and  the  billiard  table. 

"  Take  care  not  to  look  askance  at  that  gentleman.  He  is 
my  brother-in-law." 

"  What  does  it  matter  ?    He  looked  at  me." 

"Do  you  want  to  make  me  unhappy?  No  doubt  he 
looked  at  you,  why  it  may  be  he  is  going  to  speak  to  you.  I 
told  him  that  you  were  a  relative  of  my  mother,  and  that  you 
had  arrived  from  Genlis.  He  is  a  F«n£;COnio«.~and  has 
never  gone  beyond  Dole  on  the  Burgundy  Road,  so  say  what 
you  like  and  fear  nothing." 

Julien  was  still  hesitating.  Her  barmaid's  imagination 
hirnished  her  with  an  abundance  of  lies,  and  she  quickly- 
added. 

"  No  doubt  he  looked  at  you,  but  it  was  at  a  moment  when 
he  was  asking  me  who  you  were.  He  is  a  man  who  is 
boorish  with  everyone.     He  did  not  mean  to  insult  you." 

JuHen's  eye  followed  the  pretended  brother-in  law.  He 
saw  him  buy  a  ticket  for  the  pool,  which  they  were  playing  at 
the  further  of  the  two  billiard  tables.  Julien  heard  his  loud  voice 
shouting  out  in  a  threatening  tone,  "  My  turn  to  play." 

He  paused  sharply  before  Madame  Amanda,  and  took  a  step 
towards  the  billiard  uble.     Amanda  seized  him  by  the  arm. 

"  Come  and  pay  me  first,"  she  said  to  him. 
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"  That  is  right,"  thought  Julien.  "  She  is  frightened  that 
1  shall  leave  without  paying."  Amanda  was  as  agitated  as  he 
was,  and  very  red.  She  gave  him  the  change  as  slowly  as  she 
could,  while  she  repeated  to  him,  in  a  low  voice, 

"  Leave  the  cafe  this  instant,  or  I  shall  love  you  no  more, 
and  yet  I  do  love  you  very  much." 

Julien  did  go  out,  but  slowly.  "  Am  I  not  in  duty  bound, 
he  repeated  to  himself,  to  go  and  stare  at  that  coarse  person 
in  my  turn  ?  "  This  uncertainty  kept  him  on  the  boulevard  in 
the  front  of  the  cafe  for  an  hour ;  he  kept  looking  if  his  man 
was  coming  out.  He  did  not  come  out,  and  Julien  went 
away. 

He  had  only  been  at  Besan9on  some  hours,  and  already  he 
had  overcome  one  pang  of  remorse.  The  old  surgeon-major 
had  formerly  given  him  some  fencing  lessons,  in  spite  of  his 
goat.  That  was  all  the  science  which  Julien  could  enlist  in 
the  service  of  his  anger.  But  this  embarrassment  would  have 
been  nothing  if  he  had  only  known  how  to  vent  his  temper 
otherwise  than  by  the  giving  of  a  blow,  for  if  it  had  come  to 
a  matter  of  fisticuffs,  his  enormous  rival  would  have  beaten 
bim  and  then  cleared  out. 

"  There  is  not  much  difference  between  a  seminary  and  a 
prison,"  said  Julien  to  himself,  "  for  a  poor  devil  like  me, 
without  protectors  and  without  money.  I  must  leave  my 
civilian  clothes  in  some  inn,  where  I  can  put  my  black  suit 
on  again.  If  I  ever  manage  to  get  out  of  the  seminary  for  a 
few  hours,  I  shall  be  able  to  see  Mdlle.  Amanda  again  in  my 
lay  clothes.  This  reasoning  was  all  very  fine.  Though 
Julien  passed  in  front  of  all  the  inns,  he  did  not  dare  to  enter 
a  single  one. 

Finally,  as  he  was  passing  again  before  the  Hotel  des 
.\mbassadeurs,  his  anxious  eyes  encountered  those  of  a  big 
woman,  still  fairly  young,  with  a  high  colour,  and  a  gay  and 
happy  air.     He  approached  her  and  told  his  story. 

•'  Certainly,  my  pretty  little  abbe,"  said  the  hostess  of  the 
.\mbassadeurs  to  him,  "  I  will  keep  your  lay  clothes  for  you, 
ir.d  I  will  even  have  them  regularly  brushed.  In  weather  like 
t.h:i,  it  is  not  good  to  leave  a  suit  of  cloth  without  touching 
It. '  She  took  a  key,  and  conducted  him  herself  to  a  room, 
and  advised  him  to  make  out  a  note  of  what  he  was  leaving. 
'•  Good  heavens.     How  well  you  look  like  that,  M.  the  abbe 
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Sorel,"  said  the  big  woman  to  him  when  he  came  down  to 
the  kitchen.  I  will  go  and  get  a  good  dinner  served  up  to 
you,  and  she  added  in  a  low  voice,  "  It  will  only  cnst  twent" 
sous  instead  of  the  fifty  which  everybody  else  pays,  for  one 
must  really  take  care  of  your  little  purse  strings." 

"  I  have  ten  louis,"  Julien  replied  with  certain  pride. 

"  Oh,  great  heavens,"  answered  the  good  hostess  in  alarm. 
"  Don't  talk  so  loud,  there  are  quite  a  lot  of  bad  characters  in 
Besan^on.  They'll  steal  all  that  from  you  in  less  than  no  time, 
and  above  all,  never  go  into  the  cafes,  they  are  filled  with 
bad  characters." 

"  Indeed,"  said  Julien,  to  whom  those  words  gave  food  for 
thought. 

"  Don't  go  anywhere  else,  except  to  my  place.  I  will 
make  coffee  for  you.  Remember  that  you  will  always  find 
a  friend  here,  and  a  good  dinner  for  twenty  sous.  So  now 
you  understand,  I  hope.  Go  and  sit  down  at  table,  I  will 
serve  you  myself." 

"  I  shan't  be  able  to  eat,"  said  Julien  to  her.  "  I  am  too 
upset.  I  am  going  to  enter  the  seminary,  as  I  leave  you." 
The  good  woman,  would  not  allow  him  to  leave  before  she 
had  filled  his  pockets  with  provisions.  Finally  Julien  took 
his  road  towards  the  terrible  place.  The  hostess  was  standing 
at  the  threshold,  and  showed  him  the  way. 
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Three  hundred  and  thirty-six  dinners  at  oighty-five 
centimes.  There  hundred  and  thirty-six  suppers  at  fifty- 
centimes.  Chocolate  to  those  who  are  entitled  to  it. 
How    much    profit   can    be    made   on    the    contract? 

—  Valenod  of  £e%anfon. 

He  saw  in  the  distance  the  iron  gilt  cross  on  the  door.  He 
approached  slowly.  His  legs  seemed  to  give  way  beneath 
him.  "  SoJtere  is  this  bfiUjipoiijearth.whjch  I  ghgll  .he  unabk 
tgLleaveJ' 

Finally  he  made  up  his  mind  to  ring.  The  noise  of  the 
bell  reverberated  as  though  through  a  solitude.  At  the  end  of 
ten  minutes  a  pale  man,  clothed  in  black,  came  and  opened  the 
door.  Julien  looked  at  him,  and  immediately  lowered  his 
eyes.  This  porter  had  a  singular  physiognomy.  The  green 
projecting  pupils  of  his  eyes  were  as  round  as  those  of  a  cat. 
The  straight  lines  of  his  eyebrows  betokened  the  impossibility 
of  any  sympathy.  His  thin  lips  came  round  in  a  semicircle 
over  projecting  teeth.  None  the  less,  his  physiognomy  did 
not  so  much  betoken  crime  as  rather  that  perfect  callousness 
which  is  so  much  more  terrifying  to  the  young.  The  one 
sentiment  which  Julien's  rapid  gaze  surmised  in  this  long  and 
devout  face  was  a  profound  contempt  for  every  topic  of 
conversation  which  did  not  deal  with  things  celestial.  Julien 
raiied  his  eyes  with  an  effort,  and  in  a  voice  rendered  quavering 
by  the  beating  of  his  heart  explained  that  he  desired  to 
•peak  to  M.  Pirard,  the  director  of  the  Seminary.  Without 
Mving  a  word  the  man  in  black  signed  to  him  to  follow. 
Taey  ascended  two  stories  by  a  large  staircase  with  a  wooden 
nii.  whose  warped  stairs  inclined  to  the  side  opposite  the  wall, 
ir^d  seemed  on  the  point  of  falling.     A  little  door  with  a  big 
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cemetery  cross  of  white  wood  painted  black  at  the  top  was 
opened  with  difficulty,  and  the  porter  made  him  enter  a  dark 
low  room,  whose  whitewashed  walls  were  decorated  with  two 
big  pictures  blackened  by  age.  In  this  room  Julien  was  left 
alone.  He  was  overwhelmed.  His  heart  was  beating 
violently.  He  would  have  been  happy  to  have  ventured  to 
cry.     A  silence  of  death  reigned  over  the  whole  house. 

At  the  end  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  which  seemed  a  whole 
day  to  him,  the  sinister  looking  porter  reappeared  on  the 
threshold  of  a  door  at  the  other  end  of  the  room,  and  without 
vouchsafing  a  word,  signed  to  him  to  advance.  He  entered 
into  a  room  even  larger  than  the  first,  and  very  badly  lighted. 
The  walls  also  were  whitened,  but  there  was  no  furniture. 
Only  in  a  corner  near  the  door  Julien  saw  as  he  passed  a 
white  wooden  bed,  two  straw  chairs,  and  a  little  pinewood 
armchair  without  any  cushions.  He  perceived  at  the  other 
end  of  the  room,  near  a  small  window  with  yellow  panes 
decorated  with  badly  kept  flower  vases,  a  man  seated  at  a 
table,  and  covered  with  a  dilapidated  cassock.  He  appeared 
to  be  in  a  temper,  and  took  one  after  the  other  a  number  of 
little  squares  of  paper,  which  he  arranged  on  his  table  after 
he  had  written  some  words  on  them.  He  did  not  notice 
Julien's  presence.  The  latter  did  not  move,  but  kept 
standing  near  the  centre  of  the  room  in  the  place  where  the 
porter,  who  had  gone  out  and  shut  the  door,  had  left  him. 

Ten  minutes  passed  in  this  way  :  the  badly  dressed  man 
kept  on  writing  all  the  time.  Julien's  emotion  and  ten-or 
were  so  great  that  he  thought  he  was  on  the  point  of  falling. 
A  philosopher  would  have  said,  possibly  wrongly,  "It  is  a 
violent  impression  made  by  ugliness  on  a  soul  intended  by 
nature  to  love  the  beautiful." 

The  man  who  was  writing  lifted  up  his  head.  Julien 
only  perceived  it  after  a  moment  had  passed,  and  even  after 
seeing  it,  he  still  remained  motionless,  as  though  struck  dead 
by  the  terrible  look  of  which  he  was  the  victim,  Julien's 
troubled  eyes  just  managed  to  make  out  a  long  face,  aii 
covered  with  red  blotches  except  the  forehead,  which  mani- 
fested a  mortal  pallor.  Two  little  black  eyes,  calculated 
to  terrify  the  most  courageous,  shone  between  these  red 
cheeks  and  that  white  forehead.  The  vast  area  of  his  forehead 
was  bounded  by  thick,  flat,  jet  black  hair. 
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••  Will  you  come  near,  yes  or  no  ? "  said  the  man  at  last, 
impatiently. 

Julien  advanced  with  an  uneasy  step,  and  at  last,  paler 
than  he  had  ever  been  in  his  life  and  on  the  point  of  falling, 
stopped  three  paces  from  the  little  white  wooden  table  which 
was  covered  with  the  squares  of  paper. 

"  Nearer,"  said  the  man. 

Julien  advanced  still  further,  holding  cut  his  hand,  as 
though  trying  to  lean  on  something. 

'•  Your  name  ?  " 

"  Julien  Sorel." 

"  You  are  certainly  very  late,"  said  the  man  to  him,  as  he 
rivetted  again  on  him  that  terrible  gaze. 

Julien  could  not  endure  this  look.  Holding  out  his  hand  as 
though  to  support  himself,  he  fell  all  his  length  along  the  floor. 

The  man  rang.  Julien  had  only  lost  the  use  of  his  eyes 
and  the  power  of  movement.     He  heard  steps  approaching. 

He  was  lifted  up  and  placed  on  the  little  armchair  of  white 
wood.     He  heard  the  terrible  man  saying  to  the  porter, 

"  He  has  had  an  epileptic  fit  apparently,  and  this  is  the 
finishing  touch." 

When  Julien  was  able  to  open  his  eyes,  the  man  with  the 
red  face  was  going  on  with  his  writing.  The  porter  had 
disappeared.  "  I  must  have  courage,"  said  our  hero  to 
himself,  "and  above  all,  hide  what  I  feel."  He  felt  violently 
sick.  "  If  anything  happens  to  me,  God  knot's  what  they 
will  think  of  me." 

Finally  the  man  stopped  writing  and  looked  sidewa 

"  Are  you  in  a  fit  state  to  answer  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Julien  in  an  enfeebled  voice. 

"  Ah,  thnt's  fortunate." 

The   man   in   black   had   half  got   up,   and   w 
impatiently  for  a  letter  in  the  drawer  of  his  pine* 
which  opened  with  a  grind.     He  found  it,  sat  dov 
and  looking  again  at  Julien  in  a  manner  calculated 
out  of  him  the  little  life  which  he  still  possessed,  said, 

"  Vou  have  been  recommended  to  me  by  M.  Chelar 
was  the  best  cure  in  the  diocese ;  he  was  an  upright  n 
:hcre  ever  was  one,  and  my  friend  for  thirty  years." 

"Oh.     It's  to  M.  Pirard  then  that  I  have  the 
ipeaking?  "  said  Julien  in  a  dying  voice. 
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•'  Apparently,"  replied  the  director  of  the  seminary,  as  he 
looked  at  him  disagreeably. 

The  glitter  of  his  little  eyes  doubled  and  was  followed  by  an 
involuntary  movement  of  the  muscles  of  the  corner  of  the 
mouth,  it  was  the  physiognomy  of  the  tiger  savouring  in 
advance  the  pleasure  of  devouring  its  prey. 

"  Chelan's  letter  is  short,"  he  said,  as  though  speaking  to 
himself.  "  lutclligcnti  patten.  In  the  present  time  it  is 
impossible  to  write  too  little."     He  read  aloud  : — 

"I  recommend  to  you  Julien  Sorel  of  this  parish,  whom  I 
baptized  nearly  twenty  years  ago,  the  son  of  a  rich  carpenter  who 
gives  him  nothing.  Julien  will  be  a  remarkable  worker  in  the 
vineyard  of  the  Lord.  He  lacks  neither  memory  nor  intelligence ; 
he  has  some  faculty  for  reflection.  Will  he  persevere  in  his 
calling  ?     Is  he  sin'jere  ? " 

"  Sincere,"  re-3eated  the  abbe  Pirard  with  an  astonished  air, 
looking  at  Julien.  But  the  abbe's  look  was  already  less 
devoid  of  all  humanity.  "  Sincere,"  he  repeated,  lowering  his 
voice,  and  resuming  his  reading : — 

"  I  ask  you  for  a  stipend  for  Julien  Sorel.  He  will  earn  it  by 
passing  the  necessary  examinations.  I  have  taught  him  a  little 
theology,  that  old  and  good  theology  of  the  Bossuets,  the  Arnaults, 
and  the  Fleury's.  If  the  person  does  not  suit  you,  send  him  back 
to  me.  The  director  of  the  workhouse,  whom  you  know  well, 
offers  him  eight  hundred  to  be  tutor  to  his  children.  My  inner 
self  is  tranquil,  thanks  to  God.  I  am  accustoming  myself  to  the 
terrible  blow,  '  Vale  et  me  ama.' " 

The  abbe  Pirard,  speaking  more  slowly  as  he  read  the 
signature,  pronounced  wilh  a  sigh  the  word,  '•  Chelan." 

"  He  is  tranquil,"  he  said,  "  in  fact  his  righteousness 
deserves  such  a  recompense.  May  God  grant  it  to  me  in  such 
a  case."  He  looked  up  to  heaven  and  made  the  sign  of  the 
cross.  At  the  sight  of  that  sacred  sign  Julien  felt  an  alleviation 
of  the  profound  horror  which  had  fro'en  him  since  his  entry 
into  the  house. 

"  I  have  here  three  hundred  and  twenty-one  aspirants  for 
the  most  holy  state,"  said  the  abbe  Pirard  at  last,  in  a  tone, 
which  though  severe,  was  not  malicious ;  only  seven  or  eight 
have  been  recommended  to  me  by  such  men  as  the  abbe 
Chelan ;  so  you  will  be  the  ninth  of  these  among  the  three 


THE  SEMINARY 


179 


hundred  and  twenty-one.  But  my  protection  means  neither 
favour  nor  weakness,  it  means  doubled  care,  and  doubled 
severity  against  vice.     Go  and  lock  that  door." 

Julian  made  an  effort  to  walk,  and  managed  not  to  fall. 
He  noticed  that  a  little  window  near  the  entrance  door  looked 
out  on  to  the  country.  He  saw  the  trees ;  that  sight  did  him 
as  much  good  as  the  sight  of  old  friends. 

" '  Loquerisne  linquam  latinam  ? '"  (Do  you  speak  Latin  ?) 
said  the  abbe  Pirard  to  him  as  he  came  back. 

"'Ita,  pater  optime,'"  (Yes,  excellent  Father)  answered 
Julien,  recovering  himself  a  little.  But  it  was  certain  that 
nobody  in  the  world  had  ever  appeared  to  him  less  excellent 
than  had  M.  Pirard  for  the  last  half  hour. 

The  conversation  continued  in  I^tin.  The  expression  in 
the  abbe's  eyes  softened.  Julien  regained  some  self- 
possession.  "  How  weak  I  am,"  he  thought,  "  to  let  myself 
be  imposed  on  by  these  appearances  of  virtue.  The  man  is 
probably  nothing  more  than  a  rascal,  like  M.  Maslon,"  and 
Julien  congratulated  himself  on  having  hidden  nearly  all  his 
money  in  his  boots. 

The  abbe  Pirard  examined  Julien  in  theology;  he  was 
surprised  at  the  extent  of  his  knowledge,  but  his  astonishment 
increased  when  he  questioned  him  in  particular  on  sacred 
scriptures.  But  when  it  came  to  questions  of  the  doctrines  of 
the  Fathers,  he  perceived  that  Julien  scarcely  even  knew  the 
names  of  Saint  Jerome,  Saint  Augustin,  Saint  Bonaventure, 
Saint  Basile,  etc.,  etc. 

"  As  a  matter  of  fact,"  thought  the  abbe  Pirard,  "  this  is 
simply  that  fatal  tendency  to  Protestantism  for  which  I  have 
always  reproached  Chelan.  A  profound,  and  only  too 
profound  knowledge  of  the  Holy  Scriptures." 

(Julien  had  just  started  speaking  to  him,  without  being 
questioned  on  the  point,  about  the  real  time  when  Genesis,  the 
Pentateuch,  etc.,  has  been  written). 

"  To  what  does  this  never-ending  reasoning  over  the  Holy 
Saiptures  lead  to?"  thought  the  abbe  Pirard,  "if  not  to 
seif-examination,  that  is  to  say,  the  most  awful  Protestantism. 
And  by  the  side  of  this  imprudent  knowledge,  nothing  about 
the  Fathers  to  compensate  for  that  tendency." 

But  the  astonishment  of  the  director  of  the  seminary  was 
quae  unbounded  when  having  questioned  Julien  about  the 
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authority  of  the  Pope,  and  expecting  to  hear  the  maxims  of 
the  ancient  Gallican  Church,  the  young  man  recited  to  him 
the  whole  book  of  M.  de  Maistre  "Strange  man,  that 
Chelan,"  thought  the  abbe  Pirard.  "  Did  he  show  him  the 
book  simply  to  teach  him  to  make  fun  of  it  ?  " 

It  was  in  vain  that  he  questioned  Julien  and  endeavoured 
to  guess  if  he  seriously  believed  in  the  doctrine  of  M.  de 
Maistre.  The  young  man  only  answered  what  he  had  learnt 
by  heart.  From  this  moment  Julien  was  really  happy.  He 
felt  that  he  was  master  of  himself.  After  a  very  long  examina- 
tion, it  seemed  to  him  that  M.  Pirard's  severity  towards  him 
was  only  affected.  Indeed,  the  director  of  the  seminary 
would  have  embraced  Julien  in  the  name  of  logic,  for  he 
found  so  much  clearness,  precision  and  lucidity  in  his 
answers,  had  it  not  been  for  the  principles  of  austere  gravity 
towards  his  theology  pupils  which  he  had  inculcated  in  himself 
for  the  last  fifteen  years. 

"Here  we  have  a  bold  and  healthy  mind,"  he  said  to 
himself,  "  but  corpus  debile  "  (the  body  is  weak). 

"  Do  you  often  fall  like  that  ?  "  he  said  to  Julien  in  French, 
pointing  with  his  finger  to  the  floor. 

"  It's  the  first  time  in  my  life.  The  porter's  face  unnerved 
me,"  added  Julien,  blushing  like  a  child.  The  abbe  Pirard 
almost  smiled. 

"That's  the  result  of  vain  worldly  pomp.  You  are 
apparently  accustomed  to  smiling  faces,  those  veritable 
theatres  of  falsehood.  Truth  is  austere,  Monsieur,  but  is  not  our 
task  down  here  also  austere  ?  You  must  be  careful  that  your 
conscience  guards  against  that  weakness  of  yours,  too  much 
sensibility  to  vain  external  graces." 

"If  you  had  not  been  recommended  to  me,"  said  the 
abbe  Pirard,  resuming  the  Latin  language  with  an  obvious 
pleasure,  "  If  you  had  not  been  recommended  by  a  man,  by 
the  abbe  Chelan,  I  would  talk  to  you  the  vain  language  of 
that  world,  to  which  it  would  appear  you  are  only  too  well 
accustomed.  I  would  tell  you  that  the  full  stipend  which 
you  solicit  is  the  most  difficult  thing  in  the  world  to  obtain. 
But  the  fifty-six  years  which  the  abbe  Chelan  has  spent  in 
apostolic  work  have  stood  him  in  poor  stead  if  he  cannot 
dispose  of  a  stipend  at  the  seminary. 

After  these  words,  the  abbie  Pirard  recommended  Julien 
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said  Julien,  with  all 
The  director  of  the 


not  to  enter  any  secret  society  or  congregation  without  his 
consent. 

"I  give  you  my  word  of  honour," 
an  honest  man's  expansion  of  heart, 
seminary  smiled  for  the  first  time. 

"  That  expression  is  not  used  here,"  he  said  to  him.  "  It  is 
too  reminiscent  of  that  vain  honour  of  worldly  people,  which 
leads  them  to  so  many  errors  and  often  to  so  many  crimes. 
You  owe  me  obedience  by  virtue  of  paragraph  seventeen  of 
the  bull  Unam  Eccesiam  of  St.  Pius  the  Fifth.  I  am  your 
ecclesiastical  superior.  To  hear  in  this  house,  my  dear  son,  is 
to  obey.     How  much  money,  have  you  ?  " 

("  So  here  we  are,"  said  Julien  to  himself,  "  that  was  the 
reason  of  the  '  my  very  dear  son ')." 

"  Thirty-five  francs,  my  father." 

•'  Write  out  carefully  how  you  use  that  money.  You  will 
have  to  give  me  an  account  of  it." 

This  painful  audience  had  lasted  three  hours.  Julien 
summoned  the  porter. 

"Go  and  install  Julien  Sorel  in  cell  No.  103,"  said  the  abbe 
Pirard  to  the  man. 

As  a  great  favour  he  let  Julien  have  a  place  all  to  himself. 
"  Carry  his  box  there,"  he  added. 

Julien  lowered  his  eyes,  and  recognised  his  box  just  in 
front  of  him.  He  had  been  looking  at  it  for  three  hours  and 
had  not  recognised  it. 

As  he  arrived  at  No.  103,  which  was  a  little  room 
eight  feet  square  on  the  top  story  of  the  house,  Julien  noticed 
that  it  looked  out  on  to  the  ramparts,  and  he  perceived 
beyond  Ihem  the  pretty  plain  which  the  Doubs  divides  from 
the  town. 

"  What  a  charming  view  !  "  exclaimed  Julien.  In  speaking 
like  this  he  did  not  feel  what  the  words  actually  expressed.  The 
violent  sensations  which  he  had  experienced  during  the  short 
time  that  he  had  been  at  Besan^on  had  absolutely  exhausted 
his  strength.  He  sat  down  near  the  window  on  the  one 
wooden  chair  in  the  cell,  and  fell  at  once  into  a  profound 
sleep.  He  did  not  hear  either  the  supper  bell  or  the  bell  for 
benediction.  They  had  forgotten  him.  When  the  first  rays 
of  the  sun  woke  him  up  the  following  morning,  he  found 
himself  lying  on  the  floor. 
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THE   WORLD,    OR    WHAT   THK   RICH    LACK 

I  am  alone  in  the  world.  No  one  deigns  lo  spare  inc  a  thought. 
All  those  whom  I  see  make  their  fortune,  have  an  insolence  and 
hardness  of  heart  which  I  do  not  feel  in  myself.  They  hate  me 
by  reason  of  kindness  and  goo»l-humour.  Oh,  I  shall  die  soon, 
either  from  starvation  or  the  unhappiness  of  seeing  men  so  hard  of 
heart.—  Young. 

He  hastened  to  brush  his  clothes  and  run  down.  He  was 
late.  Instead  of  trying  to  justify  himself  Julien  crossed  his 
arms  over  his  breast. 

"  Peccavi  pater  optime  (I  have  sinned,  I  confess  my  fault, 
oh,  my  father),"  he  said  with  a  contrite  air. 

This  first  speech  was  a  great  success.  The  clever  ones 
among  the  seminarists  saw  that  they  had  to  deal  with  a  man 
who  knew  something  about  the  elements  of  the  profession.  The 
recreation  hour  arrived,  and  Julien  saw  that  he  was  the  object 
of  general  curiosity,  but  he  only  manifested  reserved  silence. 
Following  the  maxims  he  had  laid  down  for  himself,  he 
considered  his  three  hundred  and  twenty-one  comrades  as 
enemies.  The  most  dangerous  of  all  in  his  eyes  was  the 
abbe  Pirard.  A  few  days  afterwards  J  ulien  had  to  choose  a 
confessor,  and  was  given  a  list. 

"  Great  heavens  !  what  do  they  take  me  for  ?  "  he  said  to 
himself.  "Do  they  think  I  don't  understand  what's  what?  " 
Then  he  chose  the  abbe  Pirard. 

This  step  proved  decisive  without  his  sus{)ecting  it. 

A  little  t,eminarist,  who  was  quite  young  and  a  native  of 
Verrieres,  and  who  had  declared  himself  his  friend  since  the 
first  day,  informed  him  that  he  would  probably  have  acted 
more  prudently  if  he  had  chosen  M.  CastanWe,  the  sub- 
director  of  the  seminary. 
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"The  abbe  CastanWe  is  the  enemy  of  Pirard,  who  is 
suspected  of  Jansenism,"  added  the  little  seminarist  in  a 
whisper.  All  the  first  steps  of  our  hero  were,  in  spite  of  the 
prudence  on  which  he  plumed  himself,  as  much  mistakes  as 
his  choice  of  a  confessor.  Misled  as  he  was  by  all  the  self- 
confidence  of  a  man  of  imagination,  he  took  his  projects  for 
facts,  and  believed  that  he  was  a  consummate  hypocrite.  His 
folly  went  so  far  as  to  reproach  himself  for  his  success  in  this 
kind  of  weakness. 

"  Alas,  it  is  my  only  weapon,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  At 
another  period  I  should  have  earned  my  livelihood  by  eloquent 
deeds  in  the  face  of  the  enemy." 

Satisfied  as  he  was  with  his  own  conduct,  Julien  looked 
around  him.  He  found  everywhere  the  appearance  of  the 
purest  virtue. 

Eight  or  ten  seminarists  lived  in  the  odour  of  sanctity,  and 
had  visions  like  Saint  Theresa,  and  Saint  Francis,  when  he 
received  his  stigmata  on  Mount  Vemia  in  the  Appenines. 
But  it  was  a  great  secret  and  their  friends  concealed  it.  These 
poor  young  people  who  had  visions  were  always  in  the  in- 
firmary. A  hundred  others  combined  an  indefatigable  applica- 
tion to  a  robust  faith.  They  worked  till  they  fell  ill,  but 
without  learning  much.  Two  or  three  were  distinguished  by 
a  real  talent,  amongst  others  a  student  of  the  name  of  Chazel, 
but  both  they  and  Julien  felt  mutually  unsympathetic. 

The  rest  of  these  three  hundred  and  twenty-one  seminarists 
consisted  exclusively  of  coarse  persons,  who  were  by  no  means 
sure  of  understanding  the  Latin  words  which  they  kept  on 
repeating  the  livelong  day.  Nearly  all  were  the  sons  of 
peasants,  and  they  preferred  to  gain  their  livelihood  by  reciting 
some  Latin  words  than  by  ploughing  the  earth.  It  was  after 
this  examination  of  his  colleagues  that  Julien,  during  the  first 
few  days,  promised  himself  a  speedy  success. 

"  Intelligent  people  are  needed  in  every  service,"  he  said  to 
himself,  "  for,  after  all,  there  is  work  to  be  done.  I  should 
have  been  a  sergeant  under  Napoleon.  I  shall  be  a  grand 
vicar  among  these  future  cures." 

"  .Ml  these  poor  devils,"  he  added,  "  manual  labourers  as 
they  have  been  since  their  childhood,  have  lived  on  curded 
milk  end  black  bread  up  till  they  arrived  here.  They  would 
only  eat  meat  five  or  six  times  a  year  in  their  hovels.     Like 
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the  Roman  soldiers  who  used  to  find  war  the  time  of  rest,  these 
poor  peasants  are  enchanted  with  the  dehghts  of  the  seminary. 

JuHen  could  never  read  anything  in  their  gloomy  eyes  but 
the  satisfaction  of  physical  craving  after  dinner,  and  the  ex- 
pectation of  sensual  pleasure  before  the  meal.  Such  were  the 
people  among  whom  Julien  had  to  distinguish  himself;  but 
the  fact  which  he  did  not  know,  and  which  they  refrained 
from  telling  him,  was  that  coming  out  first  in  the  different 
courses  of  dogma,  ecclesiastical  history,  etc.,  etc.,  which  are 
taken  at  the  seminary,  constituted  in  their  eyes,  neither  more 
nor  less  than  a  splendid  sin. 

Since  the  time  of  Voltaire  and  two-chamber  Government, 
which  is  at  bottom  simply  distrust  and  personal  self-eximina- 
tion,  and  gives  the  popular  mind  that  bad  habit  of  being 
suspicious,  the  Church  of  France  seems  to  have  realised  that 
books  are  its  real  enemies.  It  is  the  submissive  heart  which 
counts  for  everything  in  its  eyes.  It  suspects,  and  rightly  so, 
any  success  in  studies,  even  sacred  ones.  What  is  to  prevent 
a  superior  man  from  crossing  over  to  the  opposite  side  like 
Si^yes  or  Gregory.  The  trembling  Church  clings  on  to  the 
Pope  as  its  one  chance  of  safety.  The  Pope  alone  is  in  a 
position  to  attempt  to  paralyse  all  personal  self-examinaticn, 
and  to  make  an  impression  by  means  of  the  pompous  piety 
of  his  court  ceremonial  on  the  bored  and  morbid  spirit  of 
fashionable  society. 

Julien,  as  he  began  to  get  some  glimpse  of  these  various 
truths,  which  are  none  the  less  in  total  contradiction  to  all 
the  official  pronouncements  of  any  seminary,  fell  into  a  profound 
melancholy.  Hfi.jsvorked  a  greatdeajl  and  rapidly  succeeded 
in  learning  things  which  were.  extremeTj'  'useful  to^apriestj 
extrfiflo%.,Mse  jti„W.s„OWa.SXaSk.and.  <Jev9i(d  aC.r.1>e  ihghtejU 
interest  for  hiiB,,...He  feltjhere  w^s  ngtijwfi^slssift-da^ 

"  Am  Ithen  forgotten  by  THe  whole  world,"  he  thought. 
He  did  not  know  that  M.  Pirard  had  received  and  thrown  into 
the  fire  several  letters  with  the  I)  jon  stamp  in  which  the  most 
lively  passion  would  pierce  through  the  most  formal  con- 
ventionalism of  style.  "  This  love  seems  to  be  fought  by  great 
attacks  of  remorse.  All  the  better,"  thought  the  abbe  Piiard. 
"  At  any  rate  this  lad  has  not  loved  ati  infidel  woman." 

One  day  the  abbe  Pirard  opened  a  letter  which  seemed 
half-blotted  out  by  tears.      It  was  an  adieu  for  ever.     "  At 
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last,"  said  the  writer  to  Julien,  "  Heaven  has  granted  me  the 
grace  of  hating,  not  the  author  of  my  fall,  but  my  fall  itself. 
The  sacrifice  has  been  made,  dear  one,  not  without  tears  as 
you  see.  The  safety  of  those  to  whom  I  must  devote  my  life, 
and  whom  you  love  so  much,  is  the  decisive  factor.  A  just 
but  terrible  God  will  no  longer  see  His  way  to  avenge  on  them 
their  mother's  crimes.  Adieu,  Julien.  Be  just  towards  all 
men."  The  end  of  the  letter  was  nearly  entirely  illegible. 
The  writer  gave  an  address  at  Dijon,  but  at  the  same  time 
expressed  the  hope  that  Julien  would  not  answer,  or  at  any 
rate  would  employ  language  which  a  reformed  woman  could 
read  without  blushing.  Julien's  melancholy,  aggravated  by 
the  mediocre  nourishment  which  the  contractor  who  gave 
dinners  at  thirteen  centimes  per  head  supplied  to  the  seminary, 
began  to  affect  his  health,  when  Fouque  suddenly  appeared  in 
his  room  one  morning. 

"  I  have  been  able  to  get  in  at  last.  I  have  duly  been  five 
times  to  Besangon  in  order  to  see  you.  Could  never  get  in. 
I  put  someone  by  the  door  to  watch.  Why  the  devil  don't 
you  ever  go  out  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  test  which  I  have  imposed  on  myself." 

"  I  find  you  greatly  changed,  but  here  you  are  again.  I 
have  just  learned  from  a  couple  of  good  five  franc  pieces  that 
I  was  only  a  fool  not  to  have  offered  them  on  my  first  journey." 

The  conversation  of  the  two  friends  went  on  for  ever. 
julien  changed  coloured  when  Fouque  said  to  him, 

"  Do  you  know,  by  the  by,  that  your  pupils'  mother  has 
become  positively  devout." 

And  he  began  to  talk  in  that  off-hand  manner  which  makes 
so  singular  an  impression  on  the  passionate  soul,  whose  dearest 
iiiterests  are  being  destroyed  without  the  speaker  having  the 
faintest  suspicion  of  it. 

"  Yes,  my  friend,  the  most  exalted  devoutness.  She  is  said 
to  make  pilgrimages.  But  to  the  eternal  shame  of  the  abbe 
Maslon,  who  has  played  the  spy  so  long  on  that  poor  M. 
Chelan,  Madame  de  Renal  would  have  nothing  to  do  with 
him.    She  goes  to  confession  to  Dijon  or  Besan^on." 

"  She  goes  to  Besan^on,"  said  Julien,  flushing  all  over  his 

"  Pretty  often,"  said  Fouque  in  a  questionuig  manner. 
"  Have  you  got  any  Constitutionnels  on  you  ?  " 
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"  What  do  you  say  ?  "  replied  Fouque. 

"  I'm  asking  if  you've  got  any  Constitutionnels  ?  "  went  on 
Julien  in  the  quietest  tone  imaginab'*?.  "They  cost  thirty 
sous  a  number  here." 

"  What ! "  exclaimed  Fouque.  "  Liberals  even  in  the 
seminary !  Poor  France,"  he  added,  assuming  the  abbe 
Maslon's  hypocritical  voice  and  sugary  tone. 

This  visit  would  have  made  a  deep  impression  on  our  hero, 
if  he  had  not  been  put  on  the  track  of  an  important  discover)- 
by  some  words  addressed  to  him  the  following  day  by  the  little 
seminarist  from  Verri^res.  Julien's  conduct  since  he  had  been 
at  the  seminary  had  been  nothing  but  a  series  of  false  steps. 
He  began  to  make  bitter  fun  of  himself. 

In  point  of  fact  the  important  actions  in  his  life  had  been 
cleverly  managed,  but  he  was  careless  about  details,  and 
cleverness  in  a  seminary  consists  in  attention  to  details. 
Consequently,  he  had  already  the  reputation  among  his 
comrades  of  being  a  strong-minded  person.  He  had  been 
betrayed  by  a  number  of  little  actions. 

He  had  been  convicted  in  their  eyes  of  this  enormity,  he 
thought  and  judged  for  himself  vn^X-QzA  of  blindly  following 
authority  and  example.  The  abbe  Pirard  had  been  ro  help 
to  him.  He  had  not  spoken  to  him  on  a  single  occasion 
apart  from  the  confessional,  and  even  there  he  listened  more 
than  he  spoke.  Matters  would  have  been  very  different  if  he 
had  chosen  the  abbe  Castan^de.  The  moment  that  Julien 
realised  his  folly,  he  ceased  to  be  bored.  He  wished  to  know 
the  whole  extent  of  the  evil,  and  to  effect  this  emerged  a  little 
from  that  haughty  obstinate  silence  with  which  he  had 
scrupulously  rebuffed  his  comrades.  It  was  now  that  they 
look  their  revenge  on  him.  His  advances  were  welcomed  by 
a  contempt  verging  on  derision.  He  realised  that  there  had 
not  been  one  single  hour  from  the  time  of  his  entry  into  the 
seminary,  particularly  during  recreation  time,  which  had  not 
resulted  in  affecting  him  one  way  or  another,  which  had  not 
increased  the  number  of  his  enemies,  or  won  for  him  the 
goodwill  of  some  seminarist  who  was  either  sincerely  nrtuous 
or  of  a  fibre  slightly  less  coarse  than  that  of  the  others.  The 
evil  to  repair  was  infinite,  and  the  task  very  dirticult.  Hence- 
forth, Julien's  attention  was  alw.ivs  on  guard.  Tlie  problem 
before  him  was  to  map  out  a  new  character  fgc  himself. 
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The  moving  of  his  eyes  for  example,  occasioned  him  a  great 
deal  of  trouble.  It  is  with  good  reason  that  they  are  carried 
lowered  in  these  places. 

"How  presumptuous  I  was  at  Verri^res,"  said  Julien  to 
himself.  "  I  thought  I  lived ;  I  was  only  preparing  for  life, 
and  here  I  am  at  last  in  the  world  such  as  I  shall  find  it,  until 
my  part  comes  to  an  end,  surrounded  by  real  enemies.  What 
immense  difficulties,"  he  added,  "  are  involved  in  keeping  up 

t^s  hypocrisy  every  single  minute._ Jjt  is  ^'nni'gh  to  put  the 

labours  ofTIefcuIesTnto  t]BJB*sfiade.  The.  Hercules  of  modem 
dmes  is  tTieTPope  SixtiiirQuintus,  who  deceived  by  his  mode«<ty 
Sfteen  years  on  end  forty  Cardinals  who  had  seen  the  liveliness 
and  haughtiness  of  his  whole  youth. 

"So^knowledge  is  npthipg.  here,"  he  said  to  himself  with 
disgustT*  "  Progress  in  doctrine,  in  sacred  history*  etc.,  only 
seem  to  coiiot:  Everything  said  on  those  subjects  is  only 
intended  to  entrap  fools  like  me.  Alas  my  only  merit  consists 
:n  my  rapid  progress,  and  in  the  way  in  which  I  grasp  all 
their  nonsense.  Do  they  really  value  those  things  at  their 
lue  worth?  Do  they  judge  them  like  I  do.  And  I  had 
:he  stupidity  to  be  proud  of  my  quickness.  The  only  result 
of  my  coming  out  top  has  been  to  give  me  inveterate  enemies. 
Chazel,  who  really  knows  more  than  I  do,  always  throws 
some  blunder  in  his  compositions  which  gets  him  put  back  to 
:he  fiftieth  place.  If  he  comes  out  first,  it  is  only  because  he 
.5  absent-minded.  O  how  useful  would  one  word,  just  one 
»ord,  of  M.  Pirard,  have  been  to  me." 

.As  soon  as  Julien  was  disillusioned,  the  long  exercises  in 
iicetic  piety,  such  as  the  attendances  in  the  chapel  five  times 
i  ^ttk,  the  intonation  of  hymns  at  the  chapel  of  the  Sacre 
Coeur,  etc ,  etc.,  which  had  previously  seemed  to  him  so 
c*acly  boring,  became  his  most  interesting  opportunities  for 
iczon.  Thanks  to  a  severe  introspection,  and  above  all,  by 
^rrr.g  not  to  overdo  his  methods,  Julien  did  not  attempt  at 
•:r  outset  to  perform  significant  actions  (that  is  to  say,  actions 
';  :~.  are  proof  of  a  certain  Christian  perfection)  like  those 
>Tr.:r?irists  who  served  as  a  model  to  the  rest. 

>t.":::narists  have  a  special  way,  even  of  eating  a  poached 
"if^^"ich  betokens  progress  in  the  devout  life. 

•  "t  reader  who  smiles  at  this  will  perhaps  be  good  enough 
■-  -^Tjember  all  the  mistakes  which  the  abbe  Delille  made 
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over  the  eating  of  an  egg  when  he  was  invited  to  breakfast 
with  a  lady  of  the  Court  of  Louis  XVI. 

Julien  first  tried  to  arrive  at  the  state  of  non  culpa,  that  is 
to  say  the  state  of  the  young  seminarist  whose  demeanour  and 
manner  of  moving  his  arms,  eyes,  etc.  while  in  fact  without 
any  trace  of  worldliness,  do  not  yet  indicate  that  the  person  is 
entirely  absorbed  by  the  conception  of  the  other  world,  and 
the  idea  of  the  pure  nothingness  of  this  one. 

Julien  incessantly  found  such  phrases  as  these  charcoaled 
on  the  walls  of  the  corridors.  "  What  are  sixtyjeare  jrfjordeals 
balaafied-against.an  eternity  of"ZeIigRts  px^.^anjuBtetnity  of 
bpiU|jg„ijiLm~ijell.? "  He  despised  them  no  longer.  He 
realised  that  it  was  necessary  to  have  them  incessantly  before 
his  eyes.  "  What  am  I  going  to  do  all  my  life,"  he  said  to 
himself.  "I  shall  sell  to  the  faithful  a  place  in  heaven. 
How  am  I  going  to  make  that  place  visible  to  their  eyes?  By 
the  difference  between  my  appearance  and  that  of  a  layman." 

After  several  months  of  absolutely  unremitting  application, 
Julien  still  had  the  appearance  of  thinking.  The  v/ay  in 
which  he  would  move  his  eyes  and  hold  his  mouth  did  not 
betoken  that  implicit  faith  which  is  ready  to  believe  everything 
and  undergo  everything,  even  at  the  cost  of  martyrdom. 
Julien  saw  with  anger  that  he  was  surpassed  in  this  by  the 
coarsest  peasants.  There  was  good  reason  for  their  not 
appearing  full  of  thought. 

What  pains  did  he  not  take  to  acquire  that  facial  expression 
of  blindly  fervent  faith  which  is  found  so  frequently  in  the 
Italian  convents,  and  of  which  Le  Guerchin  has  left  such 
perfect  models  in  his  Church  pictures  for  the  benefit  of  us 
laymen. 

On  feast-days,  the  seminarists  were  regaled  with  sausages 
and  cabbage.  Julien's  table  neighbours  observed  that  he  did 
not  appreciate  this  happiness.  That  was  looked  upon  as  one 
of  his  paramount  crimes.  His  comrades  saw  in  this  a  most 
odious  trait,  and  the  most  foolish  hypocrisy.  Nothing  made 
him  more  enemies. 

"Look  at  this  bourgeois,  look  at  this  stuck-up  person/ 
they  would  say,  "  who  pretends  to  despise  the  best  rations 
there  are,  sausages  and  cabbage,  shame  on  the  villain : 
The  haughty  wretch,  he  is  damned  for  ever." 

"Alas,  these  young  peasants,  who  are  my  comrades,  find 
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their  ignorance  an  immense  advantage,"  Julien  would  exclaim 
in  his  moments  of  discouragement.  The  professor  has  not 
got  to  deliver  them  on  their  arrival  at  the  seminary  from  that 
awful  number  of  worldly  ideas  which  I  brought  into  it,  and 
which  they  read  on  my  face  whatever  I  do." 

Julien  watched  with  an  attention  bordering  on  envy  the 
coarsest  of  the  little  peasants  who  arrived  at  the  seminary. 
From  the  moment  when  they  were  made  to  doff  their  shabby 
jackets  to  don  the  black  robe,  their  education  consisted  of  an 
immense  and  limitless  respect  for  hard  liquid  cash  as  they  say 
in  Franche-comte. 

That  is  the  consecrated  and  heroic  way  of  expressing  the 
sublime  idea  of  current  money. 

These  seminarists,  like  the  heroes  in  Voltaire's  novels, 
found  their  happiness  in  dining  well.  Julien  discovered  in 
nearly  all  of  them  an  innate  respect  for  the  man  who  wears  a 
suit  of  good  cloth.  This  sentiment  appreciates  the  distributive 
justice,  which  is  given  us  at  our  courts,  at  its  value  or  even  above 
its  true  value.  "  What  can  one  gain,"  they  would  often  repeat 
among  themselves,  "  by  having  a  law  sui^  with  •  a  big  man  ? '  " 

That  is  the  expression  current  in  the  valleys  of  the  Jura  to 
express  a  rich  man.  One  can  judge  of  their  respect  for  the 
richest  entity  of  all — the  government.  Failure  to  smile 
deferentially  at  the  mere  name  of  M.  the  Prefect  is  regarded 
as  an  imprudence  in  the  eyes  of  the  Franche-comte  peasant, 
and  imprudence  in  poor  people  is  quickly  punished  by  lack 
of  bread. 

After  having  been  almost  suffocated  at  first  by  his  feeling  of 
contempt,  Julien  eventually  experienced  a  feeling  of  pity ;  it 
often  happened  that  the  fathers  of  most  of  his  comrades 
would  enter  their  hovel  in  winter  evenings  und  fail  to  find 
there  either  bread,  chestnuts  or  potatoes. 

"What  is  there  astonishing  then?"  Julien  would  say  to 
himself,  "if  in  their  eyes  the  happy  man  is  in  the  first  place 
the  one  who  has  just  had  a  good  dinner,  and  in  the  second 
place  the  one  who  possesses  a  good  suit  ?  My  comrades  have 
a  lasting  vocation,  that  is  to  say,  they  see  in  the  ecclesiastical 
calling  a  long  continuance  of  the  happiness  of  dining  well  and 
having  a  warm  suit." 

Julien  happened  to  hear  ayoung  imaginative  seminarist  say 
to  his  companion. 
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"  Why  shouldn't  I  become  Pope  like  Sixtus  Quintus  who 
kept  pigs  ?  " 

"They  only  make  Italians  Popes,"  answered  his  friend. 
"  But  they  will  certainly  draw  lots  amongst  us  for  the  great 

vicarships,  canonries  and  perhaps  bishoprics.     M.  P 

Bishop  of  Ch41ons,  is  the  son  of  a  cooper.  That's  what  tny 
father  is." 

One  day,  in  the  middle  of  a  theology  lesson,  the  Abbe 
Pirard  summoned  Julien  to  him.  The  young  fellow  was 
delighted  to  leave  the  dark,  moral  atmosphere  in  which  he 
had  been  plunged.  Julien  received  from  the  director  the 
same  welcome  which  had  frightened  him  so  much  on  the  first 
day  of  his  entry. 

"  Explain  to  me  what  is  written  on  this  playing  card  ?  "  he 
said,  looking  at  him  in  a  way  calculated  to  make  him  sink  into 
the  earth. 

Julien  read : 

"Amanda  Binet  of  the  Giraffe  Cafe  before  eight  o'clock. 
Say  you're  from  Genlis,  and  my  mother's  cousin." 

Julien  realised  the  immense  danger.  The  spies  of  the  abbe 
Castanede  had  stolen  the  address. 

"  I  was  trembling  with  fear  the  day  I  came  here,"  he 
answered,  looking  at  the  abbe  Pirard's  forehead,  for  he  could 
not  endure  that  terrible  gaze.  "  M.  Chelan  told  me  that  this 
is  a  place  of  informers  and  mischief-makers  of  all  kinds,  and 
that  spying  and  tale-bearing  by  one  comrade  on  another  was 
encouraged  by  the  authorities.  Heaven  wishes  it  to  be  so, 
so  as  to  stiow  life  such  as  it  is  to  the  young  priests,  and  fill 
them  with  disgust  for  the  world  and  all  its  pomps." 

"  And  it's  to  me  that  you  make  these  fine  speeches,"  aid 
the  abbe  Pirard  furiously.     "  You  young  villain." 

"  My  brothers  used  to  beat  me  at  Verrieres,"  answered 
Julien  coldly,  "  When  they  had  occasion  to  be  jealous  of  me." 

"Indeed,  indeed,"  exclaimed  M.  Pirard,  almost  beside 
himself. 

Julien  went  on  with  his  story  without  being  in  the  least 
intimidated : — 

"  The  day  of  my  arrival  at  Besan^on  I  was  hungry,  and  I 
entered  a  cafe.  My  spirit  was  full  of  revulsion  for  so  profane 
a  place,  but  I  thought  that  my  breakfast  would  cost  me  less 
than  at  an  inn.    A  lady,  who  seemed  to  be  the  mistress  of  the 
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establishment,  took  pity  on  my  inexperience.  '  Besan^on  is 
full  of  bad  characters,'  she  said  to  me.  '  I  fear  something 
will  happen  to  you,  sir.  If  some  mishap  should  occur  to  you, 
have  recourse  to  me  and  send  to  my  house  before  eight  o'clock. 
If  the  porters  of  the  seminary  refuse  to  execute  your  errand, 
say  you  are  my  cousin  and  a  native  of  Genlis.' " 

'*  I  will  have  all  this  chatter  verified,"  exclaimed  the  abbe 
Pirard,  unable  to  stand  still,  and  walking  about  the  room. 

'•  Back  to  the  cell." 

The  abbe  followed  Julien  and  locked  him  in.  The  latter 
immediately  began  to  examine  his  trunk,  at  the  bottom  of 
which  the  fatal  cards  had  been  so  carefully  hidden.  Nothing 
was  missing  in  the  trunk,  but  several  things  had  been  dis- 
arranged. Nevertheless,  he  had  never  been  without  the  key. 
What  luck  that,  during  the  whole  time  of  my  blindness,  said 
Julien  to  himself,  I  never  availed  myself  of  the  permission  to 
go  out  that  Monsieur  Castan^de  would  offer  me  so  frequently, 
with  a  kindness  which  I  now  understand.  Perhaps  I  should 
have  h!'^  ^he  weakness  to  have  changed  my  clothes  and  gone 
to  se<.  fair  Amanda,  and  then  I  should  have  been  ruined. 
\yhen  I  ,y  gave  up  hope  of  exploitinc  that  piece  of  informa- 
tion for  the  accomplishment  of  his  i  '  -v  had  used  it  to 
inform  against  him.  Two  hours  aftc.  the  director 
summoned  him. 

"  You  did  not  lie,"  he  said  to  him,  with  a  less  severe  look, 
"but  keeping  an  address  like  that  is  an  indiscretion  of  a 
gravity  which  you  are  unable  to  realise.  Unhappy  child  !  It 
may  perhaps  do  you  harm  in  ten  years'  time." 
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The  present  time,  great  God  !  is  the  atk  of  the  Lord  ;  cursed 
be  he  who  touches  iu— Diderot. 

The  reader  will  kindly  excuse  us  if  we  give  very  few  clear  and 
definite  facts  concerning  this  period  of  t-  en's  life.  It  is  not 
that  we  lack  facts ;  quite  the  contrary.  iut  it  may  be  that 
what  he  saw  in  the  seminary  is  too  blacky  for^tRemedium 
colour  which  the  author  has  endeavoufeiario  preserv£|Rrbugh- 
out  tiiesa  4»ages.  Those  of  our  cbhtemporarierwHoTiave 
suffered  from  certain  things  cannot  remember  them  without  a 
horror  which  paralyses  every  other  pleasure,  even  that  of 
reading  a  tale. 

Julien  achieved  scant  success  in  his  essays  at  hypocritical 
gestures.  He  experienced  moments  of  disgust,  and  even  of 
complete  discouragement.  He  was  not  a  success,  even  in  a 
a  vile  career.  The  slightest  help  from  outside  would  have 
sufficed  to  have  given  him  heart  again,  for  the  difficulty  to 
overcome  was  not  very  great,  but  he  was  alone,  like  a  derelict 
ship  in  the  middle  of  the  ocean.  "  And  when  I  do  succeed," 
he  would  say  to  himself,  "  think  of  having  to  pass  a  whole 
lifetime  in  such  awful  company,  gluttons  who  have  no  thought 
but  for  the  large  omelette  which  they  will  guzzle  at  dinner- 
time, or  persons  like  the  abbe  CastanMe,  who  finds  no  crime 
too  black!     They  will  attain  power,  but,  great  heavens!  at 

whsit  cost. 

"The  will  of  man  is  powerful,  I  read  it  everywhere,  but 
is  it  enough  to  overcome  so  great  a  disgust  ?  The  task  of  all 
the  great  men  was  easy  by  comparison.  However  terrible  was 
the  danger,  they  found  it  fine,  and  who  can  realise,  except 
myself,  the  ugliness  of  my  surroundings  ?  " 
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This  moment  was  the  most  trying  in  his  whole  life.  It 
would  have  been  so  easy  for  him  to  have  enhsted  in  one  of 
the  fine  regiments  at  the  garrison  of  Besan^on.  He  could 
have  become  a  Latin  master.  He  needed  so  little  for  his 
subsistence,  but  in  that  case  no  mo. .  career,  no  more  future 
for  his  imagination.  It  was  equivalent  to  death.  Here  is  one 
of  his  sad  days  in  detail : 

"  I  have  so  often  presumed  to  congratulate  myself  on  being 
different  from  the  other  young  peasants  !  Well,  I  have  lived 
enough  to  realise  that  diffentice  engenders  hale"  he  said  to 
himself  one  morning.  This  great  truth  had  just  been  borne 
in  upon  him  by  one  of  his  rr  ost  irritating  failures.  He  had 
been  working  for  eight  days  at  teaching  a  pupil  who  lived  in 
an  odour  of  sanctity.  He  used  to  go  out  with  him  into  the 
courtyard  and  listen  submissively  to  pieces  of  fatuity  enough 
to  send  one  to  sleep  standing.  .Suddenly  the  weather  turned 
stormy.  The  thunder  growled,  and  the  holy  pupil  exclaimed 
as  he  roughly  pushed  him  away. 

"  Listen !  Everyone  for  himself  in  this  world.  I  don't 
want  to  be  burned  by  the  thunder.  God  may  strike  you  with 
lightning  like  a  blasphemer,  like  a  Voltaire." 

"I  deserve  to  be  drowned  if  I  go  to  sleep  during  the 
storm,"  exclaimed  Julien,  with  his  teeth  clenched  with  rage, 
and  with  his  eyes  opened  towards  the  sky  now  furrowed  by 
the  lightning.  "Let  us  try  the  conquest  of  some  other 
rogue." 

The  bell  rang  for  the  abbe  Cas^anede's  course  of  sacred 
history.  That  day  the  abbe  Castanede  was  teaching  those 
young  peasants  already  so  frightened  by  their  father's  hard- 
ships and  poverty,  that  the  Government,  that  entity  so  terrible 
in  their  eyes,  possessed  no  real  and  legitimate  power  except 
by  virtue  of  the  delegation  of  God's  vicar  on  earth. 

"Render  yourselves  worthy,  by  the  holiness  of  your  life 
and  by  your  obedience,  of  the  benevolence  of  the  Pope.  Be 
like  a  stick  in  his  hatids"  he  added,  "  and  you  will  obtain  a 
superb  position,  where  y  i  will  be  far  from  all  control,  and 
enjoy  the  King's  conim  nds,  a  position  from  which  you 
cannot  be  removed,  and  where  one  third  of  the  salary  is 
paid  by  the  Goveinment,  while  the  faithful  who  are  moulded 
by  your  preaching  pay  the  other  two-thirds." 

Castanede  stopjjed  in  the  courtyard  after  he  left  the  lesson- 
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room.  "  It  is  particularly  appropriate  to  say  of  a  cure,  ne 
said  to  the  pupils  who  formed  a  ring  round  him,  "  that  the 
place  is  worth  as  much  as  the  man  is  worth.  I  myself  have 
known  parishes  in  the  mountains  where  the  surplice  fees  were 
worth  more  than  that  of  many  town  livings.  There  was  quite 
as  much  money,  without  counting  the  fat  capons,  the  eggs, 
fresh  butter,  and  a  thousand  and  one  pleasant  details,  and 
there  the  cure  is  indisputably  the  first  man.  There  is  not  a 
good  meal  to  which  he  is  not  invited,  feted,  etc." 

Castanede  had  scarcely  gone  back  to  his  room  before  the 
pupils  split  up  into  knots.  Julien  did  not  form  part  of  any  of 
them ;  he  was  left  out  like  a  black  sheep.  He  saw  in  every 
knot  a  pupil  tossing  a  coin  in  the  air,  and  if  he  managed  to 
guess  right  in  this  game  of  heads  or  tails,  his  comrades  would 
decide  that  he  would  soon  have  one  of  those  fat  livings. 

Anecdotes  ensued.  A  certain  young  priest,  who  had 
scarcely  been  ordained  a  year,  had  given  a  tame  rabbit  to  the 
maidservant  of  an  old  cure,  and  had  succeeded  in  being  asked 
to  be  his  curate.  In  a  few  mouths  afterwards,  for  the  cure 
had  quickly  died,  he  had  replaced  him  in  »hat  excellent  living. 
Another  had  succeeded  in  getting  himself  designated  as  a 
successor  to  a  very  rich  town  living,  by  being  present  at  all 
the  meals  of  an  old,  paralytic  cure,  and  by  dexterously  carving 
his  poultry.  The  seminarists,  li'^e  all  young  people,  exag- 
gerated the  effect  of  those  little  devices,  which  have  an 
element  of  originality,  and  which  strike  the  imagination. 

"  I  must  take  part  in  these  conversations,"  said  Julien  to 
himself  When  they  did  not  talk  about  sausages  and  good 
livings,  the  conversation  ran  on  the  worldly  aspect  of  ecclesi- 
astical doctrine,  on  the  differences  of  bishops  and  prefects,  0 
mayors  and  cures,  julien  cauL'ht  sight  of  the  c,  nception  of 
a  second  god,  but  of  a  god  who  was  much  more  forrmd- 
able  and  much  more  powerful  thnn  the  nthpr  nne-  I  hat 
second  J{0^i-ww-^h«^l?ope.  Tney  said  among  themselves  in 
a'Tow  voice,  however,  and  when  they  were  quite  sure  that  they 
would  not  be  heard  by  Pirard,  that  the  reason  for  the  Pope 
not  taking  the  trouble  of  nominating  all  the  prefects  and 
mayors  of  France,  was  that  he  had  entrusted  that  duty  to  the 
King  of  France  by  entitling  him  a  senior  son  of  the  Church. 

It  was  about  this  tin>e  that  Julien  thought  he  could  cxpioit, 
for  the  benefit  of  his  own  reputation,  his  knowledge  of  Dc 
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Maistre's  book  on  the  Pope.  In  point  of  fact,  he  did  astonish 
his  comrades,  but  it  was  only  another  misfortune.  He  dis- 
pleased them  by  expoundii^  their  own  opinions  better  than 
they  could  themselves.  Chelan  had  acted  as  imprudently  for 
Julien  as  he  had  for  himself.  He  had  given  him  the  habit  of 
reasoning  correctly,  and  of  AQtbeihft  put  off  by  empty  words, 
hut  he  had  neglected  to  tell  him  that  this  h^bit  was  a  crime  in 
the  person  of  bo-  importance,  since  every  piece  of  logical 
reasoning  is  ofTeoKive. 

JuHeri's  command  of  language  added  consequently  a  new 
crime  to  his  score.  By  dint  of  thinking  about  him,  his 
colleagues  succeeded  in  expressing  the  horror  with  which  he 
would  inspire  them  by  a  single  expression ;  they  nicknamed 
him  Martin  Luther,  "  particularly,"  they  said,  "  because  of 
that  infernal  logic  which  makes  him  so  proud." 

Several  young  seminarists  had  a  fresher  complexion  than 
Julien,  and  could  pass  as  better-looking,  but  he  had  white 
hands,  and  was  unable  to  conceal  certain  refined  habits  of 
personal  cleanliness.  This  advantage  proved  a  disadvantage 
in  the  gloomy  house  in  which  chance  had  cast  him.  The 
dirty  peasants  among  whom  he  lived  asserted  that  he  had  very 
abandoned  morals.  We  fear  that  we  may  weary  our  reader 
by  a  narration  of  the  thousand  and  one  misfortunes  of  our 
hero.  The  most  vigorous  of  his  comrades,  for  example, 
wanted  to  start  the  custom  of  beating  him.  He  was  obliged 
to  arm  himself  with  an  iron  compass,  and  to  indicate,  though 
py  signs,  that  he  would  make  use  of  it.  Signs  cannot  figure 
in  a  spy's  report  to  such  good  advantage  as  words. 
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A   PROCESSION 

All  hearts  ;re  moved.  The  presence  of  (iod  seemed 
to  have  dcs-  ided  into  these  narrow  (lothic  streets  that 
stretched  in  every  direction,  and  were  sanded  by  the  care 
of  the  faithful.— >w»?-. 

It  was  in  vain  that  Julien  pretended  to  be  petty  and  stupid. 
He  could  not  please  ;  he  was  too  different.  Yet  all  these  pro 
fessors,  he  said  to  himself,  are  very  clever  people,  men  m  a 
thousand.  Why  do  they  not  like  my  humility?  Only  one 
seemed  to  take  advantage  of  his  readiness  to  believe  every 
thing,  and  apparently  to  swallow  everything.  This  was  the 
abbe  Chas-Bernard,  the  director  of  the  ceremonies  of  the 
cathedral,  where,  for  the  last  fifteen  years,  he  had  been  given 
occasion  to  hope  for  a  canonry.  While  waiting,  he  taught 
homiletics  at  the  seminary.  During  the  period  of  Juhens 
blindness,  this  class  was  one  of  those  in  which  he  most  fre- 
quently came  out  lop.  The  abbe  Chas  had  used  this  as  an 
opportunity  to  manifest  some  friendship  to  him,  and  when  the 
class  broke  up,  he  would  be  glad  to  take  him  by  the  arm  tor 
some  turns  in  the  garden.  .•       ,f     u 

"  What  is  he  getting  at  ?  "  Julien  would  say  to  himselt.  He 
noticed  with  astonishment  that,  for  hours  on  end,  the  abhe 
would  talk  to  him  about  the  ornaments  possessed  by  the 
cathedral.  It  had  seventeen  lace  chasubles,  besides  the 
mourning  vestments.  A  lot  was  hoped  from  the  old  wife  ot 
the  judge  de  Rubemprc.  This  lady,  who  was  ninety  years  c 
age,  had  kept  for  at  least  seventy  years  her  wedding  dress  o! 
superb  Lyons  material,  embroidered  with  gold. 

''  Imagine,  my  friend,"  the  abb^  Chas  would  say,  stoppmi; 
abruptly,  and  staring  with  amazement,   "that   this   matera; 
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keeps  quite  stiff.  There  is  so  much  gold  in  it.  It  is  generally 
thought  in  Besan9on  that  the  will  of  the  judge's  wife  will  result 
in  the  cathedral  treasure  being  increased  by  more  than  ten 
chasubles,  without  counting  four  or  five  capes  for  the  great 
feast.  I  will  go  further,"  said  the  abbe  Chas,  lowering  his 
voice,  "  I  have  reasons  for  thinking  the  judge's  wife  will  leave 
us  her  magnificent  silver  gilt  candlesticks,  supposed  to  have 
been  bought  in  Italy  by  Charles  the  Bold,  Duke  of  Burgundy, 
whose  favourite  minister  was  one  of  the  good  lady's  ancestors." 

"  But  what  is  the  fellow  getting  at  with  all  this  old  clothes 
business,"  thoughLjulieo*  ■  ■"  These  adroit  preliminaries  have 
been  going  on  for  centuries,  and  nothing  comes  of  them.  He 
must  be  very  suspicious  of  me.  He  is  cleverer  than  all  the 
others,  whose  secret  aim  can  be  guessed  so  easily  in  a  fort- 
night. 1  understand.  He  must  have  been  sufifering  for 
fifteen  j^'ears  fr.Qjm  mortified  ambition." 

JuTieii"was  summoned  one  evening  in  the  middle  of  the 
'encing  lesson  to  the  abbe  Pirard,  who  said  to  him. 

To-morrow  is  the  feast  of  Corpus  Domini  (the  Fete-Dieu) 
the  abbe  Chas- Bernard  needs  you  to  help  him  to  decorate  the 
cathedral.  Go  and  obey."  The  abbe  Pirard  called  him 
back  and  added  sympathetically.  "  It  depends  on  you 
whether  you  will  utilise  the  occasion  to  go  into  the  town." 

"  Incedo  per  ignes,"  answered  Julien.  (I  have  secret 
enemies). 

Julien  went  to  the  cathedral  next  morning  with  downcast 
eyes.  The  sight  of  the  streets  and  the  activity  which  was 
beginning  to  prevail  in  the  town  did  him  good.  In  all  quarters 
they  were  extending  the  fronts  of  the  houses  for  the  procession. 

Ail  *he  time  that  lie  had  passed  in  the  seminary  seemed  to 
him  no  more  than  a  moment.  His  thoughts  were  of  Vergy, 
and  of  the  pretty  Amanda  whom  he  might  perhaps  meet,  for 
her  cafe  was  not  very  far  off.  He  saw  in  the  distance  the 
abbe  Chas-Bernard  on  the  threshold  of  his  beloved  cathedral. 
He  was  a  big  man  with  a  jovial  face  and  a  frank  air.  To-day 
he  looked  triumphant.  "  I  was  expecting  you,  my  dear  son," 
he  cried  as  soon  as  he  saw  Julien  in  the  distance.  '•  Be 
•elcome.  This  day's  duty  will  be  protracted  and  arduous. 
T-'?  us  fortify  ourselves  by  a  first  breakfast.  We  will  have  the 
itr.ortd  at  ten  o'clock  during  high  mass." 

"I  do  not  wish,  sir,"  said  Julien  to  him  gravely,  "to  be 
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alone  for  a  single  instant.  Deign  to  observe,"  he  added, 
showing  him  the  clock  over  their  heads,  "  that  I  have  arrived 
at  one  minute  to  five." 

••  So  those  little  rascals  at  the  seminary  frightened  you.  It 
is  very  good  of  you  to  think  of  them,"  said  the  abbe.  "  But  is 
the  road  less  beautiful  because  there  are  thorns  in  the  hedges 
which  bqrder  it.  Travellers  go  on  their  wuy,  and  leave  the 
wicked  thorns  to  wait  in  vain  where  they  are.  And  now  to 
work  my  dear  friend,  to  work." 

The  abbe  Chas  was  right  in  saying  that  the  task  would  be 
arduous.  There  had  been  a  great  funeral  ceremony  at  the 
cathedral  the  previous  day.  They  had  not  been  able  to  make 
any  preparations.  They  had  consequently  only  one  morning 
for  dressing  all  the  Gothic  pillars  which  constitute  the  three 
nave,  ilh  a  kind  of  red  damask  cloth  ascending  to  a  height  of 
thirty  feet.  The  Bishop  had  fetched  by  mail  four  decorators 
from  Paris,  but  these  gentry  were  not  able  to  do  everything, 
and  far  from  giving  any  encouragement  to  the  clumsiness  of 
the  Besan^on  colleagues,  they  made  it  twice  as  great  by 
making  fun  of  them. 

Julien  saw  that  he  would  have  to  climb  the  ladder  himself 
His  agility  served  him  in  good  stead.  He  undertook  the 
direction  of  the  decorators  from  town.  The  abbe  Chas  was 
delighted  as  he  watched  him  flit  from  ladder  to  ladder.  When 
all  the  pillars  were  dressed  in  damask,  five  enoTTnous  bouquets 
of  feathers  had  to  be  placed  on  the  great  baldachin  above  the 
grand  altar.  A  rich  coping  of  gilded  wood  was  supported  by 
eight  big  straight  columns  of  Italian  marble,  but  to  reach  the 
centre  of  the  baldachin  above  the  tabernacle  involved  walking 
over  an  old  wooden  cornice  which  was  forty  feet  high  and 
possibly  worm-eaten. 

The  sight  of  this  difficult  crossing  had  extinguished  the 
gaiety  of  the  Parisian  decorators,  which  up  till  then  had  been 
so  brilliant,  ihey  looked  at  it  from  down  below,  argued 
a  gread  deal,  but  did  not  go  up.  Julien  seized  hold  of  the 
bouquets  of  feathers  and  climbed  the  ladder  at  a  run.  He 
placed  it  neatly  on  the  crown-shaped  ornament  in  the  centre 
of  the  baldachin.  When  he  came  down  the  ladder  again,  the 
abbe  Chas-Bernard  embraced  him  in  his  arms. 

" Optime"  exclaimed  the  good  priest,  "  I  will  tcli  this  to 
Monseigneur." 
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Breakfast  at  ten  o'clock  was  very  gay.  The  abbe  Chas  had 
never  seen  his  church  look  so  beautiful. 

"  Dear  disciple,"  he  said  to  J  alien.  "  My  mother  used  to 
let  out  chairs  in  this  venerable  building,  so  I  have  been 
brought  up  in  this  great  edifice.  The  Terror  of  Robespierre, 
ruined  us,  but  when  I  was  eight  years  old,  that  was  my 
age  then,  I  used  to  serve  masses  in  private  houses,  so  you 
see  I  got  my  meals  on  mass-days.  Nobody  could  fold  a 
chasuble  better  than  I  could,  and  I  never  cut  the  fringes. 
After  the  re-establishment  of  public  worship  by  Napoleon, 
I  had  tae  good  fortune  to  direcreverything  in  this  venerable 
tnet£g'22ii^  ^'^^  times  a  year  do  my  eyes  see  it  adorned  with 
these  fine  ornaments.  But  it  has  never  been  so  resplendent, 
and  the  damask  breadths  have  never  been  so  well  tied  or  so 
close  to  the  pillars  as  they  are  to-day." 

"  So  he  is  going  to  tell  me  his  secret  at  last,"  said  Julien. 
"  Now  he  is  going  to  talk  about  himself  He  is  expanding." 
But  nothing  imprudent  was  said  by  the  man  in  spite  of  his 
evident  exaltation. 

"  All  the  same  he  has  worked  a  great  deal,"  said  Julien  to 
himself.  "  He  is  happy.  What  a  man  !  What  an  example 
for  m^. !  He  really  takes  the  cake."  (Tiiis  was  a  vulgar  phrase 
which  he  had  learned  from  the  old  surgeon). 

As  the  sanctus  of  high  mass  sounded,  Julien  wanted  to  take 
a  surplice  to  follow  the  bishop  in  the  superb  procession. 
"  And  the  thieves,  my  friend  !  And  the  thieves,"  exclaimed 
the  abbe  Chas.  "  Have  you  forgotten  them  ?  The  procession 
will  go  out,  but  we  will  watch,  will  you  and  I.  We  shall  be 
very  lucky  if  we  get  off  with  the  loss  of  a  couple  of  ells  of  this 
fine  lace  which  surrounds  the  base  of  the  pillars.  It  is  a  gift 
of  Madame  de  Rubempre.  It  comes  from  her  great-grand- 
father the  famous  Count.  It  is  made  of  real  gold,  my  friend," 
added  the  abbe  in  a  whisper,  and  with  evident  exaltation. 
"  And  all  genuine.  I  entrust  you  with  the  watching  of  the 
north  wing.  Do  not  leave  it.  I  will  keep  the  south  wing  and 
the  great  nave  for  myself.  Keep  an  eye  on  the  confessional. 
It  is  there  that  the  women  accomplices  of  the  thieves  always 
spy.     Look  out  for  the  moment  when  we  turn  our  backs." 

-^5  h.--  finished  speaking,  a  quarter  to  t .  elve  struck.  Im- 
mediately afterwards  the  sound  of  the  great  clock  was  heard. 
It  rang  a  full  peal.    These  full  solemn  sounds  affected  Julien. 
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His  imagination  was  no  longer  turned  to  things  earthly.  The 
perfume  of  the  incense  and  of  the  rose  leaves  thrown  before 
the  holy  sacrament  by  little  children  disguised  as  St.  John 
increased"  his  exaltations 

Logically  the  grave  sounds  of  the  bell  should  :)nly  have 
recalled  to  Julien's  mind  the  thought  of  the  labour  of  twenty 
men  paid  fifty-four  centimes  each,  arid  possibly  helped  by 
fifteen  or  twenty  faithful  souls.  Logically,  he  ought  to  have 
thought  of  the  wear  and  tear  of  the  eords  and  of  the  framework 
and  of  the  danger  of  the  clock  itself,  which  ialls  down  every 
two  centuries,  and  to  have  considered  the  means  of  diminishing 
the  salary  of  the  bell-ringers,  or  of  paying  them  by  some 
indulgence  or  other  grace  dispensed  from  the  treasures  of  the 
Church  without  diminishing  its  purse. 

Julien's  soul  exalted  by  these  sounds  with  all  their  virile 
fulness,  instead  of  making  these  wise  reflections,  wandered  in 
the  realm  of  imagination.  He  will  never  turn  out  a  good 
priest  or  a  good  administrator.  Souls  which  get  thrilled  so 
easily  are  at  the  best  only  capable  of  producing  an  artist.  At 
this  moment  the  presumption  of  Julien  bursts  out  into  full 
view.  Perhaps  fifty  of  his  comrades  in  the  seminary  made 
attentive  to  the  realities  of  life  by  their  own  unpopularity  and 
the  Jacobinism  which  they  are  taught  to  see  hiding  behind 
every  hedge,  would  have  had  no  other  thought  suggested  by 
the  great  bell  of  the  cathedral  except  the  wages  of  the  ringers. 
They  would  have  analysed  with  the  genius  of  Bareme  whether 
the  intensity  of  the  emotion  produced  among  the  public  was 
worth  the  money  which  was  given  to  the  ringers.  If  Julien 
had  only  tried  to  think  of  the  material  interests  of  the  cathedral, 
his  imagination  would  have  transcended  its  actual  object  and 
thought  of  economizing  forty  francs  on  the  fabric  and  have 
lost  the  opportunity  of  avoiding  an  expense  of  twenty-five 
centimes. 

While  the  procession  slowly  traversed  Besancon  on  the 
finest  day  imaginable,  and  stopped  at  the  brilliant  altar-stations 
put  up  by  the  authorities,  the  church  remained  in  profound 
silence.  There  prevailed  a  semi-obscurity,  an  agreeable  fresh- 
ness. It  was  still  perfumed  with  the  fragrance  of  liowers  and 
incense. 

The  silence. 


deep 


iness 


naves  sweetened   Julien's  reverie.      He  did  not   fear  being 
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troubled  by  the  abbe  Chas,  who  was  engaged  in  another  i>art 
of  the  building.  His  soul  had  almost  abandoned  its  mortcl 
tenement,  which  was  pacing  slowly  the  north  wing  which  had 
been  trusted  to  his  surveillance.  He  was  all  the  more  tranquil 
when  he  had  assured  himself  that  there  was  no  one  in  the 
confessional  except  .some  devout  women.  His  eyes  looked  in 
front  of  him  seeing  nothing. 

His  reverie  was  almost  broken  by  the  sight  of  two  well- 
diessed  women,  one  in  the  Confessional,  and  the  other  on 
a  chair  quite  near  her.  He  looked  without  seeing,  but 
noticed,  however,  either  by  reason  of  some  vague  apprecia- 
tion of  his  duties  or  admiration  for  the  aristocratic  but 
simple  dress  of  the  ladies,  that  there  was  no  priest  in  the 
Confessional. 

"  It  is  singular,"  he  thought,  •'  that  if  these  fair  ladies  are 
devout,  they  are  not  kneeling  before  some  altar,  or  that  if  they 
are  in  society  they  have  not  an  advantageous  position  in  the 
first  row  of  some  balcony.  How  well  cut  that  dress  is  !  How 
graceful ! " 

He  slackened  his  pace  to  try  and  look  at  them.  The  lady 
who  was  kneeling  in  the  Confessional  turned  her  head  a  little 
hearing  the  noise  of  Julien's  step  in  this  solemn  place. 
Suddenly  she  gave  a  loud  cry,  and  felt  ill. 

As  the  lady  collapsed  and  fell  backwards  on  her  knees, 
her  friend  who  was  near  her  hastened  to  help  her.  At  the 
same  time  Julien  saw  the  shoulders  of  the  lady  who  was  falling 
backwards.  His  eyes  were  struck  by  a  twisted  necklace  of 
fine,  big  pearls,  which  he  knew  well.  What  were  his  emotions 
when  he  recognised  the  hair  of  Madame  de  Renal  ?  It  was 
she !  The  lady  who  was  trying  to  prevent  her  from  falling  was 
Madame  Derville.  Julien  was  beside  himself  and  hastened  to 
their  side.  Madame  de  "Re  nal's  fall  wculd  perhaps  have  carried 
her  friend  along  with  her,  if  Julien  had  not  supported  them. 
He  saw  the  head  of  Madame  de  Renal,  pale  and  entirely 
devoid  of  consciousness  floating  on  his  shoulder.  He  helped 
Madame  Derville  to  lean  that  charm  ig  head  up  against  a 
straw  chair.     He  knelt  down. 

Madame  Derville  turned  round  and  recognised  him. 
•  Away,  monsieur,  away  !  "  she  said  to  him,  in  a  tone  of  the 
most  lively  anger.    "Aboveall,donot  let  her  see  you  again.   The 
iight  of  you  would  be  sure  to  horrify  her.     She  was  so  happy 
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before  you  came.  Your  conduct  is  atrocious.  Flee  !  Take 
yourself  off  if  you  have  any  shame  left." 

These  words  were  spoken  with  so  much  authority,  and 
Julien  felt  so  weak,  that  he  did  take  himself  off.  "  She  always 
hated  me,"  he  said  to  himself,  thinking  of  Madame  Derville. 
At  the  same  moment  the  nasal  chanting  of  the  first  priests  in 
the  procession  which  was  now  coming  back  resounded  in  the 
church.  The  abbe  Chas-Bernard  called  Julien,  who  at  first 
did  not  hear  him,  several  times.  He  came  at  last  and  took 
his  arm  behind  a  pillar  where  Julien  had  taken  refuge  more 
dead  than  alive.     He  wanted  to  present  him  to  the  Bishop. 

"  Are  you  feeling  well,  my  child  ? "  said  the  abbe  to  him, 
seeing  him  so  pale,  and  almost  incapable  of  walking.  "  You 
have  worked  too  much."  The  abbe  gave  him  his  arm, 
"  Come,  sit  down  behind  me  here,  on  the  little  seat  of  the 
dispenser  of  holy  water ;  I  will  hide  you." 

They  were  now  beside  the  main  door. 

"Calm  yourself.  We  have  still  a  good  twenty  minutes 
before  Monseigneur  appears.  Try  and  pull  yourself  together. 
I  will  lift  you  up  when  he  passes,  for  in  spite  of  my  age,  I  am 
strong  and  vigorous." 

Julien  was  trembling  sc  violently  when  the  Bishop  passed, 
that  the  abbe  Chas  gave  up  "^  idea  of  presenting  him. 

"  Do  not  take  it  too  much  to  heart,"  he  said.  "  I  will  find 
another  opportunity." 

The  same  evening  he  had  six  pounds  of  candles  which  had 
been  saved,  he  said,  by  Julien's  carefulness,  and  by  the 
promptness  with  which  he  had  extinguished  them,  carried  to 
the  seminary  chapel.  Nothing  could  have  been  nearer  the 
truth.  The  poor  boy  was  extinguished  himself.  He  had  not 
had  a  single  thought  after  meeting  Madame  de  Renal. 
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THE    FIRST   PROMOTION 

He  knew  his  age,  he  knew  his  department,  and  he  is  rich. 

TAe  Forerunner. 


JuLiEN  had  not  emerged  from  the  deep  reverie  in  which  the 
episode  in  the  cathedral  had  plunged  him,  when  the  severe 
abbe  Pirard  summoned  him. 

"  M.  the  abbe  Chas-Bernard  has  just  written  in  your 
favour.  I  am  on  the  whole  sufficiently  satisfied  with  your 
conduct.  You  are  extremely  imprudent  and  irresponsible 
without  outward  signs  of  it.  However,  up  to  the  present,  you 
have  proved  yourself  possessed  of  a  good  and  even  generous 
heart.  Your  intellect  is  superior.  Taking  it  all  round,  I  see 
in  you  a  spark  which  one  must  not  neglect. 

"  I  am  on  the  point  of  leaving  this  house  after  fifteen  years 
of  work.  My  crime  is  that  I  have  left  the  seminarists  to  their 
free  will,  and  that  I  have  neither  protected  nor  served  that 
secret  society  of  which  you  spoke  to  me  at  the  Confessional. 
I  wish  to  do  something  for  you  before  I  leave.  I  would  have 
done  so  two  months  earlier,  for  you  deserve  it,  had  it  not  been 
for  the  information  laid  against  you  as  the  result  of  the  finding 
in  your  trunk  of  Amanda  Binet's  address.  I  will  make  you 
New  and  Old  Testament  tutor.  Julien  was  transported  with 
gratitude  and  evolved  the  idea  of  throwing  himself  on  his  knees 
and  thanking  God.  He  yielded  to  a  truer  impulse,  and 
approaching  the  abbe  Pirard,  took  his  hand  and  pressed  it  to 
his  lips. 

"\Vhat  is  the  meaning  of  this?"  exclaimed  the  director 
angnly,  but  Julien's  eyes  said  even  more  than  his  act. 

The  abbe  Pirard  looked  at  him  in  astonishment,  after  the 
nianner  of  a  man  who  has  long  lost  the  habit  of  encountering 
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refined  emotions.  The  attention  deceived  the  director.  His 
voice  altered. 

"  Well  yes,  my  child,  I  am  attached  to  you.  Heaven  knows 
that  I  have  been  so  in  spite  of  myself.  I  ought  to  show 
neither  hate  nor  love  to  anyone.  I  see  in  you  something  which 
offends  the  vulgar  Jealousy  and  calumny  will  pursue  you  in 
whatever  place  Providence  may  place  you.  Your  comrades 
will  never  behold  you  without  hate,  and  if  they  pretend  to 
like  you,  it  will  only  be  to  betray  you  with  greater  certainty. 
For  this  there  is  only  one  remedy.  Seek  help  only  from  (led, 
who,  to  punish  you  for  your  presumption,  has  cursed  you  with 
the  inevitable  hatred  of  your  comrades.  Let  your  conduct  be 
pure.  That  is  the  only  resource  which  I  can  see  for  you.  If 
you  love  truth  with  an  irresistible  embrace,  your  enemies  will 
sooner  or  later  be  confounded." 

It  had  been  so  long  since  Julien  had  heard  a  friendly  voice 
that  he  must  be  forgiven  a  weakness.  He  burst  out  into 
tears. 

The  abbe  Pirard  held  out  his  arms  to  him.  This  moment 
was  very  sweet  to  both  of  them.  Julien  was  mad  with  joy. 
This  promotion  was  the  first  which  he  had  obtained.  The 
advantages  were  immense.  To  realise  them  one  must  have 
been  conden  ed  to  pass  months  on  end  without  an  instant's 
solitude,  and  in  immediate  contact  with  comrades  who  were  at 
the  best  importunate,  and  for  the  most  part  insupportable. 
Their  cries  alone  would  have  sufficed  to  disorganise  a  delicate 
constitution.  The  noise  and  joy  of  these  peasants,  well-fed 
and  well-clothed  as  they  were,  could  only  find  a  vent  for  itself, 
or  believe  in  its  own  completeness  when  they  were  shouting 
with  all  the  strength  of  their  lungs. 

Now  Julien  dined  alone,  or  nearly  an  hour  later  than  the 
other  seminarists.  He  had  a  key  of  the  garden  and  could  walk 
in  it  when  no  one  else  was  there. 

Julien  was  astonished  to  perceive  that  he  was  now  hated 
less.  He,  on  the  contrary,  had  been  expecting  that  their 
hate  would  become  twice  as  intense.  That  secret  desire  of 
his  that  he  should  not  be  spoken  to,  which  had  been  only  too 
manifest  before,  and  had  earned  him  so  many  enemies,  was 
no  longer  looked  upon  as  a  sign  of  ridiculous  haughtiness. 
It  became,  in  the  eyes  of  the  coarse  beings  who  surrounded 
him,  a  just  appreciation  of  his  own  dignity.      The  hatred  of 
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bim  sensibly  diminished,  above  all  among  the  youngest  of  his 
comrades,  who  were  now  his  pupils,  and  whom  he  treated 
with  much  politeness.  Gradually  he  obtained  his  own 
following.  It  became  looked  upon  as  bad  form  to  call  him 
Martin  Luther. 

But  what  is  the  good  of  enumerating  his  friends  and  his 
enemies?  The  whole  business  is  squalid,  and  all  the  more 
squalid  in  proportion  to  the  truth  of  the  picture.  And  yet 
the  clergy  supply  the  only  teachers  of  morals  which  the  people 
have.  What  would  happen  to  the  people  without  them  ? 
Will  the  paper  ever  replace  the  cure  ? 

Since  Julien's  new  dignity,  the  director  of  the  seminary 
made  a  point  of  never  speaking  to  him  without  witnesses. 
These  tactics  were  prudent,  both  for  the  master  and  for  the 
pupil,  but  above  all  it  was  meant  for  a  test.  The  invariable 
principle  of  that  severe  Tansenisl  pirarrj  .  s  this — '*  if  a  man 
has  merit  in  your  eyes,  put  obstacles  in  the  way  of  all  he 
desires,  and  of  everything  which  he  undertakes.  If  the  merit 
is  real,  he  will  manage  to  overthrow  or  get  round  those 
obstacles." 

It  was  the  hunting  season.  It  had  occurred  to  Fouque  to 
send  a  stag  and  a  boar  to  the  seminary  as  though  they  came 
from  Julien's  parents.  The  dead  animals  were  put  down  on 
the  floor  between  the  kitchen  and  the  refectory.  It  was  there 
that  they  were  seen  by  all  the  seminarists  on  their  way  to 
dinner.  They  constituted  a  great  attraction  for  their  curiosity. 
The  boar,  deed  though  it  was,  made  the  youngest  ones  feel 
frightened.  They  touched  its  tusks.  They  talked  of  nothing 
else  for  a  whole  week. 

This  gift,  which  raised  Julien's  family  to  the  level  of  that 
class  of  society  which  deserves  respect,  struck  a  deadly  blow 
a:  all  jealousy.  He  enjoyed  a  superiority,  consecrated  by 
tortune.  Chazel,  the  most  distinguished  of  the  seminarists, 
made  advances  to  him,  and  always  reproached  him  for  not 
having  previously  apprised  them  of  his  parents'  position  and 
rad  thus  involved  them  in  treating  money  without  sufficient 
respect.  A  conscription  took  place,  from  which  Julien,  in 
jii  capacity  as  seminarist,  was  exempt.  This  circumstance 
i^cctcd  him  profoundly.  "  So  there  is  just  passed  for  ever 
"ju:  moment  which,  twenty  years  earlier,  would  have  seen  my 
u«rotc   life   begin.     He  was  walking  aloi^  in   the   seminary 
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garden.  He  heard  the  masons  who  were  walling  up  the 
cloister  walls  talking  between  themselves. 

"  Yes,  we  must  go.  There's  the  new  conscription.  When 
the  other  was  alive  it  was  good  business.  A  mason  could 
become  an  officer  then,  could  become  a  general  then.  One 
has  seen  such  things." 

"  You  go  and  see  now.  It's  only  the  ragamuffins  who 
leave  for  the  army.  Any  one  tioho  has  anything  stays  in  the 
country  here." 

"  The  man  who  is  born  wretched  stays  wretched,  and  there 
you  are." 

"  I  say,  is  it  true  what  they  say,  that  the  other  is  dead  ? " 
put  in  the  third  mason. 

"  Oh  well,  it's  the  '  big  men '  who  say  that,  you  see.  The 
other  one  made  them  afraid." 

"  What  a  difference.  How  the  fortification  went  ahead  in  his 
time.    And  to  think  of  his  being  betrayed  by  his  own  marshals." 

This  conversation  consoled  Julien  a  little.  As  he  went 
away,  he  repeated  with  a  sigh  : 

"  Le  seul  roi  dont  le  peuple  a  garde  la  memore." 

The  time  for  the  examination  arrived.  Julien  answered 
brilliantly.  He  saw  that  Chazel  endeavoured  to  exhibit  all 
his  knowledge.  On  the  first  day  the  examiners,  nominated  by 
the  famous  Grand  Vicar  de  Frilair,  were  very  irritater'  ?t 
always  having  to  put  first,  or  at  any  rate  second,  on  their  list, 
that  Julien  Sorel,  who  had  been  designated  to  them  as  the 
Benjamin  of  the  Abbe  Pirard.  There  were  bets  in  the 
seminary  that  Julien  would  come  out  first  in  the  final  list  of 
the  examination,  a  privilege  which  carried  with  it  the  honour 
of  dining  with  my  Lord  Bishop.  But  at  the  end  of  a  sitting, 
dealing  with  the  fathers  of  the  Church,  an  adroit  examiner, 
having  first  interrogated  Julien  on  Saint  Jerome  and  his 
passion  for  Cicero,  went  on  to  speak  about  Horace,  Virgil  and 
other  profane  authors.  Julien  had  learnt  by  heart  a  great 
number  of  passages  from  these  authors  without  his  comrades, 
knowledge.  Swept  away  by  his  successes,  he  forgot  the  place 
where  he  was,  and  recited  in  paraphrase  with  spirit  several 
odes  of  Horace  at  the  repeated  request  of  the  examiner. 
Having  for  twenty  minutes  given  him  enough  rope  to  hang 
himself,  the  examiner  changed  his  expression,  and  bitterly 
reproached  him  for  the  time  he  had  wasted  on  these  profane 
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studies,  and  the  useless  or  criminal  ideas  which  he  had  got 
into  his  head. 

"1  am  a  fool,  sir.  You  are  right,"  said  Julien  modestly, 
realising  the  adroit  stratagem  of  which  he  was  the  victim. 

This  examiner's  dodge  was  considered  dirty,  even  at  the 
seminary,  but  this  did  not  prevent  the  abbe  de  Frilair,  that 
adroit  individual  who  had  so  cleverly  organised  the  machinery 
of  the  Besan^on  congregation,  and  whose  despatches  to  Paris 
put  fear  into  the  hearts  of  judges,  prefect,  and  even  the 
generals  of  the  garrison,  from  placing  with  his  powerful  hand 
the  number  198  against  Julien's  name.  Hcsajoyed  subject' ' 
ing  Us.  en£aa:t*.£icard  the  Janse nist,  >ta.UMg-  mortificatioB 

His  chief  object  for  the  last  ten  years  had  been  to  deprive 
him  of  the  headship  of  the  seminary.  The  abbe,  who  had 
himself  followed  the  plan  which  he  had  indicated  to  Julien, 
was  sincere,  piotis,  devoted  to  his  duties  and  devoid  of 
intrigue,  but  heaven  in  its  anger  had  given  him  that  bilious 
temperament  which  is  by  nature  so  deeply  sensitive  to  insults 
and  to  hate.  None  of  the  insults  which  were  addressed  to 
him  was  w^'.sted  on  his  burning  soul.  He  would  have 
handed  in  his  resignation  a  hundred  times  over,  but  he 
believed  that  he  was  useful  in  the  place  where  Providence  had 
set  him.  "  I  prevent  the  progres|jofJesuitism  and  IdqUa^rji;" 
he  said  to  himself. 

At  the  time  of  the  examinations,  it  was  perhaps  nearly 
two  months  since  he  had  spoken  to  Julien,  and  nevertheless, 
he  was  ill  for  eight  days  when,  on  receipt  of  the  official  letter 
announcing  the  result  of  the  competition,  he  saw  the  number 
198  placed  beside  the  name  of  that  pupil  whom  he  regarded 
as  the  glory  of  his  town.  This  stern  character  found  his  only 
consolation  in  concentrating  all  his  surveillance  on  Julien. 
He  was  delighted  that  he  discovered  in  him  neither  anger, 
nor  vindictiveness,  nor  discouragement. 

Julien  felt  a  thrill  some  months  afterwards  when  he  received 
a  letter.  It  bore  the  Paris  post-mark.  Madame  de  Renal  is 
remembering  her  promises  at  last,  he  thought.  A  gentleman 
who  signed  himself  Paul  Sore),  and  who  said  that  he  was  his 
relative,  sent  him  a  letter  of  credit  for  five  hundred  francs. 
The  writer  '■  •^;  '.t  on  to  add  that  if  Julien  went  on  to  study 
successfully  good  Latin  authors,  a  similar  sum  would  be 
ent  to  him  every  year. 
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"It  is  she.  It  is  her  kindness/'  said  Julien  to  himself, 
feeling  quite  overcome.  "She  wishes  to  console  me.  But 
why  not  a  single  word  of  affection  ?  " 

He  was  making  a  mistake  i"  i-o^'-d  to  this  letter,  for 
Madame  de  Renal,  under  the  infi  encc  of  her  i>  •  nd,  Madame 
Derville,  was  abandoning  hers  f  p-bsolutel)  to  profound 
remorse.  She  would  often  thinv,  i>i  spite  of  aerself,  of  that 
singular  being,  the  meeting  with  whom  l.a<  .  ? .  olutionized  her 
life.     But  she  carefully  refrained  from  writing  to  him. 

If  we  were  to  talk  the  terminology  of  the  seminary,  we 
would  be  able  to  recognise  a  miracle  in  the  sending  of  these 
five  hundred  francs  and  to  say  that  heaven  was  making  use  of 
Monsieur  de  Frilair  himself  in  order  to  give  this  gift  to  Julien. 
Twelve  years  previously  the  abbe  de  Frilair  had  arrived  in 
Besan^on  with  an  extremely  exiguous  portmanteau,  which, 
according  to  the  story,  contained  all  his  fortune.  He  was 
now  one  of  the  richest  proprietors  of  the  department.  In  the 
course  of  his  prosperity,  he  had  bought  the  or.e  half  of  an 
estate,  while  the  other  half  had  been  inherited  by  Monsieur 
de  la  Mole.  Consequently  there  was  a  great  lawsuit  between 
these  two  personages. 

M.  le  Marquis  de  la  Mole  felt  that,  in  spite  of  his  brilliant 
life  at  Paris  and  the  offices  which  he  held  at  Court,  it  would 
be  dangerous  to  fight  at  Besan^on  against  the  Grand  Vicar,  who 
was  reputed  to  make  and  unmake  prefects. 

Instead  of  soliciting  a  present  of  fifty  thousand  francs  which 
could  have  been  smuggled  into  the  budget  under  some  name 
or  other,  and  of  throwing  up  this  miserable  lawsuit  with  the 
abbt'  Frilair  over  a  matter  of  fifty  thousand  francs,  the  marquis 
lost  his  temper.  He  thought  he  was  in  the  right,  absolutely 
in  the  right.  Moreover,  if  one  is  fermitted  to  say  so,  who  is 
the  judge  who  has  not  got  a  son,  or  at  any  rate  a  cousin 
to  push  in  the  world  ? 

In  order  to  enlighten  the  blindest  minds  the  abbo  de  Frilair 
took  the  carriage  of  my  Lord  the  Bishop  eight  days  after  the 
<^rst  decree  which  he  obtained,  and  went  himself  to  convey  the 
cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honour  to  his  advocate.  M.  de  la 
Mole,  a  little  dumbfoundered  at  the  demeanour  of  the  other 
sids  and  appreciating  also  that  his  own  advocates  were 
slackening  their  etforts,  asked  advice  of  the  abbe  Chelan,  wiio 
put  him  in  communication  with  M.  Pirard. 
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At  the  period  of  our  story  the  relations  between  these  two 
men  had  lasted  for  several  years.  The  abbe  Pirard  imported 
into  this  affair  his  characteristic  passion.  Being  in  constant 
touch  with  the  Marquis's  advocates,  he  studied  his  case,  and 
finding  it  just,  he  became  quite  openly  the  solicitor  of  M.  de  la 
Mole  against  the  all-powerful  Grand  Vicar.  'I'he  latter  felt 
outraged  by  such  insolence,  and  on  the  j)art  of  a  little  J*0SfiCUSt 
into  tHe~barg;ain.  , 

'"'See  w"hat  this  Court  nobility  who  pretend  to  be  so 
powerful  really  are,"  would  say  the  abbe  de  Frilair  to  his 
intimates.  M.  de  la  Mole  has  not  even  sent  a  miserable  cross 
to  his  agent  at  Kesan^on,  and  will  let  him  be  tamely  turned 
out.  None  the  less,  so  they  write  me,  this  noble  peer  never  lets 
a  week  go  by  without  going  to  show  off  his  blue  ribbon  in 
the  drawing-room  of  the  Keeper  of  Seal,  whoever  it  may  be. 

In  spite  of  all  the  energy  of  the  abbe  Pirard,  and  although 
M.  de  la  Mole  was  always  on  the  best  of  terms  with  the 
minister  of  justice,  and  above  all  with  his  ofificials,  the  best 
that  he  could  achieve  after  six  careful  years  was  not  to  lose 
his  lawsuit  right  out.  Heing  as  he  was  in  ceaseless  correspond- 
ence with  the  abbe  Pirard  in  connection  with  an  affair  in 
which  they  were  both  passionately  interested,  the  Marquis 
came  to  appreciate  the  abbe's  particular  kind  of  intellect. 
Little  by  little,  and  in  spite  of  the  immense  distance  in  their 
social  positions,  their  correspondence  assumed  the  tone  of 
friendship.  The  abbe  Pirard  told  the  Marquis  that  they 
wanted  to  heap  insults  upon  him  till  he  should  be  forced  to 
hand  in  his  resignation.  In  his  anger  against  what,  in  his 
opinion,  was  the  infamous  stratagem  employed  against  Julien, 
he  narrated  his  history  to  the  Marquis. 

Although  extremely  rich,  this  great  lord  was  by  n(  ans 
miserly.  He  had  never  been  able  to  prevail  on  the  abbe 
Pirard  to  accept  even  the  reimbursement  of  the  postal  expenses 
occasioned  by  the  lawsuit.  He  seized  the  opportunity  of 
sending  five  hundred  francs  to  his  favourite  pupil.  M.  de  la 
Mole  himself  took  the  trouble  of  writing  the  covering  letter. 
This  gave  the  abbe  lood  for  thought.  One  day  the  latter 
received  a  little  note  which  requested  him  to  go  immediately 
on  an  urgent  matter  to  an  inn  on  the  outskirts  of  Besan^on. 
He  found  there  the  steward  of  M.  de  la  Mole. 

"  M.  le  Marquis  has  instructed  nie  to  bring  you  his  carriage," 
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said  the  man  to  him.  "  He  hopes  that  after  you  have  read 
this  letter  you  will  tind  it  convenient  to  leave  for  Paris  in  :  ur 
or  five  days.  i  will  employ  the  time  in  the  meanwhile  in 
as' ing  you  to  be  good  enough  to  show  me  the  esUtes  of  M. 
le  Marquis  in  the  Franche-Comte,  so  that  I  can  go  over  them." 
The  letter  was  short : — 

"  Rid  yourself,  my  ^ood  sir,  of  all  the  chicanery  of  the  provinces 
and  come  and  breathe  the  peaceful  atmosphere  of  I'aris.  I  send 
you  my  carriage  which  has  orders  to  await  your  decision  for  four 
days.  1  will  await  you  myself  at  Paris  until  Tuesday.  Vou  only 
require  to  say  so,  monsieur,  to  accept  in  your  own  na-ne  one  of  the 
best  livings  in  the  environs  of  Paris.  The  richest  of  your  future 
parishioners  has  never  seen  you,  but  is  more  devoted  than  you  can 
possibly  think  :  he  is  the  Marquis  de  la  Mole."' 

Without  having  suspected  it,  the  stern  abbe  Pirard  loved 
this  seminary,  peopled  as  it  was  by  his  enemies,  but  to  which 
for  the  past  fifteen  years  he  had  devoted  all  his  thoughts.     M. 
de  la  Mole's  letter  had  the  effect  on  him  of  the  visit  of  the 
surgeon  come  to  perform  a  difficult  but  necessary  operation. 
His  dismissal  was  certain.      He  made  an  appointment  with 
the  steward  for  three  days  later.     For  forty-eight  hours  he  was 
in  a  fever  of  uncertainty.     Finally  he  wrote  to  the  M.  de  la 
Mole,  and  composed   for    my  Lord    the  Bishop    a   1'  cter,  a 
masterpiece  of  ecclesiastical  style,  although  it  was  a  little  long ; 
it  would  have  been  difficult  to  have  found  more  unimpeachable 
phrases,  and  ones  breathing  a  more  sincere  respect.      And 
nevertheless,  this  letter,  intended  as  it  was  to  get  M.  de  Frilair 
into  trouble  wllh  his  patron,  gave  utterance  to  all  the  serious 
matters  of  complaint,  and  even  descended  to  the  little  squalid 
intrigues  which,  having  been  endured  with  resignation  for  six 
years,  were     rcing  the  abbe  Pirard  to  leave  the  diocese. 
They  stole  his  firewood,  they  poisoned  his  dog,  etc.,  etc. 
Having  finished  this  letter  he  had  Julien  called.     Like  all 
the  other  seminarists,  he  was  sleeping  at  eight  o'clock  in  the 

evening. 

"  You  know  where  the  Bishop's  Palace  is,  he  said  to  him 
in  good  classical  Latin.  "Take  this  letter  to  my  Lord.  I 
will  not  hide  from  you  that  I  am  sending  you  into  the  midst 
oi  the  wolves.  Be  ail  cars  and  eyes.  Let  there  be  no  >\tf-  "^ 
vour  answers,  but  realise  that  the  man  questioning  you  *il! 
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possibly  experience  a  ial  joy  in  being  able  to  hurt  you.  I  am 
very  pleased,  my  child,  at  being  able  to  give  you  Lhis  experience 
before  ^  leave  you,  for  '  do  not  hide  from  you  that  the  letter 
which  you  are  bearing  is  my  resignation." 

Julien  stood  motionless.  He  loved  the  abbe  Pirard.  It 
was  in  vain  that  prudence  said  to  him, 

"  After  this  hon  .st  man's  departure  the  Sacre-Coeur  party 
will  disgrace  me  and  perhaps  expel  me." 

He  could  not  think  of  himself.  He  was  embarrassed  by  a 
phrase  which  he  was  trying  to  turn  in  a  polite  way,  but  as  a 
matter  of  fact  he  found  himself  without  the  brains  to  do  so. 

"  Well,  my  friend,  are  you  not  going  ?  " 

"Is  it  because  they  say,  monsieur,"  answered  Julian 
timidly,  "  that  you  have  put  nothing  on  one  side  during  your 
long  administration.     I  have  six  hundred  francs." 

Ilis  tears  prevented  him  from  continuing. 

"  That  also  -will  be  noticed,"  said  the  ex-director  of  the 
semmary  coldly.     »  Go  to  the  Palace.     It  is  getting  late." 

Chance  would  so  have  it  that  on  that  evening,  the  abbe  de 
Fnlair  was  on  duty  in  the  salon  of  the  Palace.  My  lord  was 
dinmg  with  the  prefect,  so  it  was  to  M.  de  Frilair  himself  that 
Juhc:      .ough  he  did  not  know  it,  handed  the  letter, 

Juhen  was  astonished  to  see  this  abbe  boldly  open  the  letter 
which  was  addressed  to  the  Kishop.  The  face  of  the  Grand 
V  icar  soon  expressed  surprise,  tinged  with  a  lively  pleasure 
an  •  oecame  twice  as  grave  as  before.  Julien,  struck  with  his 
good  appearance,  found  time  to  scrutinise  him  while  he  was 
reading.  This  face  would  have  possessed  more  dignity  had  it 
not  been  for  the  extreme  sublety  which  appeared  in  some 
teatures,  and  would  have  gone  to  the  fact  of  actually  denoting 
falseness  if  the  possessor  of  this  fine  countenance  had  ceased 
to  school  it  for  a  single  minute.  The  very  prominent  nose 
termed  a  perfectly  straight  line  and  unfortunately  gave  to  an 
otherwise  distinguished  profile,  a  curious  resemblance  to  the 
physiognomy  of  a  fox.  Otherwise  this  abbe,  who  appeared  so 
engrossed  with  Monsieur  Pirard's  resignation,  was  dressed  with 
an  elegance  which  Julien  had  never  seen  before  in  any  priest 
and  which  pleased  him  exceedingly. 

It  was  only  later  that  Julien  knew  in  what  the  special  talent 
u  lue  abbe  de  Fnlair  really  consisted.  He  knew  how  to 
aau«e  his  bwhop,  an  amiable  old  man  made  for  Paris  life  and 
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who  looked  upon  Besancjon  as  exile.  This  Bishop  had  very 
had  sight,  and  was  passionately  fond  of  fish  The  abbe  de 
Krilair  used  to  take  the  bones  out  of  the  fish  which  was  served 
to  niv  Lord.  Juhen  looked  silently  at  the  abbe  who  was  re- 
readinR  the  resignation  when  the  door  suddenly  opened  with 
a  noise  A  richly  dressed  lackey  passed  in  rapidly.  Julien 
had  only  time  to  turn  round  towards  the  door.  He  perceive 
a  little  old  man  wearing  a  pectoral  cross.  He  prostrated  him- 
self The  Bishop  addressed  a  benevolent  smile  to  him  and 
passed  on  The  handsome  abbe  followed  him  and  Julien  was 
left  alone  in  the  salon,  and  was  able  to  admire  at  his  leisure 
its  pious  magnificence.  .      .    j  u        »     j 

The  Bishop  of  Besan^on,  a  man  whose  spirit  had  been  tried 
but  not  broken  by  the  long  miseries  of  the  emigration  was 
more  than  seventy-five  years  old  and  concerned  himself  in- 
finitely little  with  what  might  happen  in  ten  years  time. 

»  Who  is  that  clever-looking  seminarist  I  think  1  saw  as  1 
passed?"  said  the  Bishop.  _^  "Oughtn't  they  to  be  m  bed 
according  to  my  regulations."  r     a       a 

"  That  one  is  very  wide-awake  I  assure  you,  my  Lord,  and 
he  brings  great  news.  It,  i^  the-  tesignatioa.  of  the  only 
jansenist  residing  in  your  diocese,  that  teiriUe  abbe-Pirard 
realises  at  last  that  we  mean  business^ 

"  Well  "  said  the  Bishop  with  a  laugh.  "  I  challenge  you 
to  replace  him  with  any  man  of  equal  worth,  and  to  show  you 
how  much  I  prize  that  man,  I  will  invite  him  to  dinner  tor 

tomorrow."  ,  , 

The  Grand  Vicar  tried  to  slide  in  a  few  words  concerning 

the  choice  of  a  successor.     The  prelate,  who  was  little  disposed 

to  talk  business,  said  to  him. 

»  Before  we  install  the  other,  let  us  get  to  know  a  little  ot 

the   circumstances   under   which   the  present   one   is  going. 

Fetch  me  this  seminarist.     The  truth  is   m   the   mouth  ol 

*"  TuSn  was  summoned.  "  I  shall  find  myself  between  two 
inquisitors,"  he  thought.  He  had  never  felt  more  courageous^ 
At  the  moment  when  he  entered,  two  valets,  be  ter  dressed 
than  M.  Valenod  himself,  were  undressing  my  lord.  Ijiat 
prelate  thought  he  ouglu  to  question  Juhen  °"  ^''^  'J;,-'*^^ 
before  Questioning  h.m  about  M.  Pirard.  He  talked  a 
little  tL.ology,  and  was  astonished.     He  soon  came  to  me 
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humanities,  to  Virgil,  to  Horace,  to  Cicero.  "It  was  those 
names,"  thought  Julien,  that  earned  me  ray  number  198.  I 
have  nothing  to  lose.  Let  us  try  and  shine.  Fle  succeeded. 
The  prelate,  who  was  an  excellent  humanist  himself,  was 
delighted. 

At  the  prefect's  dinner,  a  young  girl  who  was  justly 
celebrated,  had  recited  the  poem  of  the  Madeleine.  He  was 
in  the  mood  to  talk  literature,  and  very  quickly  forgot  the 
abbe  Pirard  and  his  affairs  to  discuss  with  the  seminarist 
whether  Horace  was  rich  or  poor.  The  prelate  quoted  several 
odes,  but  sometimes  his  memory  was  sluggish,  and  then 
Julien  would  recite  with  modesty  the  whole  ode :  the  fact 
which  struck  the  bishop  was  that  Julien  never  deviated  from 
the  conversational  tone.  He  spoke  his  twenty  or  thirty  Latin 
verses  as  though  he  had  been  speaking  of  what  was  taking 
place  in  his  own  seminary.  They  talked  for  a  long  time  of 
Virgil,  or  Cicero,  and  the  prelate  could  not  help  compliment- 
ing the  young  seminarist.    You  could  not  have  studied  better." 

"My  Lord,"  sdd  Julien,  "your  seminary  can  offer  you 
197  much  less  unworthy  of  your  high  esteem." 

"How  is  that?"  said  the  Prelate  astonished  by  the 
number." 

"  I  can  support  by  official  proof  just  what  I  have  had  the 
honour  of  saying  before  my  lord.  I  obtained  the  number  198 
at  the  seminary's  annual  examination  by  giving  accurate 
answers  to  the  very  questions  which  are  earning  me  at  the 
present  moment  my  lord's  approbation. 

"Ah,  it  is  the  Benjamin  of  the  abbe  Pirard,"  said  the 
Bishop  with  a  laugh,  as  he  looked  at  M.  de  Frilair.  "  We 
should  have  been  prepared  for  this.  But  it  is  ."air  fighting. 
Did  you  not  have  to  be  woken  up,  my  friend,"  he  said, 
addressing  himself  to  Julien.     "  To  be  sent  here  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  Lord.  I  have  only  been  out  of  the  seminary  alone 
once  in  my  life  to  go  and  help  M.  the  abbe  Chas-Bernard 
decorate  the  cathedral  on  Corpus  Christi  day. 

"Optime,"  said  the  Bishop.  "So,  it  is  you  who  showed 
proof  of  so  much  courage  by  placing  the  bouquets  of  feathers 
on  the  baldachin.  They  make  me  shudder.  They  make  me 
fear  that  they  will  cost  some  man  his  life.  You  will'go  fat,  my 
friend,  but  I  do  not  wish  to  cut  short  your  brilliant  career  by 
making  you  die  of  hunger." 
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And  by  the  order  of  the  Bishop,  biscuits  and  wine  were 
brought  in,  to  which  Julien  did  honour,  and  the  abbe  de 
Frilair,  who  knew  that  his  Bishop  liked  to  see  people  eat  gaily 
and  with  a  good  appetite,  even  greater  honour. 

The  prelate,  more  and  more  satisfied  with  the  end  of  his 
evening,  talked  for  a  momer-  of  ecclesiastical  history.  He 
saw  that  Julien  did  not  understand.  The  prelate  passed  on 
to  the  moral  condition  of  the  Roman  Empire  under  the  system 
of  the  Emperor  Constantine.  The  end  of  paganism  had  been 
accompanied  by  that  state  of  anxiety  and  of  doubt  which 
afflicts  sad  and  jaded  spirits  in  the  nineteenth  century.  My 
Lord  noticed  Julien's  ignorance  of  almost  the  very  name  of 
Tacitus.  To  the  astonishment  of  the  prelate,  Julien  answered 
frankly  that  that  author  was  not  to  be  found  in  the  seminary 

library. 

«'I  am  truly  very  glad,"  said  the  Bishop  gaily,  "You 
relieve  me  of  an  embarrassment.  I  have  been  trying  for  the 
last  five  minutes  to  find  a  way  of  thanking  you  for  the  charm- 
ing evening  which  you  have  given  me  in  a  way  that  I  could 
certainly  never  have  expected.  I  did  not  anticipate  finding  a 
teacher  in  a  pupil  in  my  seminary.  Although  the  gift  is  not 
unduly  canonical,  I  want  to  give  you  a  Tacitus.  The  prelate 
had  eight  volumes  in  a  superior  binding  fetched  for  him,  and 
insisted  on  writing  himself  on  the  title  page  of  the  first  volume 
a  Latin  compliment  to  Julien  Sorel.  The  Bishop  plumed 
himself  on  his  fine  Latinity.  He  finished  by  saying  to  him  in 
a  serious  tone,  which  completely  clashed  with  the  rest  of  the 
conversation. 

"  Young  man,  if  you  are  good,  you  will  have  one  day  the 
best  living  in  my  diocese,  and  one  not  a  hundred  leagues  from 
my  episcopal  palace,  but  you  must  be  good." 

I^den  with  his  volumes,  Julien  left  the  palace  in  a  state  of 
great  astonishment  as  midnight  was  striking. 

My  Lord  had  not  said  a  word  to  him  about  the  abbe 
Pirard  julien  was  particularly  astonished  by  the  Bishop's 
extreme  politeness.  He  had  had  no  conception  of  such  an 
urbanity  in  form  combined  with  so  natural  an  air  of  dignity. 
Julien  was  especially  struck  by  the  contrast  on  seeing  again 
the  gloomy  abbe  Pirard,  who  was  impatiently  awaituig  hini. 

"Quid  tibi  dixerunt  (What  have  they  said  to  you)?"  he 
cried  out  to  him  in  u  loud  voice  as  soon  as  he  saw  him  in  the 
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distance.  "  Speak  French,  and  repeat  my  Lord's  own  words 
without  either  adding  or  subtracting  anything,"  said  the  ex- 
Director  of  the  seminary  in  his  harsh  tone,  and  with  his 
particularly  inelegant  manners,  as  Julien  got  slightly  confused 
in  translating  into  Latin  the  speeches  of  the  Bishop. 

"Wnat  a  strange  present  on  the  part  of  the  Bishop  to  a 
young  seminarist,"  he  ventured  to  say  as  he  turned  over  the 
leaves  of  the  superb  Tacitus,  whose  gilt  edges  seemed  to 
horrify  him. 

Two  o'clock  was  already  striking  when  he  allowed  his 
favourite  pupil  to  retire  to  his  room  after  an  extremely  detailed 
account. 

"  Leave  me  the  first  volume  of  your  Tacitus,"  he  said  to 
him.  "  Where  is  my  Lord  Bishop's  compliment  ?  This  Latin 
line  will  serve  as  your  lightning-conductoi  in  this  house  after 
my  departure." 

Erit  tibi,  fili  mi,  successor  meus  tanquam  leo  querens  quem 
devoret.  (For  my  successor  will  be  to  you,  my  son,  like  a 
ravening  lion  seeking  someone  to  devour). 

The  following  morning  Julien  noticed  a  certain  strangeness 
in  the  manner  in  which  his  comrades  spoke  to  him.  It  only 
made  him  more  reserved.  "  This,"  he  thought,  "  is  the  result  of 
M.  Pirard's  resignation.  It  is  known  over  the  whole  house, 
and  I  pass  for  his  favourite.  There  ought  logically  to  be  an 
insult  in  their  demeanour."  But  he  could  not  detect  it.  On 
the  contrary,  there  was  an  absence  of  hate  in  the  eyes  of  all 
those  he  met  along  the  corridors.  "  What  is  the  meaning  of 
this?     It  is  doubtless  a  trap.     Let  us  play  a  wary  game." 

Finally  the  little  seminarist  said  to  him  with  a  laugh, 

"  Cornelii  Taciti  opera  omnia  (complete  works  of  Taciti)." 

On  hearing  these  words,  they  all  congratulated  Julien 
enviously,  not  only  on  the  magnificent  present  which  he  had 
received  from  my  lord,  but  also  on  the  two  hours'  conversation 
with  which  he  had  been  honoured.  They  knew  even  its 
minutest  details.  From  that  moment  envy  ceased  completely. 
They  courted  him  basely.  The  abbe  Castan^de,  who  had 
manifested  towards  him  the  most  extreme  insolence  the  very 
day  before,  came  and  took  his  arm  and  invited  him  to  breakfast. 

By  some  fatality  in  Julien's  character,  while  the  insolence  of 
these  coarse  creatures  had  occasioned  him  great  pain,  their 
baseness  afforded  him  disgust,  but  no  pleasure. 
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Towards  mid-day  the  abbe  Pirard  took  leave  of  his  pupils, 
but  nt  before  addressing  to  them  a  severe  admonition. 

"  1  o  you  wish  for  the  honours  of  the  world,"  he  said  to 
them.  "  For  all  the  social  advantages,  for  the  pleasure  of 
commanding  pleasures,  of  setting  the  laws  at  defiance,  and 
the  pleasure  of  being  insolent  with  impunity  to  all  ?  Or  do 
you  wish  for  your  eternal  salvation  ?  The  most  backward  of 
you  have  only  got  to  open  your  eyes  to  distinguish  the  true 
ways." 

He  had  scarcely  left  before  the  devotees  of  the  Sacri  Coeur 
de  Jesus  went  into  the  chapel  to  intone  a  Te  Deum.  Nobody 
in  the  seminary  took  the  ex-director's  admonition  seriously. 

"  He  shows  a  great  deal  of  temper  because  he  is  losing  his 
job,"  was  what  was  said  in  every  quarter. 

Not  a  single  seminarist  was  simple  enough  to  beheve  in  the 
voluntary  resignation  of  a  position  which  put  him  into  such 
close  touch  with  the  big  contractors. 

The  abbe  Pirard  went  and  established  himself  in  the  finest 
inn  at  Besan^on,  and  making  an  excuse  of  business  which  he 
had  not  got,  insisted  on  passing  a  couple  of  days  there.  The 
Bishop  had  invited  him  to  dinner,  and  in  order  to  chaff  his 
Grand  Vicar  de  Frilair,  endeavoured  to  make  him  shine. 
They  were  at  dessert  when  the  extraordinary  intelligence 
arrived  from  Paris  that  the  abbe  Pirard  had  been  appointed  to 

the  magnificent  living  of  N. four  leagues  from  Paris. 

The  good  prelate  congratulated  him  upon  it.  He  saw  in  the 
whole  affair  a  piece  of  good  pUv  which  put  him  in  a  good 
temper  and  gave  him  the  highest  opinion  of  the  abbe's  talents. 
He  gave  him  a  magnificent  Latin  certificate,  and  enjoined 
silence  on  the  abbe  de  Frilair,  who  was  venturing  to  re- 
monstrate. 

The  same  evening,  my  Lord  conveyed  his  admiration  to 
the  Marquise  de  Rubempre.  This  was  great  news  for  fine 
Besan^on  society.  They  abandoned  themselves  to  all  kinds 
of  conjectures  over  this  extraordinary  favour.  They  already 
saw  the  abbe  Pirard  a  Bishop.  The  more  subtle  brains 
thought  M.  de  la  Mole  was  a  minister,  and  indulged  on  this 
day  in  smiles  at  the  imperious  airs  that  M.  the  abbe  de  Frilair 
adopted  in  society. 

The  following  day  tht  il.be  Pirard  was  almost  mobbed  in 
the  streets,  and  the  tradesmen  came  to  their  shop  doors  when 
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he  went  to  solicit  an  interview  with  the  judges  who  had  had  to 
try  the  Marquis's  lawsuit.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  was 
politely  received  by  them.  The  stern  Jansenist,  indignant  as  he 
was  with  all  that  he  saw,  worked  long  with  the  advocates  whom 
he  had  chosen  for  the  Marquis  de  la  Mole,  and  left  for  Paris. 
He  was  weak  enough  to  tell  two  or  three  college  friends  who 
accompanied  him  to  the  carriage  whose  armorial  bearings  they 
admired,  that  after  having  administered  the  Seminary  for 
fifteen  years  he  was  leaving  Besangon  with  five  hundred  and 
twenty  francs  of  savings.  His  friends  kissed  him  with  tears 
in  their  eyes,  and  said  to  each  other, 

"  The  good  abbe  could  have  spared  himself  that  lie.  It  is 
really  too  ridiculous." 

The  vulgar,  blinded  as  they  are  by  the  love  of  money,  were 
constitutionally  incapable  of  understanding  that  it  was  in  his 
own  sincerity  that  the  abbe  Pirard  had  found  the  necessary 
strength  to  fight  for  six  years  against  Marie  Alacoque,  the 
SacrJ  Coeur  de  Jesus,  the  Jesuits  and  his  Bishop. 


CHAPTER  XXX 


AN    AMBITIOUS   MAN 


There  is  only  one  nobility,  the  title  of  duke ;  a  marquis  is 
ridiculous  ;  the  word  duke  makes  one  turn  round. 

Edinburgh  Review, 

The  Marquis  de  la  Mole  received  the  abbe  Pirard  without  any 
of  those  aristocratic  mannerisms  whose  very  politeness  is  at 
the  same  time  so  impertinent  to  one  who  understand  them. 
It  would  have  been  waste  of  time,  and  the  Marquis  was 
sufficiently  expeditious  in  big  affairs  to  have  no  time  to  lose. 

He  had  been  intriguing  for  six  months  to  get  both  the  king 
and  people  to  accept  a  minister  who,  as  a  matter  of  gratitude, 
was  to  make  him  a  Duke.  The  Marquis  had  been  asking  his 
Besan^on  advocate  for  years  on  end  for  a  clear  and  precise 
summary  of  his  Franche-Comte  lawsuits.  How  could  the 
celebrated  advocate  explain  to  him  what  he  did  not  understand 
himself  ?  The  little  square  of  paper  which  the  abbe  handed 
him  explained  the  whole  matter. 

"  My  dear  abbe,"  said  the  Marquis  to  him,  having  got 
through  in  less  than  five  minutes  all  polite  formulae  of  personal 
questions.  "  My  dear  abbe,  in  the  midst  of  my  pretended 
prosperity  I  lack  the  time  to  occupy  myself  seriously  with  two 
little  matters  which  are  rather  important,  my  family  and  ray 
affairs.  I  manage  the  fortune  of  my  house  on  a  large  scale. 
I  can  carry  it  far.  I  manage  my  pleasures,  and  that  is  the 
first  consideration  in  my  eyes,"  he  added,  as  he  saw  a  look  of 
astonishment  in  the  abbe  Pirard's  eyes.  Although  a  man  of 
common  sense,  the  abbe  was  surprised  to  hear  a  man  talk  so 
frankly  about  his  pleasures. 

"  Work  doubtless  exists  in  Paris,"  continued  the  great  lord, 
"  but  it  is  perched  on  the  fifth  storey,  and  as  soon  as  I  take 
anyone  up,  he  takes  an  apartment  on  the  second  floor,  and 
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his  wife  starts  a  day  at  home ;  the  result  is  no  more  work  and 
no  more  efforts  except  either  to  be,  or  appear  to  be,  a 
society  man.  That  is  the  only  thing  they  bother  about,  as 
soon  as  they  have  got  their  bread  and  butter. 

"  For  my  lawsuits,  yes,  for  every  single  one  of  them,  I  have, 
to  put  it  plainly,  advocates  who  quarrel  to  death.  One 
died  of  consumption  the  day  before  yesterday.  Taking  my 
business  all  round,  would  you  believe,  monsieur,  that  for  three 
years  I  have  given  up  all  hope  of  finding  a  man  who  deigns, 
during  the  time  he  is  acting  as  my  clerk,  to  give  a  little 
serious  thought  to  what  he  is  doing.  Besides,  all  this  is  only 
a  preliminary. 

"  I  respect  you  and  would  venture  to  add  that,  although  I 
only  see  you  for  the  first  time  to  day,  I  like  you.  Will  you  be 
my  secretary  at  a  salary  of  eight  hundred  francs  or  even 
double.  I  shall  still  be  the  gainer  by  it,  I  swear  to  you,  and  I 
will  manage  to  reserve  that  fine  living  for  you  for  the  day 
when  we  shall  no  longer  be  able  to  agree."  The  abbe  refused, 
but  the  genuine  embarrassment  in  which  he  saw  the  Marquis 
suggested  an  idea  to  him  towards  the  end  of  the  conversation. 

"  I  have  left  in  the  depths  of  my  seminary  a  poor  young 
man  who,  if  I  mistake  not,  will  be  harshly  persecuted.  If  he 
were  only  a  simple  monk  he  would  be  already  in  pace.  So 
far  this  young  man  only  knows  Latin  and  the  Holy  Scriptures, 
but  it  is  not  impossible  that  he  will  one  day  exhibit  gi«at 
talent,  either  for  preaching  or  the  guiding  of  souls.  I  do  not 
know  what  he  will  do,  but  iie  has  the  sacred  fire.  He  may  go 
far.  I  thought  of  giving  him  to  our  Bishop,  if  we  had  ever  had 
one  who  was  a  little  of  your  way  of  considering  men  and 
things." 

"  What  is  your  young  man's  extraction  ?  "  said  the  Marquis. 

"  He  is  said  to  be  the  son  of  a  carpenter  in  our  mountains. 
I  rather  believe  he  is  the  natural  son  of  some  rich  man.  I 
have  seen  him  receive  an  anonymous  or  pseudonymous  letter 
with  a  bill  for  five  hundred  francs." 

"Oh,  it  is  Julien  Sorel,"  said  the  Marquis. 

"  How  do  you  know  his  name  ? "  said  the  abbe,  in 
astonishment,  reddening  at  his  question. 

"That's  what  I'm  not  going  to  tell  you,"  answered  the 
Marquis. 

"Well,"   replied  the   abbe,   "you  might  try  making   him 
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your  secretary.     He  has  energy.     He  has  a  logical  mind.     In 
a  word,  it's  worth  trying." 

"Why  not?"  said  the  Marquis.  "But  would  he  be  the 
kind  of  man  to  rllow  his  palm  to  be  greased  by  the  Prefect  of 
Police  or  any  one  else  and  then  spy  on  me  ?  That  is  only  my 
objection." 

After  hearing  the  favourable  assurances  of  the  abbe  Pirard, 
the  Marquis  took  a  thousand  franc  note. 

"Send  this  journey  money  to  Julien  Sorel.  Let  him  come 
to  me." 

"  One  sees  at  once,"  said  the  abbe  Pirard,  "  that  you  live 
in  Paris.  You  do  not  know  the  tyranny  which  weighs  us 
poor  provincials  down,  and  particularly  those  priests  who  are 
not  friendly  to  the  Jesuits.  They  will  refuse  to  let  Julien 
Sorel  leave.  They  will  manage  to  cloak  themselves  in  the 
most  clever  excuses.  They  will  answer  me  that  he  is  ill,  that 
his  letters  were  lost  in  the  post,  etc.,  etc." 

"  I  will  get  a  letter  from  the  minister  to  the  Bishop,  one  of 
these  days,"  answered  the  Marquis. 

"  I  was  forgetting  to  warn  you  of  one  thing,"  said  the  abbe. 
"  This  young  man,  though  of  low  birth,  has  a  high  spirit.  He 
will  be  of  no  use  if  you  madden  his  pride.  You  will  make 
him  stupid." 

"  That  pleases  me,"  said  the  Marquis.  "  I  will  make  him 
my  son's  comrade.     Will  that  be  enough  for  you  ?  " 

Some  time  afterwards,  Julien  received  a  letter  in  an  unknown 
writing,  and  bearing  the  Chalon  postmark.  He  found  in  it 
a  draft  on  a  Besant^on  merchant,  and  instructions  to  present 
himself  at  Paris  without  delay.  The  letter  was  signed  in  a 
fictitious  name,  bu:  Julien  had  felt  a  thrill  in  opening  it.  A. 
leaf  of  a  tree  iiad  fallen  cjwn  at  his  feet.  It  was  the  agreed 
signal  between  n ■:-ammi  an-  the  abbe  Pirard. 

Within  an  sar-  lane  uken  was  summoned  to  the  Bishop's 
Palace,  what  ae  'mmu  aimself  welcomed  with  a  quite  paternal 
benevcdems.  My  =^sd  mated  Horace  and  at  the  same  time 
cQinpi-inenirsL  ium  ^-erv  acroitly  on  the  exalted  destiny  which 
as^tea  mm  m  Bars:  ^  aich  a  way  as  to  elicit  an  explanation 
bv  war  01  Tianks  oiiCE  wa^  unable  to  say  anything,  simply 
Or-  riimr  "uc  o-ii  Lu^  a^uw  auyiiiing,  and  my  Lord  showed  hmi 
nmch.  canst3gTan.ag-  Oste  of  the  little  priests  in  the  bishopric 
NKsjte  m  the  sax;^,  wtio  hastened  to  bring  in  person  a  signed 
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passport,  where  the  name  of  the  traveller  had  been  left  in 
blank. 

Before  midnight  of  the  same  evening,  Julien  was  at  Fouque's. 
His  friend's  shrewd  mind  was  more  astonished  than  pleased 
with  the  future  which  seemed  to  await  his  friend. 

"  You  will  finish  up,"  said  that  Liberal  voter,  "  with  a  place 
in  the  Government,  which  will  compel  you  to  take  some  step 
which  will  be  calumniated.  It  will  only  be  by  your  own 
disgrace  that  I  shall  have  news  of  you.  Remember  that, 
even  from  the  financial  standpoint,  it  is  better  to  earn  a 
hundred  louis  in  a  good  timber  business,  of  which  one  is  his 
own  master,  than  to  receive  four  thousand  francs  from  a 
Government,  even  though  it  were  that  of  King  Solomon." 

Julien  saw  nothing  in  this  except  the  pettiness  of  spirit 
of  a  country  bourgeois.  At  last  he  was  going  to  make  an 
appearance  in  the  theatre  of  great  events.  Everything  was 
over-shadowed  in  his  eyes  by  the  happiness  of  going  to  Paris, 
which  he  imagined  to  be  populated  by  people  of  intellect,  full 
of  intrigues  and  full  of  hypocrisy,  but  as  polite  as  the  Bishop 
of  Besan^on  and  the  Bishop  of  Agde.  He  represented  to 
his  friend  that  he  was  deprived  of  any  free  choice  in  the  matter 
by  the  abbe  Pirard's  letter. 

The  following  day  he  arrived  at  Verrieres  about  noon.  He 
felt  the  happiest  of  men  for  he  counied  on  seeing  Madame  de 
Renal  again.  He  went  first  to  his  protector  the  good  abbe 
Chelan.     He  met  with  a  severe  welcome. 

"  Do  you  think  you  are  under  any  obligation  to  me?"  said 
M.  Chelan  to  him,  without  answering  his  greeting.  "  You 
will  take  breakfast  with  me.  During  that  time  I  will  have  a 
horse  hired  for  you  and  you  will  leave  Verrieres  without 
seeing  anyone." 

"Healing  is  obeying,"  answered  Julien  with  a  demeanour 
smacking  of  the  seminary,  and  the  only  questions  now 
discussed  were  theology  and  classical  Latin. 

He  mounted  his  horse,  rode  a  league,  and  then  perceiving 
a  wood  and  not  seeing  any  one  who  could  notice  him  enter, 
he  plunged  into  it.  At  sunset,  he  sent  away  the  horse. 
Later,  he  entered  the  cottage  of  a  peasant,  who  consented  to 
sell  hirn  a  ladder  and  lo  follow  him  with  it  to  the  little  wood 
which  commands  the  Cours  de  la  Fidelite  at  Verrieres. 

"  I  have  been  following  a  poor  mutineer  of  a  conscript  .  .  , 
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or  a  smuggler,"  said  the  peasant  as  he  took  leave  of  him,  "  but 
what  does  it  matter  ?  My  ladder  has  been  well  paid  for,  and 
I  myself  have  done  a  thing  or  two  in  that  line." 

The  night  was  very  black.  Towards  one  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  Julien,  laden  with  his  ladder,  entered  Verrieres. 
He  descended  as  soon  as  he  could  into  the  bed  of  the  stream, 
which  is  banked  within  two  walls,  and  traverses  M.  de  Renal's 
magnificent  gardens  at  a  depth  of  ten  feet.  Julien  easily 
climbed  up  the  ladder.  "  How  will  the  watch  dogs  welcome 
me,"  he  thought.  "  It  all  turns  on  that."  The  dogs  barked 
and  galloped  towards  him,  but  he  whistled  softly  and  they 
came  and  caressed  him.  Then  climbing  from  terrace  to 
terrace  he  easily  managed,  although  all  the  grills  were  shut, 
to  get  as  far  as  the  window  of  Madame  de  Renal's  bedroom 
which,  on  the  garden  side,  was  only  eight  or  six  feet  above 
the  ground.  There  was  a  little  heart  shaped  opening  in  the 
shutters  which  Julien  knew  well.  To  his  great  disappoint- 
ment, this  little  opening  was  not  illuminated  by  the  flare  of 
a  little  night-light  inside. 

"Good  God,"  he  said  to  himself.  "This  room  is  not 
occupied  by  Madame  de  Renal.  Where  can  she  be  sleeping  ? 
The  family  must  be  at  Verrieres  since  I  have  found  the  dogs 
here,  but  I  might  meet  M.  de  Renal  himself,  or  even  a 
stranger  in  this  room  without  a  light,  and  then  what  a 
scandal !  "  The  most  prudent  course  was  to  retreat,  but  this 
idea  horrified  Julien. 

"  If  it's  a  stranger,  I  will  run  away  for  all  I'm  worth,  and 
leave  my  ladder  behind  me,  but  if  it  is  she,  what  a  welcome 
awaits  me  !  I  can  well  imagine  that  she  has  fallen  into  a 
mood  of  penitence  and  the  most  exalted  piety,  but  after  all, 
she  still  has  sonic  remembrance  of  me,  since  she  has  written 
to  me."     This  bit  of  reasoning  decided  him. 

With  a  beating  heart,  but  resolved  none  the  less  to  see  her 
or  perish  in  the  attempt,  he  threw  some  little  pebbles  against 
the  shutter.  No  answer.  He  leaned  his  long  ladder  beside 
the  window,  and  himself  knocked  on  the  shutter,  at  first 
softly,  and  then  more  strongly.  "  However  dark  it  is,  they 
may  still  shoot  me,"  thought  Julien.  This  idea  made  the 
mad  adventure  simply  a  question  of  bravery. 

"This  room  is  not  being  slept  in  to-night,"  he  thought, 
"or  whatever  person  might  be  there  would  have  woken  up 
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by  now.  So  far  as  it  is  concerned,  therefore,  no  further 
precautions  are  needed.  I  must  only  try  not  to  be  heard  by 
the  persons  sleeping  in  the  other  rooms." 

He  descended,  placed  his  ladder  against  one  of  the  shutters, 
climbed  up  again,  and  placing  his  hand  through  the  heart- 
shaped  opening,  was  fortunate  enough  to  find  pretty  quickly 
the  wire  which  is  attached  to  the  hook  which  closed  the 
shutter.  He  pulled  this  wire.  It  was  with  an  ineffable  joy 
that  he  felt  that  the  shutter  was  no  longer  held  back,  and 
yielded  to  his  effort. 

I  must  open  it  bit  by  bit  and  let  her  recognise  my  voice. 
He  opened  the  shutter  enough  to  pass  his  head  through  it, 
while  he  repeated  in  a  low  voice,  '•  It's  a  friend." 

He  pricked  up  his  ears  and  assured  himself  that  nothing 
disturbed  the  profound  silence  of  the  room,  but  there  could 
be  no  doubt  about  it,  there  was  no  light,  even  half-extinguished, 
on  the  mantelpiece.     It  was  a  very  bad  sign. 

"  Look  out  for  the  gun-shot,"  he  reflected  a  little,  then  he 
ventured  to  knock  against  the  window  with  his  finger.  No 
answer.  He  knocked  harder.  I  must  finish  it  one  way  or 
another,  even  if  I  have  to  break  the  window.  When  he  was 
kncciting  very  hard,  he  thought  he  could  catch  a  glimpse 
through  the  darkness  of  something  like  a  white  shadow  that 
was  crossing  the  room.  At  last  there  was  no  doubt  about  it. 
He  saw  a  shadow  which  appeared  to  advance  with  extreme 
slowness.  Suddenly  he  saw  a  check  placed  against  the  pane 
to  which  his  eye  was  glued. 

He  shuddered  and  went  away  a  little,  but  ^he  night  was  so 
black  that  he  could  not,  even  at  this  distance,  distinguish  if  it 
were  Madame  de  Renal.  He  was  frightened  of  her  crying  out 
at  first  in  alarm.  He  heard  the  dogs  prowling  and  growling 
around  the  foot  of  his  ladder.  "  It  is  I,"  he  repeated  fairlv 
loudly.     "  A  friend." 

No  answer.     The  white  phantom  had  disappeared. 

"  Deign  to  open  to  me.  I  must  speak  to  you.  I  am  too 
unhappy."  And  he  knocked  hard  enough  to  break  the 
pane. 

A  crisp  sound  followed.  The  casement  fastening  of  the 
window  yielded.  He  pushed  the  casement  and  leaped  liahtly 
!Rto  the  room.  *^  ' 

The  white  phantom  flitted  away  from  him.     Ho  took  hold 
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of  its  arms.  It  was  a  woman.  All  his  ideas  of  courage 
vanished.  "  If  it  is  she,  what  is  she  going  to  say  ?  "  What 
were  his  emotions  when  a  little  cry  gave  him  to  understand, 
that  it  was  Madame  de  Renal  ? 

He  clasped  her  in  his  arms.  She  trembled  and  scarcely 
had  the  strength  to  push  him  away. 

"  Unhappy  man.  What  are  you  doing  ?  "  Her  agonised 
voice  could  scarcely  articulate  the  words. 

Julien  thought  that  her  voice  rang  with  the  most  genuine 
indignation. 

••  I  have  come  to  see  you  after  a  cruel  separation  of  more 
than  fourteen  months." 

"  Go  away,  leave  me  at  once.  Oh,  M.  Chelan,  why  did  you 
prevent  me  writing  to  him  ?  I  could  then  have  foreseen  this 
horror."  She  pushed  him  away  with  a  truly  extraordinar\' 
strength.  "  Heaven  has  deigned  to  enlighten  me,"  she  repeated 
in  a  broken  voice.     "  Go  away  !     Flee  ! " 

"After  fourteen  months  of  unhappiness  I  shall  certainly 
not  leave  you  without  a  word.  I  want  to  know  all  you  have 
done.  Yes,  I  have  loved  you  enough  to  deserve  this  con- 
fidence. I  want  to  know  everything."  This  authoritative 
tone  dominated  Madame  de  Renal's  heart  in  spite  of  herselt. 
Julien,  who  was  hugging  her  passionately  and  resisting  her 
efforts  to  get  loose,  left  off  clasping  her  in  his  arms.  This 
reassured  Madame  de  Renal  a  little. 

"  I  will  take  away  the  ladder,"  he  said,  *'  to  prevent  it  com- 
promising us  in  case  some  servant  should  be  awakened  by  the 
noise,  and  go  on  a  round." 

*'  Oh  leave  me,  leave  me ! "  she  cried  with  an  admirable 
anger.  "What  do  men  matter  to  me !  It  is  God  who  sees 
the  awful  scene  you  are  now  making.  You  are  abusing 
meanly  the  sentiments  which  I  had  for  you  but  have  no 
longer.     Do  you  hear.  Monsieur  Julien  ?'' 

He  took  away  the  ladder  very  slowly  so  as  not  to  make  a 
noise. 

"  Is  your  husband  in  town,  dear,"  he  said  to  her  not  in 
order  to  defy  her  but  ass  a  sheer  matter  of  habit. 

"  Don't  talk  to  me  like  that,  I  beg  you,  or  I  will  call  my 
husband.  I  feel  only  too  guilty  in  not  having  sent  you  away 
before.  I  pity  you,"  shf-  said  to  him,  trying  to  wound  his 
as  the  well  knew,  irritable  pride. 
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This  refusal  of  all  endearments,  this  abrupt  way  of  breaking 
so  tender  a  tie  which  he  thought  still  subsisted,  carried  the 
transports  of  Julien's  love  to  the  point  of  delirium. 

"  What !  is  it  possible  you  do  not  love  me  ?  "  he  said  to  her, 
with  one  of  those  accents  that  come  straight  from  the  heart 
and  impose  a  severe  strain  on  the  cold  equanimity  of  the 
listener. 

She  did  not  answer.     As  for  him,  he  wept  bitterly. 

In  (act  he  had  no  longer  the  strength  to  speak. 

"  So  I  am  completely  forgotten  by  the  one  being  who  ever 
loved  me,  what  is  the  good  of  living  on  henceforth?"  As 
soon  as  he  had  no  longer  to  fear  the  danger  of  meeting  a  man 
all  his  courage  had  left  him;  his  heart  now  contained  no 
emotion  except  that  of  love. 

He  wept  for  a  long  time  in  silence. 

He  took  her  hand ;  she  tried  to  take  it  away,  and  after  a 
few  almost  convulsive  moments,  surrendered  it  to  him.  It 
was  extremely  dark;  they  were  both  sitting  on  Madame  de 
Renal's  bed. 

"\Vhat  a  change  from  fourteen  months  ago,"  thought 
Julien,  and  his  tears  redoubled.  "So  absence  is  really 
bound  to  destroy  all  human  sentiments." 

"  Deign  to  tell  me  what  has  hapf)ened  to  you  ?  "  Julien 
said  at  last. 

*'  My  follies,"  answered  Madame  de  Renal  in  a  hard  voice 
whose  frigid  intonation  contained  in  it  a  certain  element  of 
reproach,  "  were  no  loubt  known  in  the  town  when  you  left, 
your  conduct  was  so  imprudent.  Some  time  afterwards  when 
I  was  in  despair  the  venerable  Chelan  came  to  see  me.  He 
tried  in  vain  for  a  long  time  to  obtain  a  confession.  One  day 
he  took  me  to  that  church  at  Dijon  where  I  made  my  first 

communion.    In  that  place  he  ventured  to  speak  himself " 

Madame  de  Renal  was  interrupted  by  her  tears.  "  What  a 
moment  of  shame.  I  confessed  everything.  The  good  man 
was  gracious  enough  not  to  overwhelm  me  with  the  weight  of 
his  indignation.  He  grieved  with  me.  During  that  time  I 
used  !o  write  letters  to  you  every  day  which  I  never  ventured 
to  send.  I  hid  them  carefully  and  when  I  was  more  than 
usually  unhappy  1  shut  myself  up  in  my  room  and  read  over 

"  .\t  last  M.  Chilan  induced  me  to  hand  them  over  to  him, 
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some  of  them  written  a  little  more  discreetly  were  sent  to  you, 
you  never  answered." 

"  I  never  received  any  letters  from  you,  I  swear  !  " 
"  Great    heavens !      Who    can   have    intercepted    them  ? 
Imagine  my  grief  until  the  day  I  saw  you  in  the  cathedral. 
I  did  not  know  if  you  were  still  alive." 

"  God  granted  me  the  grace  of  understanding  how  much  I 
was  sinning  towards  Him,  towards  my  children,  towards  my 
husband,"  went  on  Madame  de  Renal.  "  He  never  loved  me 
in  the  way  that  I  then  thought  that  you  had  loved  me." 

Julien  rushed  into  her  arms,  as  a  matter  of  fact  without  any 
particular  purpose  and  feeling  quite  beside  himself.  But 
Madame  de  Renal  repelled  him  and  continued  fairly  firmly. 
"  My  venerable  friend,  M.  Chelan,  made  me  understand  that 
in  marrying  I  had  j.  itjjhted  all  my  affections,  even  those  which  I 
did  not  then  know,  and  which  I  had  never  felt  before  a  certain 
fatal  attachment  .  .  .  after  the  great  sacrifice  of  the  letters 
that  were  so  dear  to  me,  my  '.Ife  has  flowed  on,  if  not  happily, 
at  any  rate  calmly.  Do  not  disturb  it.  Be  a  friend  to  me, 
my  best  friend."  Julien  covered  her  hand  with  kisses.  She 
perceived  he  was  still  crying.  '♦  Do  not  cry,  you  pain  me  so 
much.  Tell  me,  in  your  turn,  what  you  have  been  doing," 
Julien  was  unable  to  speak.  "  I  want  to  know  the  life  you  lead 
at  the  seminary,"  she  repeated.     "  And  then  you  will  go." 

Without  thinking  about  what  he  was  saying  Julien  spoke  of 
the  numberless  intrigues  and  jealousies  which  he  had  first  en- 
countered, and  then  of  the  great  serenity  of  his  life  after  he 
had  been  made  a  tutor. 

"  It  was  then,"  he  added,  "  that  after  a  long  silence  which  was 
no  doubt  intended  to  make  me  realise  what  I  see  only  too  clearly 
to-day,  that  you  no  longer  loved  me  and  that  I  had  become 
a  matter  of  indifference  to  you.  .  .  ." 
Madame  de  Renal  wrung  her  hands. 
*'  It  was  then  that  you  sent  me  the  sum  of  five  hundred 
francs." 

"  Never,"  said  Madame  de  Renal. 

"  It  was  a  letter  stamped  Paris  and  signed  Paul  Sorel  so  as 
to  avert  suspicion." 

Ther»'  was  a  little  discussion  about    how  the  letter  could 
p(   sibly  have  originated. 

The  psychological  situation  was  altered.     Without  knowii^s 
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it  Julien  had  abandoned  his  solemn  tone;  they  were  now 
once  more  on  the  footing  of  a  tender  affection.  It  was  so 
dark  that  they  did  not  see  each  other  but  the  tone  of  their 
voices  was  eloquent  of  everything.  Julien  clasped  his  arm 
round  his  love's  waist.  This  movement  had  its  dangers. 
She  tried  to  put  Julien's  arms  away  from  her ;  at  this  juncture 
he  cleverly  diverted  her  attention  by  an  interesting  detail  in 
his  story.  The  arm  was  practically  forgotten  and  remained  in 
its  present  position. 

After  many  conjectures  as  to  the  origin  of  the  five  hundred 
francs  letter,  Julien  took  up  his  story.  He  regained  a  little  of 
his  self-control  as  he  spoke  of  his  past  life,  which  compared 
with  what  he  was  now  experiencing  interested  him  so  little. 
His  attention  was  now  concentrated  on  the  final  outcome  of 
of  his  visit.  "  You  will  have  to  go,"  were  the  curt  words  he 
heard  from  time  to  time. 

"  What  a  disgrace  for  me  if  I  am  dismissed.  My  remorse 
will  embitter  all  my  life,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  she  will  never 
write  to  me.  God  knows  when  I  shall  come  back  to  this  part 
of  the  country.  From  this  moment  Julien's  heart  became 
rapidly  oblivious  of  all  the  heavenly  delights  of  his  present 
position. 

Seated  as  he  was  close  to  a  woman  whom  he  adored  and 
practically  clasping  her  in  his  arms  in  this  room,  the  scene  of  his 
former  happiness,  amid  a  deep  obscurity,  seeing  quite  clearly  as 
he  did  that  she  had  just  started  crying,  and  feeling  that  she  was 
sobbing  from  the  heaving  of  her  chest,  he  was  unfortunate 
enough  to  turn  into  a  cold  diplomatist,  nearly  as  cold  as  in 
those  days  when  in  the  courtyard  of  the  seminary  he  found 
himself  the  butt  of  some  malicious  joke  on  the  part  of  one  of 
his  comrades  who  was  stronger  than  he  was.  Julien  pro- 
tracted his  story  by  talking  of  his  unhappy  life  since  his 
departure  from  Verri^res. 

"So,"  said  Madame  de  Renal  to  herself,  "after  a  year's 
ahseme  and  deprived  almost  entirely  of  all  tokens  of  memory 
while  I  myself  was  forgetting  him,  he  only  thought  of  the 
htppy  days  that  he  had  had  in  Verri^res."  Her  sobs  redoubled 
Julien  s:uv  the  success  of  bis  story.  He  realised  that  he  must 
play  his  last  card.  He  abruptly  mer.tioned  a  letter  he  had 
just  received  from  Paris. 

"I  have  uken  leave  of  ray  Lord  Bishop." 
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You  are 


"  What !  you  are  not  going  back  to  Besan^on  ? 
leaving  us  for  ever  ?  "  . 

"Yes,"  answered  Julien  resolutely,  «'yes,  I  am  leaving  a 
country  where  I  have  been  forgotten  even  by  the  woman 
whom  I  loved  more  than  anyone  in  my  life ;  I  am  leaving 
it  and  I  shall  never  see  it  again.     I  am  going  to  Paris." 

"  You  are  going  to  Paris,  dear,"  exclaimed  Madame  Renal. 

Her  voice  was  almost  choked  by  her  tears  an1  showed  the 
extremity  of  her  trouble.  Julien  had  need  of  this  encourage- 
ment. He  was  on  the  point  of  executing  a  n  mceuvre  which 
might  decide  everything  against  him ;  and  up  to  the  time  of 
this  exclamation  he  could  not  tell  what  effect  he  was 
producing  as  he  was  unable  to  see.  He  no  longer  hesiuted. 
The  fear  of  remorse  gave  him  complete  control  over  himself. 
He  coldly  added  as  he  got  up. 

"  Yes,  madame,  I  leave  yoM  for  ever.  May  you  be  happy. 
Adieu." 

He  moved  some  steps  towards  the  window.  He  began  to 
open  it.  Madame  de  Renal  rushed  to  him  and  threw  herself 
into  his  arms.  So  it  was  in  this  way  that,  after  a  dialogue 
lasting  three  hours,  Julien  obtained  what  he  desired  so 
passionately  during  the  first  two  hours. 

Madame  de  Renal's  return  to  her  tender  feelings  and  this 
overshadowing  of  her  remorse  would  have  been  a  divine 
happiness  had  they  come  a  little  earlier;  but,  as  they  had 
been  obtained  by  artifice,  they  were  simply  a  pleasure. 
Julien  insisted  on  lighting  the  nightlight  in  spite  of  his 
mistress's  opposition. 

"  Do  you  wish  me  then,"  he  said  to  her  "  to  have  no 
recollection  of  having  seen  you."  Is  the  love  in  those 
charming  eyes  to  be  lost  to  me  for  ever  ?  Is  the  whiteness 
of  that  pretty  hand  to  remain  invisible  ?  Remember  that 
perhaps  I  am  leaving  you  for  a  very  long  time." 

Madame  de  Renal  could  refuse  him  nothing.  His  argument 
made  her  melt  into  tears.  But  the  dawn  was  beginning  to 
throw  into  sharp  relief  the  outlines  of  the  pine  trees  on 
the  mountain  east  of  Verri^res.  Instead  of  going  away 
Julien,  drunk  with  pleasure,  asked  Madame  de  Renal  to  let  him 
pass  the  day  in  her  room  and  leave  the  following  night. 

answered. 


me 


And  why  not?"  

of  all   my  respect  and   will  mar  all   my  life,"  and  she 
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pressed  him  to  her  heart.  My  husband  is  no  longer  the 
same;  he  has  suspicions,  he  believes  I  led  him  the  way  I 
wanted  in  all  this  business,  and  shows  great  irritation 
against  me.  If  he  hears  the  slightest  noise  I  shall  be 
ruined,  he  will  hound  me  out  like  the  unhappy  woman  that 
I  am." 

"  Ah  here  we  have  a  phrase  of  M.  Chelan's,"  said  Julien 
"  you  would  not  have  talked  like  that  before  my  cruel  departure 
to  the  seminary ;  in  those  days  you  used  to  love  me," 

Julien  was  rewarded  for  the  frigidity  which  he  put  intu 
those  words.  He  saw  his  love  suddenly  forget  the  danger 
which  her  husband's  presence  compelled  her  to  run,  in 
thinking  of  the  much  greater  danger  of  seeing  Julien  doubt 
her  love.  The  daylight  grew  rapidly  brighter  and  vividly 
illuminated  the  room.  Julien  savoured  once  more  all  the 
deliciousness  of  pride,  when  he  saw  this  charming  woJian  in 
his  arms  and  almost  at  his  feet,  the  only  woman  whom  he 
had  ever  loved,  and  who  had  been  entirely  absorbed  only  a 
few  hours  before  by  her  fear  of  a  terrible  God  and  her 
devotion  to  her  duties.  Resolutions,  fortified  by  a  year's 
persuasion,  had  failed  to  hold  out  against  his  courage. 

They  soon  heard  a  noise  in  the  house.  A  matter  that 
Madame  de  Renal  had  not  thought  of  began  to  trouble 
her. 

"That  wicked  Elisa  will  come  into  the  room.  What  are  we 
to  do  with  this  enormous  ladder  ?  "  she  said  to  her  sweetheart, 
"  where  are  we  to  hide  it  ?  I  will  take  i*.  to  the  loft,"  she 
exclaimed  suddenly  half  playfully. 

•'  But  you  will  have  to  pass  through  the  servants'  room," 
said  Julien  in  astonishment. 

"  I  will  leave  the  ladder  in  the  corridor  and  will  call  the 
servant  and  send  him  on  an  errand." 

"  Think  of  some  explanation  to  have  ready  in  the  event 
of  a  servant  passing  the  ladder  and  noticing  it  in  the 
corridor." 

'  Ves,  my  angel,"  said  Madame  de  Renal  giving  him  a  kiss 
"as  for  you,  dear,  remember  to  hide  under  the  bed  pretty 
quickly  if  Elisa  enters  here  during  my  absence." 

Jul'-n  »3$  astonished  by  this  sudde.-  gaiety— "So"  he 
thought,  "  the  approach  of  a  real  danger  instead  of  troubhng 
^r  gives  her  back  her  spirits  before  she  forgets  her  remorse. 
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heart  over  which 
transported    with 


Truly  a  superior  woman.  Yes,  that's  a 
it  is  glorious  to  reign."  Julien  was 
delight. 

Madame  de  Renal  took  the  ladder,  which  was  obviously  too 
heavy  for  her.  Julien  went  to  her  help.  He  was  admiring 
that  elegant  6gure  which  was  so  far  from  betokening  any 
strength  when  she  suddenly  seized  the  ladder  without 
assistance  and  took  it  up  as  if  it  had  been  a  chair.  She  took 
it  rapidly  into  the  corridor  of  the  third  storey  where  she  laid 
it  alongside  the  wall.  She  called  a  ser^rant,  and  in  order  to 
give  him  time  to  dress  himself,  went  up  into  the  dovecot. 

Five  minutes  later,  when  she  came  back  to  the  corridor, 
she  found  no  signs  of  the  ladder.  What  had  happened  to  it  ? 
If  Julien  had  been  out  of  the  house  she  would  not  have 
minded  the  danger  in  the  least.  But  supposing  her  husband 
were  to  see  the  ladder  just  now,  the  incident  might  be  awful. 
Madame  de  Renal  ran  all  over  the  house. 

Madame  de  Renal  finally  discovered  the  ladder  under  the 
roof  where  the  servant  had  carried  it  and  even  hid  it. 

"  What  does  it  matter  what  happens  in  twenty-four  hours," 
she  thought,  "  when  Julien  will  be  gone  ?  " 

She  had  a  vague  idea  that  she  ought  to  take  leave  of  life 
but  what  mattered  her  duty  ?  He  was  restored  to  her  after  a 
separation  which  she  had  thought  eternal.  She  was  seeing 
him  again  and  the  efforts  he  had  made  to  reach  her  showed 
the  extent  of  his  love. 

"  What  shall  I  say  to  my  husband,"  she  said  to  him.  "  If 
the  servant  tells  him  he  found  this  ladder  ?  "  She  was  pensive 
for  a  moment.  "  They  will  need  twenty-four  hours  to  (iscover 
the  peasant  who  sold  it  to  you."  And  she  threw  herself  into 
JuUen's  arms  and  clasped  him  convulsively. 

"  Oh,  if  I  could  only  die  like  this,"  she  cried  covering  him 
with  kisses.  "  But  you  mustn't  die  of  starvation,"  she  said 
with  a  smile. 

"  Come,  I  will  first  hide  you  in  Madame  Derville's  room 
which  is  always  locked."  She  went  and  watched  at  the  other 
end  of  the  corridor  and  Julien  ran  in.  "  Mind  you  don't  try 
and  open  if  any  one  knocks,"  she  said  as  she  locked  him  in. 
"  .\nyway  it  would  only  be  a  frolic  of  the  children  as  they 
play  together." 

"  Get  them  to  come  into  the  garden  under  the  window," 
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said  Julien,  "  so  that  I  may  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  them. 
Make  them  speak." 

"Yes,  yes,"  cried  Madame  de  Renal  to  him  as  she  went 
away.  She  soon  returned  with  oranges,  biscuits  and  a  bottle 
of  Malaga  wine.     She  had  not  been  able  to  steal  any  bread. 

"  What  is  your  husband  doing  ?  "  said  Julien. 

"  He  is  writing  out  the  figures  of  the  bargains  he  is  going  to 
make  with  the  peasants." 

But  eight  o'clock  had  struck  and  they  were  making  a  lot  of 
noise  in  the  house.  If  Madame  de  Renal  failed  to  put  in  an 
appearance,  they  would  look  for  her  all  over  the  house.  She 
was  obliged  to  leave  him.  Soon  she  came  back,  in  defiance 
of  all  prudence,  bringing  him  a  cup  of  coffee.  She  was 
frightened  lest  he  should  die  of  starvation. 

She  managed  after  breakfast  to  bring  the  children  under 
the  window  of  Madame  Derville's  room.  He  thought  they 
had  grown  a  great  deal,  but  they  had  begun  to  look  common, 
or  else  his  ideas  had  changed.  Madame  de  Renal  spoke  to 
them  about  Julien.  The  elder  answered  in  an  affectionate 
tone  and  regretted  his  old  tutor,  but  he  found  that  the  younger 
children  had  almost  forgotten  him. 

M.  de  Renal  did  not  go  out  that  morning ;  he  was  going  up 
and  downstairs  incessantly  engaged  in  bargaining  with  some 
peasants  to  whom  he  was  selling  potatoes. 

Madame  de  Renal  did  not  have  an  instant  to  give  to  her 
prisoner  until  diimer-time.  When  the  bell  had  been  rung 
and  dinner  had  been  served,  it  occurred  to  her  to  steal  a  plate 
of  warm  soup  for  him.  .\s  she  noiselessly  approached  the 
door  of  the  room  which  he  occupied,  she  found  herself  face 
to  face  with  the  servant  who  had  hid  the  ladder  in  the 
morning.  At  the  time  he  too  was  going  noiselessly  along  the 
corridor,  as  though  listening  for  something.  The  servant 
took  himself  off  in  some  confusion, 

Madame  de  Renal  boldly  entered  Julien's  room.  The 
news  of  this  encounter  made  him  shudder. 

"  You  are  frightened,"  she  said  to  him,  "  but  I  would  brave 
all  the  dangers  in  the  world  without  flinching.  There  is  only 
one  thing  I  fear,  and  that  is  the  moment  when  I  shall  be  alone 
Siter  you  have  left,"  and  she  left  him  and  ran  downstairs. 

"Ah,"  thought  Julien  ecstatically,  "remorse  is  the  only 
danger  which  this  sublime  soul  is  afraid  of." 
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At  last  evening  came.  Monsieur  de  Renal  went  to  the 
Casino. 

His  wife  had  given  out  that  she  was  suffering  from  an 
awful  headache.  She  went  to  her  room,  hastened  to  dismiss 
Elisa  and  quickly  got  up  in  order  to  let  Julien  out. 

He  was  literally  starving.  Madame  de  Renal  went  to  the 
pantry  to  fetch  some  bread.  Julien  heard  a  loud  cry. 
Madame  de  Renal  came  back  and  told  him  that  when  she 
went  to  the  dark  pantry  and  got  near  the  cupboard  where 
they  kept  the  bread,  she  had  touched  a  woman's  arm  as  she 
stretch^  out  her  hand.  It  was  Elisa  who  had  uttered  the 
cry  Julien  had  heard. 

"  What  was  she  doing  there  ?  " 

"  Stealing  some  sweets  or  else  spying  on  us,"  said  Madame 
de  Renal  with  complete  indifference,  "  but  luckily  I  found  a 
pie  and  a  big  loaf  of  bread." 

"  But  what  have  you  got  there  ?  "  said  Julien  pointing  to 
the  pockets  of  her  apron. 

Madame  de  Renal  had  forgotten  that  they  had  been  filled 
with  bread  since  dinner. 

Julien  clasped  her  in  his  arms  with  the  most  lively  passion. 
She  had  never  seemed  to  him  so  beautiful.  "  I  could  not 
meet  a  woman  of  greater  character  even  at  Paris,"  he  said 
confusedly  to  himself.  She  combined  all  the  clumsiness  of  a 
woman  who  was  but  little  accustomed  to  paying  attentions  of 
this  kind,  with  all  the  genuine  courage  of  a  person  who  is 
only  afraid  of  dangers  of  quite  a  different  sphere  and  quite  a 
different  kind  of  awfulness. 

While  Julien  was  enjoying  his  supper  with  a  hearty  appetite 
and  his  sweetheart  was  rallying  him  on  the  simplicity  of  the 
meal,  the  door  of  the  room  was  suddenly  shaken  violently. 
It  was  M.  de  Renal. 

"  Why  have  you  shut  yourself  in  ?  "  he  cried  to  her. 

Julien  had  only  just  time  to  slip  under  the  sofa. 

On  any  ordinary  day  Madame  de  Renal  would  have  been 
upset  by  this  question  which  was  put  with  true  conjugal 
harshness ;  but  she  realised  that  M.  de  Renal  had  only  to  bend 
down  a  little  to  notice  Julien,  for  M.  de  Renal  had  flung 
himself  into  the  chair  opposite  the  .sofa  which  Julien  had  been 
sitting  in  one  moment  before. 

Her  headache  served  as  an  excuse  for  everything.     While 
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her  husband  on  his  side  went  into  a  long-winded  account  of 
the  billiards  pool  which  he  had  won  at  Casino,  "yes,  to  be 
sure  a  nineteen  franc  pool,"  he  added.  She  noticed  Julien's  hat 
on  a  chair  three  paces  in  front  of  them.  Her  self-possession 
became  twice  as  great,  she  began  to  undress,  and  rapidly 
passing  one  minute  behind  her  husband  threw  her  dress  over 
the  chair  with  the  hat  on  it. 

At  last  M.  de  Renal  left.  She  begged  Julien  to  start  over 
again  his  account  of  his  life  at  the  Seminary.  "  I  was  not 
listening  to  you  yesterday  all  the  time  you  were  speaking,  I 
was  only  thinking  of  prevailing  on  myself  to  send  you  away." 

She  was  the  personification  of  indiscretion.  They  talked 
very  loud  and  about  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  they  were 
interrupted  by  a  violent  knock  at  the  door.  It  was  M.  de 
Renal  again. 

"  Open  quickly,  there  are  thieves  in  the  house  ! "  he  said. 
"  Saint  Jean  found  their  ladder  this  morning." 

"  This  is  the  end  of  everything,"  cried  Madame  de  Renal, 
throwing  herself  into  Julien's  arms.  "  He  will  kill  both  of  us, 
lie  doesn't  believe  there  are  any  thieves.  I  will  die  in  your 
arms,  and  be  more  happy  in  my  death  than  I  ever  was  in  my 
life."  She  made  no  attempt  to  answer  her  h'lsband  who  was 
beginning  to  lose  his  temper,  but  started  kissing  Julien 
passionately. 

"  Save  Stanislas's  mother,"  he  said  to  her  with  an  imperious 
look  "  I  will  jump  down  into  the  courtyard  through  the 
lavatory  window,  and  escape  in  the  garden ;  the  dogs  have 
recognised  me.  Make  my  clothes  into  a  parcel  and  throw 
them  into  the  garden  as  soon  as  you  can.  In  the  meanwhile 
let  him  break  the  door  down.  But  above  all,  no  confession, 
I  forbid  you  to  confess,  it  is  better  that  he  should  suspect 
rather  than  be  certain." 

"  You  will  kill  yourself  as  you  jump  ! "  was  her  only  answer 
and  her  only  anxiety. 

She  went  with  him  to  the  lavatory  window  ;  she  then  took 
sufficient  time  to  hide  his  clothes.  She  finally  opened  the 
door  to  her  husband  who  was  boiling  with  rage.  He  looked 
in  the  room  and  in  the  lavatory  without  saying  a  word  and 
disappeared.  Julien's  clothes  were  thrown  down  to  him ;  he 
seized  them  and  ran  rapidly  towards  the  bottom  of  the  garden 
in  the  direction  of  the  Doubs. 
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As  he  was  running  he  heard  a  bullet  whistle  past  him,  and 
heard  at  the  same  time  the  report  of  a  gun. 

"  It  is  not  M.  de  Renal,"  he  thought,  "  he's  far  too  bad  a 
shot."  The  dogs  ran  silently  at  his  side,  the  second  shot 
apparently  broke  the  paw  of  one  dog,  for  he  began  to  whine 
piteously.  Julien  jumped  the  wall  of  the  terrace,  did  fifty 
paces  under  cover,  and  began  to  fly  in  another  direction.  He 
heard  voices  calling  and  had  a  distinct  view  of  his  enemy  the 
servant  firing  a  gun  ;  a  farmer  also  began  to  shoot  away  from 
the  other  side  of  the  garden.  Julien  had  already  reached  the 
bank  of  the  Doubs  where  he  dressed  himself. 

An  hour  later  he  was  a  league  from  Verri^res  on  the  Geneva 
road.  ••  If  they  had  suspicions,"  thought  Julien,  "  they  will 
look  for  me  on  the  Paris  road." 


CHAPTER  XXXI 

THE   PLEASURES   OF  THE   COUNTRY 

O  nis  quando  ^o  te  aspiciam  ? — Horace 

"  You've  no  doubt  come  to  wait  for  the  Paris  mail,"  Monsieur, 
said  the  host  of  an  inn  where  he  had  stopped  to  breakfast. 

"  To-day  or  to-morrow,  it  matters  little,"  said  Julien. 

The  mail  arrived  while  he  was  still  posing  as  indifferent. 
There  were  two  free  places. 

"  Why !  it's  you  my  poor  Falcoz,"  said  the  traveller  who  was 
coming  from  the  Geneva  side  to  the  one  who  was  getting  in  at 
the  same  time  as  Julien. 

"I  thought  you  were  settled  in  the  outskirts  of  Lyons," 
I         said  Falcoz,  "  in  a  delicious  valley  near  the  Rhone." 
*  "  Nicely  settled !     I  am  running  away." 

"  What !  you  are  running  away  ?  you  Saint  Giraud  !  Have 
you,  who  look  so  virtuous,  committed  some  crime?"  said 
Falcoz  with  a  smile. 

"  On  my  faith  it  comes  to  the  same  thing.  I  am  running 
away  from  the  abominable  life  which  one  leads  in  the  pro- 
vinces. I  like  the  freshness  of  the  woods  and  the  country 
tranquillity,  as  you  know.  You  have  often  accused  mo  of 
being  romantic.  I  don't  want  to  hear  politics  talked  as  long 
as  I  live,  and  politics  are  hounding  me  out." 

"  But  what  party  do  you  belong  to  ?  " 

"  To  none  and  that's  what  ruins  me.  That's  all  there  is  to 
be  said  about  my  political  life — I  like  music  and  painting.  A 
good  book  is  an  event  for  me.  I  am  going  to  be  forty-four. 
How  much  longer  have  I  got  to  live  ?  Fifteen — twenty — thirty 
years  at  the  outside.  Well,  I  want  the  ministers  in  thirty 
years'  time  to  be  a  little  cleverer  than  those  of  to-day  but  quite 
as  honest.     The  history  of  England  serves  as  a  mirror  for  our 
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own  future.  There  will  always  be  a  king  who  will  try  to  in- 
crease his  prerogative.  The  ambition  of  becoming  a  deputy, 
the  fame  of  Mirabeau  and  the  hundreds  of  thousand  francs 
which  he  won  for  himself  will  always  prevent  the  rich  people 
in  the  province  from  going  to  sleep ;  the>  will  call  that  being 
Liberal  and  loving  the  people.  The  desire  of  becoming  a 
peer  or  a  gentleman  of  the  chamber  will  always  win  over  the 
ultras.  On  the  ship  of  state  every  one  is  anxious  to  take 
over  the  steering  because  it  is  well  paid.  Will  there  be  never 
a  poor  little  place  for  the  simple  passenger? " 

"  Is  it  the  last  elections  which  are  forcing  you  out  of  the 
province  ?  " 

"  My  misfortune  goes  further  back.  Four  years  ago  I  was 
forty  and  possessed  500,000  francs.  I  am  four  years  older 
to-day  and  probably  50,000  francs  to  the  bad,  as  I  shall  lose 
that  sum  on  the  sale  of  my  chateau  of  Monfleury  in  a  superb 
position  near  the  Rhone. 

"  At  Paris  I  was  tired  ol  .at  perpetual  comedy  which  is 
rendered  obligatory  by  what  you  call  nineteenth-century 
civilisation.  I  thirsted  for  good  naturi  and  simplicity.  I 
bought  an  estate  in  the  mountains  near  the  Rh6ne,  there  was 
no  more  beautiful  place  under  the  heavens. 

"  The  village  clergyman  and  the  gentry  of  the  locality  pay 
me  court  for  six  months ;  I  invite  them  to  dinner ;  I  have  left 
Paris,  I  tell  them,  so  as  to  avoid  talking  politics  or  hearing 
politics  talked  for  the  rest  of  my  life.  As  you  know  I  do  not 
subscribe  to  any  paper,  the  less  letters  the  postman  brought 
me  the  happier  I  was. 

"  That  did  not  suit  the  vicar's  book.  I  was  soon  the  victim  of 
a  thousand  unreasonable  requests,  annoyances,  etc.  I  wished 
to  give  two  or  three  hundred  francs  a  year  to  the  poor,  I  was 
asked  to  give  it  to  the  Paris  associations,  that  of  Saint  Joseph, 
that  of  the  Virgin,  etc.  I  refused.  I  was  then  insulted  in  a 
hundred  ways.  I  was  foolish  enough  to  be  upset  by  it.  I 
could  not  go  out  in  the  morning  to  enjoy  the  beauty  of  our 
mountain  without  finding  some  annoyance  which  distracted 
me  from  my  reveries  and  recalled  unpleasantly  both  men  and 
their  wickedness.  On  the  Rogation  processions,  for  instance 
whose  chanting  I  enjoy  (it  is  probably  a  Greek  melody)  they 
will  not  blesr  my  fields  because,  says  the  clergyman,  they 
belong  to  an  infidel.     A  cow  dies  belonging  to  a  devout  old 
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peasant  woman.  She  says  the  reason  is  the  neighbourhood  of 
a  pond  which  belongs  to  my  infidel  self,  a  philosopher  coming 
from  Paris,  and  eight  days  afterwards  I  find  my  fish  in  agonies 
poisoned  by  lime.  Intrigue  in  all  its  forms  envelops  me.  The 
justice  of  the  peace,  who  is  an  honest  man,  but  frightened  of 
losing  his  place,  always  decides  against  me.  The  peace  of  the 
country  proved  a  hell  for  me.  Once  they  saw  that  I  was 
abandoned  by  the  vicar,  the  head  of  the  village  congregation, 
and  that  I  was  not  supported  by  the  retired  captain  who  was 
the  head  of  the  Liberals  they  all  fell  upon  me,  down  to  the 
mason  whom  I  had  supported  for  a  year,  down  to  the  very 
wheelwright  who  wanted  to  cheat  me  with  impunity  over  the 
repairing  of  my  ploughs. 

"  In  order  to  find  some  support,  and  to  win  at  an,  rate  some 
of  ray  law  suits  I  became  a,  ^jlyeral.  ^in.  «^  Y""  say.  those 
'^"T""'^  rinrr'anfi  y?TBr  "'""fr      They  asked  me  for  my  vote." 

"  For  an  unknown  man  ?  " 

"  Not  at  all,  for  a  man  whom  I  knew  only  too  well.  I  re- 
fused. It  was  terribly  imprudent.  From  that  moment  I  had 
the  Liberals  on  my  hands  as  well,  and  my  position  became 
intolerable.  I  believe  that  if  the  vicar  had  got  it  into  his  head 
to  accuse  me  of  assassinating  my  servant,  there  would  be 
twenty  witnesses  of  the  two  parties  who  would  swear  that  they 
had  seen  me  committing  the  crime." 

•'  You  mean  to  say  you  want  to  live  in  the  country  without 
pandering  to  the  passions  of  your  neighbours,  without  even 
listening  to  their  gossip.     What  a  mistake ! " 

"  It  is  rectified  at  last.  Monfleury  is  for  sale.  I  will  lose 
50,000  francs  if  necessary,  but  I  am  over-joyed  I  am  leaving 
that  hell  of  hypocrisy  and  annoyance.  I  am  going  to  look  for 
solitude  and  rustic  peace  in  the  only  place  where  those  things 
are  to  be  found  in  France,  on  a  fourth  storey  looking  on  to  the 
Champs-Elysees  ;  and,  moreover,  I  am  actually  deliberating  if  I 
shall  not  commence  my  political  career  by  giving  consecrated 
bread  to  the  parish  in  the  Roule  quarter." 

"  All  this  would  not  have  happened  under  Bonaparte,"  said 
Falcoz  with  eyes  shlnTng  with  rage  aad  .sorrow. 

"Very  gboij;  But  "w^  dWu't  jour  Bgnaparte  manage  to 
keep  his  position  ?  Everything.  whicTi  I  suffer  to-day  is  his 
work.** 

At  this  point  Julien's  attention  was  redoubled.      He  had 
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realised  from  the  first  word  that  the  Bonapartist  Falcoz  was 
the  old  boyhood  friend  of  M.  de  R^nal,  wKtf  haffbeenrelptidiated 
by  him  in  1816,  and  that  the  philosopher  Saint-Giraud  must 

bfe  the  brother  of  that  chief  of  the  prefecture  of- who 

managed  to  get  the  houses  of  the  municipality  knocked  down 
to  him  at  a  cheap  price. 

"  And  all  this  is  the  work  of  your  Bonaparte.  An  honest 
man,  aged  forty,  and  possessed  of  five  hundred  thousand  francs 
however  inoffensive  he  is,  cannot  settle  in  the  provinces 
and  find  peace  there ;  those  priests  and  nobles  of  his  will  turn 
him  out." 

"  Oh  don't  talk  evil  of  him,"  exclaimed  Falcoz.  "  France 
was  never  so  high  in  the  esteem  of  the  nations  as  during  the 
thirteen  years  of  his  reign ;  then  every  single  act  was  great." 

"  Your  emperor,  devil  take  him,"  replied  the  man  of  forty- 
four,  "was  only  great  on  his  battle  fields  and  when  he  re- 
organised the  finances  about  1802.  What  is  the  meaning  of 
all  his  conduct  since  then  ?  What  with  his  chamberlains,  his 
pomp,  and  his  receptions  in  the  Tuileries,  he  has  simply  pro- 
vided a  new  edition  of  all  the  monarchical  tomfoolery.  It 
was  a  revised  edition  and  might  possibly  have  lasted  for  a 
century  or  two.  The  nobles  and  the  priests  wish  to  go  back 
to  the  old  one,  but  they  did  not  have  the  iron  hand  necessary 
to  impose  it  on  the  public" 

"  Yes,  that's  just  how  an  old  printer  would  talk." 

"Who  has  turned  me  out  of  my  estate?"  continued  the 
printer,  angrily.  "  The  priests,  whom  Napoleon  called  back 
by  his  Concordat  instead  of  treating  them  like  the  State  treats 
doctors,  barristers,  and  astronomers,  simply  seeing  in  them 
ordinary  citizens,  and  not  bothering  about  the  particular 
calling  by  which  they  are  trying  to  earn  their  livelihood.  Should 
we  be  saddled  with  these  insolent  gentlemen  to-day  if  your 
Bonaparte  had  not  created  barons  and  counts?  No,  they 
were  out  of  fashion.  Next  to  the  priests,  it's  the  little  country 
nobility  who  have  annoyed  me  the  most,  and  compelled  me 
to  become  a  Liberal." 

The  conversation  was  endless.  The  theme  will  occupy 
France  for  another  half  century.  As  Saint-Giraud  kept  always 
repeating  that  it  was  impossible  to  live  in  the  provinces,  Julien 
timidly  suggested  the  case  of  M.  de  Renal. 

••  Zounds,  young  man,  you're  a  nice  one,"  exclaimed  Falcoz. 
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"  He  turned  spider  so  as  not  to  be  fly,  and  a  terrible  spider 
into  the  bargain.  But  I  see  that  he  is  beaten  by  that  man 
Valenod.  Do  you  know  that  scoundrel  ?  He's  the  villain  of 
the  piece.  What  will  your  M.  de  Renal  say  if  he  sees  himself 
turned  out  one  of  these  fine  days,  and  Valenod  put  in  his 
place?" 

"He  will  be  left  to  brood  over  his  crimes,"  said  Saint- 
Giraud.  "Do  you  know  Verrieres,  young  man?  Well, 
Bonaparte,  heaven  confound  him !  Bonaparte  and  his 
monaocfaical  tomfoolery  rendered  possible  the  reign  of  the 
Rdnals  and  the  Chelans,  which  brought  about  the  reign  of 
the  Valenods  and  the  Maslons." 

This  conversation,  with  its  gloomy  politics,  astonished 
Julien  and  distracted  him  from  his  delicious  reveries. 

He  appreciated  but  little  the  first  sight  of  Paris  as  perceived 
in  the  distance.  The  castles  in  the  air  he  had  built  about  his 
future  had  to  struggle  with  the  still  present  memory  of  the 
twenty-four  hours  that  he  had  just  passed  in  Verrieres.  He 
vowed  that  he  would  never  abandon  his  mistress's  children, 
and  that  he  would  leave  everything  in  order  to  protect 
them,  if  the  impertinence  of  the  priests  brought  about  a 
rejwblic  and  the  persecution  of  the  nobles. 

what  wouTiT^ave  liappened  on  the  night  of  his  arrival  in 
Verri^s  if,  at  the  moment  when  he  had  leant  his  ladder 
against  the  casement  of  Madame  de  Renal's  bedroom  he  had 
found  that  room  occupied  by  a  stranger  or  by  M.  de  Renal  ? 

But  how  delicious,  too  had  been  those  first  two  hours 
when  his  sweetheart  had  been  sincerely  anxious  to  send  him 
away  and  he  had  pleaded  his  cause,  sitting  down  by  her  in 
the  darkness !  A  soul  like  Julien's  is  haunted  by  such 
memories  for  a  lifetime.  The  rest  of  the  interview  was 
already  becoming  merged  in  the  first  period  of  their  love, 
fourteen  months  previous. 

Julien  was  awakened  from  his  deep  meditation  by  the 
stopping  of  the  coach.  They  had  just  entered  the  courtyard 
of  the  Post  in  the  Rue  Rousseau.  "  I  want  to  go  to  La 
Malmaison,"  he  said  to  a  cabriolet  which  approached. 

"  At  this  time,  Monsieur— what  for  ?  " 

"What's  that  got  to  do  with  you ?    Get  on." 

Every  real  passion  only  thinks  about  itself.  That  is  why,  in 
my  view,  passions  are  ridiculous  at  Paris,  where  one's  neigh- 
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hour  always  insists  on  one's  considering  him  a  great  deal.  I 
shall  refrain  from  recounting  Julien's  ecstasy  at  La  Malmaison. 
He  wept.  What!  in  spite  of  those  wretched  white  walls, 
built  this  very  year,  which  cut  the  path  up  into  bits  ?  Yes, 
monsieur,  for  Julien,  as  for  posterity,  there  was  nothing  to 
choose  between  Arcole,  Saint  Helena,  and  La  Malmaison. 

In  the  evening,  Julien  hesitated  a  great  deal  before  going  to 
the  theatre.    He  had  strange  ideas  about  that  place  of  perdition. 

A  deep  distrust  prevented  him  from  admiring  actual  Paris.  He 
was  only  affected  by  the  monuments  left  behind  by  his  hero. 

"So  here  I  am  in  the  centre  of  intrigue  and  hypocrisy. 
Here  reign  the  protectors  of  the  abbe  de  Frilair."  On  the 
evening  of  the  third  day  his  curiosity  got  the  better  of  his  plan 
of  seeing  everything  before  presenting  himself  to  the  abbe 
Pirard.  The  abb^  explained  to  him  coldly  the  kind  of  life 
which  he  was  to  expect  at  MjdejaMgJe's. 

"  If  you  do  not  prove  useful  to  nim  at  the  end  of  some 
months  you  will  go  back  to  the  seminary,  but  not  in  disgrace. 
You  will  live  in  the  house  of  the  marquis,  who  is  one  of  the 
greatest  seigneurs  of  France.  You  will  wear  black,  but  like  a 
man  who  is  in  mourning,  and  not  like  an  ecclesiastic.  I  insist 
on  your  following  your  theological  studies  three  days  a  week 
in  a  seminary  where  I  will  introduce  you.  Every  day  at  twelve 
o'clock  you  will  establish  yourself  in  the  marquis's  library ;  he 
counts  on  making  use  of  you  in  drafting  letters  concerning 
his  lawsuits  and  other  matters.  The  marquis  will  scribble  on 
the  margin  of  each  letter  he  gets  the  kind  of  answer  which  is 
required.  I  have  assured  him  that  at  the  end  of  three  months 
you  will  be  so  competent  to  draft  the  answers,  that  out  of 
every  dozen  you  hand  to  the  marquis  for  signature,  he  will  be 
able  to  sign  eight  or  nine.  In  the  evening,  at  eight  o'clock, 
you  will  tidy  up  his  bureau,  and  at  ten  you  will  be  free. 

"  It  may  be,"  continued  the  abbti  Pirard,  "  that  some  old  lady 
or  some  smooth-voiced  man  will  hint  at  immense  advantages, 
or  will  crudely  offer  you  gold,  to  show  him  the  letters  which 
the  marquis  has  received." 

"  Ah,  monsieur,"  exclaimed  Julien,  blushing. 

"It  is  singular,"  said  the  abbe  with  a  bitter  smile,  "that 
poor  as  you  are,  and  after  a  year  at  a  seminary,  you  still  have 
any  of  this  virtuous  indignation  left.  You  must  have  been 
very  blind." 
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"Can  it  be  that  blood  will  tell,"  muttered  the  abbe  in  a 
-T''/^'  though  speaking  to  himself.     "  The  singular  tL^ 

'ldo;?MrnA'°^''"'^"y""':'  '''^''  '^'  marquis  knows  you 
-I  don  t  know  how  He  will  give  you  a  salary  of  a  huncL^ed 
I0U.S  to  commence  with.     He  is  a  man  who  only  acts  by  Ws 

r.  J^'k-  ^'  u'  ^'^"^""^^-     "^  *•"  q"^"el  wiih  you  abou? 

the  most  chddish  matters.     If  he  is  satisfied,  your  wTes  mav 
rise  in  consequence  up  to  eight  thousand  francs  ^ 

'  But  you  realise,"  went  on  the  abbe,  sourly,  "that  he  is 
not  giving  you  all  this  money  simply  on  account  of  your 
personal  charm  The  thing  is  to  prove  yourself  useful  I?  I 
were  in  your  place  I  would  talk  very  little,  and  I  would  never 
talk  about  what  I  know  nothing  about 

"  Oh  yes,"  said  the  abbe,  »  I  have  made  some  enquiries  for 
you^    I  was  forgetting  M.  de  la  Mole's  family.     He  i"s  two 

leT~/  f""^^^"'  ""^u"  ^°"  °^  "•"^'««"'  eminently  elegam 
-the  kind  of  madman  who  never  knows  to-d;iy  what  he  wU 

do  to-morrow.     He  has  spirit  and  valour ;  he  h?sCn  through 

the  Spanish  war.     The  marquis  hopes,  I  don't  know  why  thS 

told  him  that  you  were  a  great  classic,  and  possibly  he  reckons 

cLran^t^S^  '"  ^°"  '^"^^  -^^^-^^  P^--  ab^u^ 

m,?li  '^u  T'  ^'^°"'^  "^^^^  *"°^  that  handsome  young 
man  to  make  fun  of  me,  and  before  I  accepted  his  advances 
which  you  will  find  perfectly  polite  but  a  little  ironiL  iToulS 
make  him  repeat  them  more  than  once. 

h//  *iU  ?°-  ^^^^  ^^'^  y°"  ^^^  f^^^t  that  the  youne  count 
de  La  Mole  is  bound  to  despise  you  at  first,  because  youTe    ' 
nothing  more  than  a  little  bourgeois.    His  grandfather  b^fone^ 

|J.liSlntrigur  °"  '''  ''''  ^P"''  ^"^'  -  — t  of  a 

.n^ti  ?•  ''°"'  ^°"  ^'^  ^^^  "O"  o'"  a  carpenter  of  Verri^res 
and  what  is  more,  in  receipt  of  his  fathers  wages       PoS 

Moren.     AH  the  flatterers  who  dine  ut  their  house  make  fn>m 
t.me  to  time  what  they  call  delicate  allusions  to  it 
counflT^^  f  ^u^  >*°"  ^""""^^  'h^  pleasantries  of  M.  the 
^r  uf^f r^,^°'Y5'"',°f  »  »^"«d'«"  °f  hussars,  and  aYut^re 
peer  of  France,  and  don't  come  and  complain  to  me  later  on." 

16 


«r 


,42  THE  RED  AND  THE  BLACK 

"It  seems  to  me,"  said  Julien,  blushing  violently,  "that  I 
ought  not  even  to  answer  a  man  who  despises  me. 

"You  have  no  idea  of  his  contempt.  It  will  only  manifest 
itself  bv  inflated  compliments.  If  you  were  a  fool,  you  might 
be  taken  in  by  it.  If  you  want  to  make  your  fortune,  you 
ought  to  let  yourself  be  taken  in  b"  it." 

"Shall  I  be  looked  upon  as  ungrateful,"  said  Julien,  if  I 
return  to  my  little  cell  Number  io8  when  I  find  that  all  this 

no  longer  suits  me  ? "  ,     .        ,        •  »  » 

"  All  the  toadies  of  the  house  will  no  doubt  calumniate  you, 

said  the  abbe,  "  but  I  myself  will  come  to  the  rescue.     Adsum 

qui  feci.     I  will  say  that  I  am  responsible  for  that  resolution." 

Tulien  was  overwhelmed  by  the  bitter  and  almost  vindictive 

tone   which  he  noticed  in  M.  Pirard ;  that  tone  completely 

infected  his  last  answer.  .      .  i      u     » 

The  fact  is  that  the  abbe  had  a  conscientious  scruple  about 

loving  Julien,  and  it  was  with  a  kind  of  religious  fear  that  he 

took  so  direct  a  part  in  another's  life. 

"  You  will  also  see,"  he  added  with  the  same  bad  grace,  as 
though  accomplishing  a  painful  duty,  "  you  also  will  see  Madame 
the  marquise  de  La  Mole.     She  is  a  big  blonde  woman  abou 
forty,  devout,  perfectly  polite,  and  even  more  insignificant     She 
is  the  daughter  of  the  old  Duke  de  Chaulnes  so  ^vell  kno*n 
for  his  aristocratic  prejudices.     This  great  lady  is  a  kmd  o 
synopsis  in  high  relief  of  all  the  fundamental  characteristics 
of  w^omen  of  her  rank.     She  does  not  conceal  for  her  own 
part  that  the  possession  of  ancestors  who  went   through  th 
crusades  is  the  sole  advantage  which   she  respects.     Monej 
on"y  comes  a  long  way  afterwards.     Does  that  astonish  you? 
We  are  no  longer  in  the  provinces,  my  friend. 

"^7ou.u\\  see  many  great  lords  in  her  salon  talk  about  our 
nrinces  in  a  tone  of  singular  flippancy.  As  for  Madame  de 
fa  Moe  she  lowers  her  voice  out  of  respect  every  time  sh 
mentLs  the  name  of  a  Prince,  and  above  all  the  name  of  a 
Wncess  I  would  not  advise  you  to  say  in  her  hearing  that 
Phillip  il.  or  Henry  VII.  were  monsters.  They  were  kings, 
a  fact  which  gives  them  indispuuble  rights  to  the  resp<."Ct  of 
creatires  without  birth  like  you  and  me  "Neverthele^ 
added  .M.  I'lrurd.  ^'  wc  arc  prie.ts.  for  she  wiU  take  you  for  one^ 
that  being  our  capacity,  she  considers  us  a8  spiritual  valets 
necessary  fur  her  salvation." 
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'  I  do  not  think  I  shall  be  long 


"  Monsieur,"  said  Tulien, 
at  Paris." 

his"fS^;  e^ptro^/h  r  ;r.r/  z^  r  Tf^ 

able  element  in  your  character  S  ^nv  ra, '  I  fwt  '^*'  '"^^^"■ 
^ JT^-ed  i/you  do  not^rk?7o:r  o  t  nf  ''K^s^o 
m^dle  course  for  you,  make  no  mistake  about   t  •  people  see 
that  they  do  not  g.ve  you  pleasure  when  they    Uak^o  vn.? 
in  s.  social  country  like  this  you  are  condemLn^^      V      ' 

whrm'^^rLt^trMoie^-su'r^'^"  ^^^-^  ^^^-^ 

the  extraordinarjWnroVX  he  h.,  ^"^  ^'^  r  "'"  ■""^""^ 
vou   have  lived    years  ^fp,^  j'  """"^  '^^^"^^^  »han 

reckJ,^''nn'H"^''^''^'  *  ^"^^'  *"^  ^'^^"g^  '"^^  'ike  myvlf  •  I 
recnoned  on  dymg  m  ray  sem  nar>-      I  was  rhiWicK  '  u 

:o  get  atuched  to  it.  Well  I  1,  on  the  7Xrr^  t  ^'"''"^^ 
ou.  when  I  handed  in  my  re^  g  a:"on  ^"ou  k-  V"""""^ 
fortune  consisted  of      T  La  «      I     j     ,       '^^^'^  '^hat  my 

-  ilS^^-'^!^  °°"^'  ^  ^''■«  ^^^  mtifonune  to  be  irrit^hu      u 

:s  pcsHOie  thar  «ou  and  T  anli  ^^.^  .    T  imtabie.     It 

"  T.-  .1.    ^^  V  *  ^'^  cease  ro  be  on  =neakin=r  »*»»«. 


c:r..;sa::on  m  the  north,  and 


souUi 
added 


There 


■5e 

ues 

IS   more 


lowering  his  voice,  I 


,44  THE  RED  AND  THE  BLACK 

must  admit  that  the  nearness  of  the  Paris  papers  puts  fear 

into  our  petty  tyrants.  •  »_      j 

"  If  we  continue  to  find  pleasure  in  each  other's  soaety  and 
if  the  marquis's  house  does  not  suit  you,  I  will  offer  you  the 
iM>st  of  my  curate,  and  will  go  equal  shares  with  you  in  wlut 
I  get  from  the  living.  I  owe  you  that  and  even  more,  he 
added  interrupting  Julien's  thanks,  for  the  extraordinary  offer 
which  you  made  me  at  Besan^on.  If  instead  of  having  five 
hundr^  and  twenty  francs  I  had  had  nothing  you  would  ha  ;e 

The  abbe's  voice  had  lost  its  tone  of  cruelty,  Julien  was 
ashamed  to  feel  tears  in  his  eyes.  He  was  desperately  anxious 
to  throw  himself  into  his  friend's  arms.  He  could  not  help 
saving  to  him  in  the  most  manly  manner  he  could  assume : 

"  I  was  hated  by  my  father  from  the  cradle  ;  it  was  one  of 
my  great  misfortunes,  but  I  shall  no  longer  complain  of  my 
luck  I  have  found  another  father  in  you,  monsieur. 

••That  is  good,  that  is  good,"  said  the  embarrassed  abbe, 
then  suddenly  remembering  quite  appropriately  a  seminary 
platitude   "you   must  never  say  luck,  my  child,  always  say 

^^Tht^ fiacre  stopped.  The  coachman  lifte^  up  the  bronze 
knocker  of  an  immense  door.  It  was  the  Hotel  de  la  Mole 
and  to  prevent  the  passers  by  having  any  doubt  on  the  subject 
these  words  could  be  read  in  black  marble  over  the  door 

This  affectation  displeased  Julien.  "  They  are  so  frightened 
of  the  Jacobins.  They  see  a  Robespierre  and  his  turobnl 
behind  every  head.  Their  panic  is  often  gloriously  grotesque 
and  they  advertise  their  house  like  this  so  that  in  the  even 
of  a  rising  the  rabble  can  recognise  it  and  loot  it.  He 
communicated  his  thought  to  the  abbe  Pirard. 

••  Yes,  poor  child,  you  will  soon  be  my  curate.  What  a 
dreadful  idea  you  have  got  into  your  head." 

"  Nothing  could  be  simpler,"  said  Julien. 

The  eravity  of  the  porter,  and  above  all,  the  cleanness  ofthe 
the  court,  struck  him  with  admiration.  It  was  fine  sunshrn^ 
••What  magnificent  architecture,"  he  said  to  his  fnend.  ihe 
hntel  in  question  was  one  of  those  buildings  of  the  Faubovug 
-  •   :-Germain  -='*-  "   "'»   ''-''''  ^'"•^  -^'*"*  tha-iime  oJ 
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Ludicroa*  and  pathetic  memory :  the  first  drawing  room  where 

one  appeared  alone  and  without  support  at  the  a^e^ofXhTeenl 

he  oolc  of  a  woman  sufficed  to  intimidate  me.   Thf  more  I  wi»h^ 

o  ple.«  the  more  clumsy  I  became.    I  evolved  the  mos°  unfoTndS 

Ideas  about  everything.     I  would  either  abandon  myself  whhout 

he  bad  looked  at  me  with  a  serious  air  ;  but  all  the  same  in  the 

a^iSSi^fii'SijiiiKir  °'  -"^ ''""'''''  '^-  ^-''^^™'^  i  «"^ 

JuLiEN  Stopped  in  amazement  in  the  middle  of  the  courtyard 
"Pull  yourself  together."  said  the  abbe  Pirard.  '«  You  ge 
hornble  ideas  mto  your  head,  besides  you  are  only  a  child. 

^i!f  ^vF^^f '°  ?^  "•'  '"''^"  °f  "°^^^  ("°  enLusiasm) 
SIX^'  -.f  ^li^^/hey  see  you  established  here  this  crowd 
lo  S  ^^'  '"^''^  ^""  °^  y°"-  '^hey  will  see  in  you  an  equal 
who  has  been  unjustly  placed  above  them;  and.  und7r  a 
«J«que«de  of  good  advice  and  a  desire  to 'help 'you, 'hey 
wiU^  try  to  make  you  fall  into  some  gross  blunder."  ^ 

h-  jiff  *"  J°  *•'*''■  *°"*'"  ^'^  J"''en  biting  his  lip.  and 
he  became  as  distrustful  as  ever.  'P.  ana 

thrl^ph'Slr'  °"  ^u-  ^"V  "°'^y  "*^'^*^  °"^  gentlemen  went 
to  vof  ,S!  r'*''"^  !^'  '""'^"•^'  ^^"^y-  ^°"'d  have  seemed 
th/v  Sh  LI  •  •"•  ^  ^'^^'"y  ^^  '•^^y  *^'«  magnificent.  If 
«^f?if^  ^"  -^T  ^°  y°"  J"^*  ^  ^^^y  »ere,  you  would  have 

meUncholy  reasoning.  They  redoubled  Julien's  rapture. 
q^Sdid^'^cT"^  ""''''''  '  "  '^  ^'^°"«'^'  "  ^""^  "^- '"  - 
su^Lr  gentlemen  arrived  at  the  ugliest  room,  in  this 

Se«  a  IXir  w  *'*'*'  ''".  '*^"^y  *"y  ''g*^*-  They  found 
"«re  a  httie  keen  man  with  a  lively  eye  and  a  blonde  wig 
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The  abbe  ^^rned  round  to  Julien  and  presented  him.  It  was 
the  marquis.  Julien  had  much  difficulty  in  recognising  him, 
he  found  his  manner  was  so  polite.  It  was  no  longer  the  grand 
seigneur  with  that  haughty  manner  of  the  abbey  of  Bray-le-Haut. 
Julien  thought  that  his  wig  had  much  too  niany  hairs.  As  the 
result  of  this  opinion  he  was  not  at  all  intimidated.  The 
descendant  of  the  friend  of  Henry  III.  seen >ed  to  him  at  first 
of  a  rather  insignificant  appearance.  He  was  extremely  thin 
and  very  restless,  but  he  soon  noticed  that  the  marquis  had  a 
politeness  which  was  even  more  pleasant  to  his  listener  than 
that  of  the  Bishop  of  Besan^on  himself.  The  audience  only 
lasted  three  minutes.      As  they  went   out   the  abbe  said  to 

Julien, 

"  You  looked  at  the  marquis  just  as  you  would  have  looked 
at  a  picture.  I  am  not  a  great  expert  in  what  these  people 
here  call  politeness.  You  will  soon  know  more  about  it  than 
I  do,  but  really  the  boldness  of  your  looks  seemed  scarcely 
polite." 

They  had  got  back  into  the  fiacre.  The  driver  stopped 
near  the  boulevard;  the  abbe  ushered  Julien  into  a  suite  of 
large  rooms.  Julien  noticed  that  there  was  no  furniture.  He 
was  looking  at  the  magnificent  gilded  clock  representing  a 
subject  which  he  thought  very  indecent,  when  a  very  elegant 
gentleman  approached  him  with  a  smiling  air.     Julien  bowed 

slightly. 

The  gentleman  smiled  and  put  his  hand  on  his  shoulder. 
Julien  shuddered  and  leapt  back,  he  reddened  with  rage. 
The  abbe  Pirard,  in  spite  of  his  gravity,  laughed  till  the  tears 
came  into  his  eyes.     The  gentleman  was  a  tailor. 

"  I  give  you  your  liberty  for  two  days,"  said  the  abbe  as 
they  went  out.  You  cannot  be  introduced  before  then  to 
Madame  de  la  Mole.  Any  one  else  would  watch  over  you  as 
if  you  were  a  young  girl  during  these  first  few  moments  of 
your  life  in  this  new  Babylon.  Get  ruined  at  once  if  you 
have  got  to  be  ruined,  and  I  will  be  rid  of  my  own  weakness 
of  being  fond  of  you.  The  day  after  to-morrow  this  tailor 
will  bring  you  two  suits,  you  will  give  the  man  who  tries  them 
on  five  francs.  Apart  from  that  don't  let  these  Parisians  hear 
the  sound  of  your  voice.  It  you  say  a  word  they  will  mature 
somehow  to  make  fun  of  you.  They  have  a  talent  for  it. 
Come  and  see  me  the  day  after  to-morrow  at  noon.  ...     Go 
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and  ruin  yourself.  ...  I  was  forgettinK,  go  and  order  boots 
and  a  hat  at  these  addresses." 
Julien  scrutinised  the  handwriting  of  the  addresses. 
"It's  the  marquis's  hand,"  said  the  abbe;  "he  is  an 
energetic  man  who  foresees  everything,  and  prefers  doing  to 
ordering.  He  is  taking  you  into  his  house,  so  that  you  may 
spare  him  that  kind  of  trouble.  Will  you  have  enough  brains 
to  execute  efficiently  all  the  instructions  which  he  will  give  you 
with  scarcely  a  word  of  explanation?  The  future  will  show, 
look  after  yourself." 

Julien  entered  the  shops  indicated  by  the  addresses  without 
saying  a  single  word.  He  observed  that  he  was  received  with 
respect,  and  that  the  bootmaker  as  he  wrote  his  name  down 
in  the  ledger  put  M.  de  Sorel. 

When  he  was  in  the  Cemetery  of  Pere  La  Chaise  a  very 
obliging  gentleman,  and  what  is  more,  one  who  was  Liberal  in 
his  views,  suggested  that  he  should  show  Julien  the  tomb  of 
Marshal  Ney  which  a  sagacious  statecraft  had  deprived  of  the 
honour  of  an  epitaph,  but  when  he  left  this  Liberal,  who  with 
t«irs  in  his  eyes  almost  clasped  him  in  his  arms,  Julien  was 
without  his  watch.  Enriched  by  this  experience  two  days 
afterwards  he  presented  himself  to  the  abbe  Pirard,  who  looked 
at  him  for  a  long  time. 

"Perhaps  you  are  going  to  become  a  fop,"  said  the  abbe  to 
him  severely.  Julien  looked  like  a  very  young  man  in  full 
mourning;  as  a  matter  of  fact,  he  looked  very  well,  tjt  the 
good  abbe  was  too  provincial  himself  to  see  that  Julien  still 
<arned  his  shoulders  in  that  particular  way  which  signifies  in 
the  prwvmces  both  elegance  and  importance.  When  the 
marquis  saw  Julien  his  opinion  of  his  graces  differed  so 
radically  t.  jm  that  of  the  good  abbe  that  he  said, 

"Would  you   have  any  objection   to  M.    le   Sorel  takine 
some  dancing  lessons  ?  " 
The  abbe  was  thunderstruck. 

^No,"  he  answered  at  last.  "  Julien  is  not  a  priest." 
ihe  marquis  went  up  the  steps  of  a  little  secret  staircase 
two  at  a  time,  and  installed  our  hero  in  a  pretty  attic  which 
ooked  out  on  the  big  garden  of  the  hotel.  He  asked  him 
now  many  shirts  he  had  got  at  the  linen  drapers. 
i„^  '.  answered  Julien,  intimidated  at  seeing  so  great  a 
lord  condescend  to  such  details.  *       ^ 
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"  Very  good,"  replied  the  marquis  quite  seriously,  and  with 
a  certain  curt  imperiousness  which  gave  Julien  food  for  thought. 
"  Very  good,  get  twenty-two  more  shirts.  Here  are  your  first 
quarter's  wages." 

As  he  went  down  from  the  attic  the  marquis  called  an  old 
man.  "  Ars^ne,"  he  said  to  him,  "  you  will  serve  M.  Sorel." 
A  few  minutes  afterwards  Julien  found  himself  alone  in  a 
magnificent  library.  It  was  a  delicious  moment.  T„  ,  «vent 
his  emotion  being  discovered  he  went  and  hid  in  ''hue  Oark 
corner.  From  there  he  contemplated  with  rap'  *■?  *\r>'. 
brilliant  backs  of  the  books.  "I  shall  be  a^ 'e  to  r.,aa  !; 
these,"  he  said  to  himself.  "How  can  I  fail  : .'  lik,  .t  !.tr.' 
M.  de  R^nal  would  have  thought  himself  dif 
by  doing  one-hundredth  part  of  what  the  Rlu'-cj 
has  just  done  for  me. 

"  But  let  me  have  a  look  at  the  copit  ' 
Having  finished  this  work  Julien  ventured  .'■  u 
books.  He  almost  went  mad  with  joy  as  he  ojjencM 
edition  of  Voltaire.  He  ran  and  opened  the  «U  ;^ 
library  to  avoid  being  surprised.  He  then  induig. 
luxury  of  opening  each  of  the  eighty  volumes.  They  were 
magnificently  bound  and  were  the  masterpiece  of  the  best 
binder  in  London.  It  was  even  more  than  was  required  to 
raise  Julien's  admiration  to  the  maximum. 

An  hour  afterwards  the  marquis  came  in  and  was  surprised 
to  notice  that  Julien  spelt  cela  with  two  "  11 "  cella.  "  Is  all 
that  the  abbe  told  me  of  his  knowledge  simply  a  fairy  tale?" 
The  marquis  was  greatly  discouraged  and  gently  said  to  him, 

'•  You  are  not  sure  of  your  spelling  ?  " 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Julien  without  thinking  in  the  least  of 
the  injustice  that  he  was  doing  to  himself.  He  was  overcome 
by  the  kindness  of  the  marquis  which  recalled  to  him  through 
sheer  force  of  contrast  the  superciliousness  of  M.  de  Renal. 

"This  trial  of  the  little  Franc-comtois  abbe  is  waste  of 
time,"  thought  the  marquis,  "  but  I  had  such  great  need  of  a 
reliable  man." 

"You  spell  cela  with  one  '1,'"  said  the  marquis  to  him, 
"and  when  you  have  finished  your  copies  iook  the  words 
whose  spelling  you  are  not  sure  of  up  in  the  dictionary." 

The  marquis  sent  for  him  at  six  o'clock.  He  looked  at 
Julien's  boots  with  manifest  pain.     "  I  am  sorry  for  a  mistake 
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I  made.     I  did  not  tell  you  that  you  must  dress  every  dav  at 
half-past  five."  '      ' 

JuUen  looked  at  him  but  did  not  understand. 

"  I  mean  to  say  put  on  stockings.     Ars^ne  will  remind  you. 
To-day  I  will  make  your  apologies." 

As  he  finished  the  sentence  M.  de  la  Mole  escorted  Julien 
into  a  salon  resplendent  with  gilding.  On  similar  occasions 
M.  de  Renal  always  made  a  point  of  doubling  his  pace  so  as 
to  have  the  privilege  of  being  the  first  to  pass  the  threshold. 
His  former  employer's  petty  vanity  caused  Julien  to  tread  on 
the  marquis's  feet  and  hurt  him  a  great  deal  because  of  his 
gout.  "So  he  is  clumsy  to  the  bargain,"  he  said  to  himself. 
He  presented  him  to  a  woman  of  high  stature  and  of  imposing 
appearance.  It  was  the  marquise.  Julien  thought  that  her 
manner  was  impertinent,  and  that  she  was  a  little  like  Madacie 
de  Maugiron,  the  wife  of  the  sub-prefect  of  the  arrondissement 
of  Verri^res  when  she  was  present  at  the  Saint  Charles  dinner. 
Rendered  somewhat  nervous  by  the  extreme  magnificence  of 
the  salon  Julien  did  not  hear  what  M.  de  la  Mole  was  saying. 
The  marquise  scarcely  deigned  to  look  at  him.  TiiCre  were 
several  men  there,  among  whom  Julien  recognised  with  an 
inexpressible  pleasure  the  young  bishop  of  Agde  who  had 
deigned  to  speak  to  him  some  months  before  at  the  ceremony 
of  Bray-le-Haut.  This  young  prelate  was  doubtless  frightened 
Dy  the  tender  look  which  the  timidity  of  Julien  fixed  on  him, 
and  did  not  bother  to  recognise  "  t'le  provincial." 

The  men  assembled  in  this  salon  seemed  to  Julien  to  ha" 
a  certain  element  of  gloom  and  constraint.    Conversation 
takes  place  in  a  low  voice  in  Paris  and  little  details  are  not 
exaggerated. 

A  handsome  young  man  with  moustaches,  came  in  about 

'Jf-past  fix.     He  was  very  pale,  and  had  a  very  small  head. 

"You  always  keep  us  waiting"  said  ihe  nuu-quise,  as  he 
.—sed  her  hand. 

Juiien  realised  that  it  was  the  Count  de  la  Mole.  From 
the  very  first  he  thought  he  was  charming. 

"  Is  it  possible,"  he  said  to  himself  "  that  this  is  the  man 
whofse  offensive  jests  are  going  to  drive  me  out  of  the  house." 

Ai  the  result  of  scrutinising  count  Norbert,  Julien  noticed 
thai  he  ^i.s  in  boots  and  --urs.  "  And  I  have  got  to  be  in 
shoes  just  like  an  inferior  apparently."    They  sat  down  at 
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table,  Julien  heard  the  marquise  raising  her  voice  a  little  and 
saying  something  severe.  Almost  simultaneously  he  noticed 
an  extremely  blonde  and  very  well  developed  young  person 
who  had  just  sat  down  opposite  him.  Nevertheless  she  made 
no  appeal  to  him.  Looking  at  her  attentively  he  thought 
that  he  had  never  seen  such  beautiful  eyes,  although  they 
betokened  a  great  coldness  of  soul.  Subsequently  Julien 
thought  that,  though  they  looked  bored  and  sceptical,  they 
were  conscious  of  the  duty  of  being  impressive.  "  Madame 
de  R^nal  of  course  had  very  fine  eyes  "  he  said  to  himself,  "  she 
used  to  be  universally  complimented  on  them,  but  they  had 
nothing  in  common  with  these."  Julien  did  not  know  enough 
of  society  to  appreciate  that  it  was  the  fire  of  repartee  which 
from  time  to  time  gave  their  brilliancy  to  the  eyes  of 
Mademoiselle  Mathilde  (for  that  was  the  name  he  heard  her 
called  by).  When  Madame  de  Renal's  eyes  became  animated, 
it  was  with  the  fire  of  passion,  or  as  the  result  of  a  generous 
indignation  on  hearing  of  some  evil  deed.  Towards  the  end 
of  the  meal  Julien  found  a  word  to  express  Mademoiselle  de 
la  Mole's  type  of  beauty.  Her  eyes  are  scintillating,  he  said  to 
himself.  Apart  from  her  eyes  she  was  cruelly  like  her  mother, 
whom  he  liked  less  and  less,  and  he  ceased  looking  at  her. 
By  way  of  compensation  he  thought  Count  Norbert  admirable 
in  every  respect.  Julien  was  so  fascinated  that  the  idea  never 
occurred  to  him  of  being  jealous,  and  hating  him  because  he 
was  richer  and  of  nobler  birth  than  he  was  himself. 

Julien  thought  that  the  marquis  looked  bored. 

About  the  second  course  he  said  to  his  son  :  "  Norbert,  I 
ask  all  your  good  offices  for  M.  Julien  Sorel,  whom  I  have 
just  t?ken  into  my  staff  and  of  whom  I  hope  to  make  a  man 
si cella  se pent" 

"  He  is  my  serreUry,"  said  the  marquis  to  his  neighbour, 
"  and  he  spells  cela  with  two  ll's."  Everybody  looked  at  Julien, 
who  bowed  to  Norbert  in  a  manner  that  was  slightly  too 
marked,  but  speaking  generally  they  were  satisfied  with  his 
expression. 

The  marquis  must  have  spoken  about  the  kind  of  education 
which  Julien  had  received  for  one  of  the  guests  tackled  him  on 
Horace.  "  It  was  just  by  talking  about  Horace  that  I 
succeeded  with  the  bishop  of  Hesan(;on,"  said  Julien  to 
himself.      Apparently   that    is    the    only   author    they    know. 
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From  that  instant  he  was  master  of  himself,  This  transition 
was  rendered  easy  because  he  had  just  decided  that  he  would 
never  look  upon  Madamoiselle  de  la  Mole  as  a  woman  after 
his  own  taste.  Since  the  seminary  he  had  the  lowest  opinion 
of  men,  and  was  not  to  be  easily  intimidated  by  them.  He 
would  have  enjoyed  all  his  self-possession  if  the  dining-room 
had  been  furnished  with  less  magnificence.  It  was,  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  two  mirrors  each  eight  feet  high  in  which  he  would 
look  from  time  to  time  at  the  man  who  was  speaking  to  him 
about  Horace,  which  continued  to  impress  him.  His  phrases 
were  not  too  long  for  a  provincial,  .he  had  fine  eyes  whose 
brilliancy  was  doubled  by  his  quavering  timidity,  or  by  his 
happy  bashfulness  when  he  had  given  a  good  answer.  They 
found  him  pleasant.  This  kind  of  examination  gave  a  little 
interest  to  a  solemn  dinner.  The  marquis  signed  to  Julien's 
questioner  to  press  him  sharply.  "Can  he  possibly  know 
something  ? "  he  thought. 

Julien  answered  and  thought  out  new  ideas.  He  lost 
sufficient  of  his  nervousness,  not  indeed  to  exhibit  any  wit,  for 
that  is  impossible  for  any  one  ignorant  of  the  special  language 
which  is  used  in  Paris,  but  to  show  himself  possessed  of  ideas 
which,  though  presented  out  of  place  and  ungracefully,  were 
yet  original.     They  saw  that  he  knew  Latin  perfectly. 

Julien's  adversary  was  a  member  of  the  Academy  Inscriptions 
who  chanced  to  know  l^tin.  He  found  Julien  a  very  good 
humanist,  was  not  frightened  of  making  him  feel  uncomforUble, 
and  really  tried  to  embarrass  him.  In  the  heat  of  the  con- 
troversy Julien  eventually  forgot  the  magnificent  furniture  of 
the  dining-room.  He  managed  to  expound  theories  con 
cerning  the  Latin  poets  which  his  questioner  had  never  read 
of  anywhere.  Like  an  honest  man,  he  gave  the  young 
secretary  all  due  credit  for  them.  As  luck  would  have  it, 
they  started  a  discussion  on  the  question  of  whether  Horace 
was  poor  or  rich,  a  good  humoured  and  careless  voluptuary 
who  made  verses  to  amuse  himself,  like  Chapelle  the  friend  of 
Mohtre  and  de  la  Fontaine,  or  a  poor  devil  of  a  poet  laureate 
who  wrote  odes  for  the  king's  birthday  like  Southey,  the 
accuser  f)f  Lord  Byr(jn.  They  talked  alxnit  the  state  of  society 
under  Augustus  and  under  George  IV.  At  both  periods  the 
•mtocracy  was  all-powerful,  but,  while  at  Rome  it  was  despoiled 
of  Its  pow.'r  by  Maecenas  who  was  only  a  simple  knight,  it  had 
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in  England  reduced  George  IV  practically  to  the  position  of 
a  Venetian  doge.  This  discussion  seemed  to  lift  the  marquis 
oat  of  that  state  of  bored  torpor  in  which  he  had  been  plunged 
at  the  beginning  of  the  dinner. 

Julien  found  meaningless  such  modem  names  as  Southey, 
Lord  Byron,  and  George  IV,  which  he  now  heard  pronounced 
for  the  first  time.  But  every  one  noticed  that  whenever  the 
conversation  dealt  with  events  that  had  taken  place  in  Rome 
and  about  which  knowledge  could  be  obtained  by  a  perusal 
of  the  works  of  Horace,  Martial  or  Tacitus,  etc.,  he  showed  an 
indisputable  superiority.  Juhen  coolly  appropriated  several 
ideas  which  he  had  learnt  from  the  bishop  of  Besan^on  in  the 
historic  conversation  which  he  had  had  with  that  prelate. 
These  ideas  were  not  the  least  appreciated. 

When  every  one  was  tired  of  talking  about  poets  the 
marquise,  who  always  made  it  a  rule  to  admire  whatever 
amused  her  husband,  deigned  to  look  at  Julien.  "  Perhaps 
an  educated  man  lies  hid  '  ath  the  clumsy  manners  of  this 
young  abbe,"  said  the  Ac.4v....iician  who  happened  to  be  near 
the  marquise.  Julien  caught  a  few  words  of  what  he  said. 
Ready-made  phrases  suited  the  intellect  of  the  mistress  of  the 
house  quite  well.  She  adopted  this  one  about  Julien,  and 
was  very  pleased  with  herself  for  having  invited  the  academician 
to  dinner.     "  He  has  amused  M.  de  la  Mole  "  she  thought 
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This  inimense  valley,  filled  wilh  brilliant  lights  and  so 
many  thousands  of  men  dazzles  my  sight.  No  one 
knows  me.  All  are  superior  to  me.  I  lose  my  head. 
Pttmi  delF  av.  REIN  A. 

JuLiEN  was  copying  letters  in  the  library  very  early  the  next 
day  when  Mademoiselle  Mathilde  came  in  by  a  little  dummy 
door  very  well  masked  by  the  backs  of  the  books.  While 
Julien  was  admiring  the  device,  Mademoiselle  Mathilde  seemed 
astonished  and  somewhat  annoyed  at  finding  him  there : 
Juhen  saw  that  she  was  in  curl-papers  and  had  a  hard,  haughty, 
and  masculine  expression.  Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  had  the 
habit  of  surreptitously  stealing  books  from  her  father's  library. 
Julien's  presence  rendered  this  morning's  journey  abortive,  a 
fact  which  annoyed  her  all  the  more  as  she  had  come  to  fetch 
the  second  volume  of  Voltaire's  Princess  of  Babylon,  a  worthy 
climax  to  one  of  the  most  eminently  tiionarchical  and  religious 
eduaitions  which  the  convent  of  the  Sacred  Heart  had  ever 
provided.  This  poor  girl  of  nineteen  already  required  some 
element  of  spiciness  in  order  to  get  up  an  interest  in  a  novel. 

Count  Norbert  put  in  an  appearance  in  the  library  about 
three  o'clock.  He  had  come  to  study  a  paper  so  as  to  be 
able  to  talk  politics  in  the  evening,  and  was  very  glad  to  meet 
Julien,  whose  existence  he  had  forgotten.  He  was  charming, 
and  offered  him  a  ride  on  horseback. 

"  My  father  will  excuse  us  until  dinner." 

Julien  appreciated  the  us  and  thought  it  charming. 

"Great  heavens'  M,  le  Comte,"  said  Julien,  "if  it  were  a 
question  of  felling  an  eighty-foot  tree  or  hewing  it  out  and 
making   it   mto  planks    I  would   acquit    myself  all    right,   I 
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daresay,  but  as  for  riding  a  horse,  I  haven't  done  such  a  thing 
six  times  in  my  life." 

"  Well,  this  will  be  the  seventh,"  said  Norbert. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  Julien  remembered  the  king  of 's 

entry  into  Verrieres,  and  thought  he  rode  extremely  well. 
But  as  they  were  returning  from  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  he  fell 
right  in  the  middle  of  the  Rue  du  Bac,  as  he  suddenly  tried  to 
get  out  of  the  way  of  a  cabriolet,  and  was  spattered  all  over  with 
mud.  It  was  lucky  that  he  had  two  suits.  The  marquis,  wishing 
to  favour  him  with  a  few  words  at  dinner,  asked  him  for  news 
of  his  excursion.  Norbert  began  immediately  to  answer  him  in 
general  terms. 

"  M.  le  Comte  is  extremely  kind  to  me,"  answered  Julien. 
"  I  thank  him  for  it,  and  I  fully  appreciate  it.  He  was  good 
enough  to  have  the  quietest  and  prettiest  horse  given  to  me, 
but  after  all  he  could  not  tic  me  on  to  it,  and  owing  to  the 
lack  of  that  precaution,  I  had  a  fall  right  in  the  middle  of  that 
long  street  near  the  bridge.  Madame  Mathilde  made  a  futile 
effort  to  hide  a  burst  of  laughter,  and  subsequently  was 
indiscreet  enough  to  ask  for  details.  Julien  acquitted  himself 
with  much  simplicity.     He  had  grace  without  knowing  it. 

"  I  prophesy  favourably  about  that  little  priest,"  said  the 
marquis  to  the  academician.  "Think  of  a  provincial  being 
simple  over  a  matter  like  that.  Such  a  thing  has  never  been 
witnessed  before,  and  will  never  be  witnessed  again ;  and 
what  is  more,  he  describes  his  misfortune  before  ladies." 

Julien  put  his  listeners  so  thoroue;hly  at  their  ease  over  his 
misfortune  that  at  the  end  of  the  ilinner,  when  the  general 
conversation  had  gone  off  on  to  another  subject,  Mademoiselle 
Mathilde  asked  her  brother  some  questions  over  the  details  of 
the  unfortunate  occurrence.  As  she  put  numerous  questions, 
and  as  Ju'  en  met  her  eyes  several  times,  he  ventured  to 
answer  himself,  although  the  (Questions  had  not  been  addressed 
to  him,  and  ail  three  of  them  finished  Ujj  by  laughing  just  as 
though  they  had  ail  been  inhabitants  of  some  vilL^e  in  the 
depths  of  a  forest. 

On  the  following  day  Julien  attended  two  theology  lectures, 
and  then  came  back  to  copy  out  about  twenty  letters.  He 
found  a  young  man,  who  though  very  carefully  dressed,  had  a 
mean  appearance  and  an  envious  expression,  esublished  near 
him  in  the  library. 
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The  marquis  entered,  "What  are  you  doing  here,  M. 
Tanbeau  ?  "  he  said  severely  to  the  new-comer. 

"  I  thought—"  answered  the  young  man,  with  a  base  smile. 

"  No,  monsieur,  you  thought  nothing  of  the  kind.  This  is 
a  try-on,  but  it  is  an  unfortunate  one." 

Young  Tanbeau  got  up  in  a  rage  and  disappeared.  He 
was  a  nephew  of  the  academician  who  was  a  friend  of  Madame 
de  la  Mole,  and  intended  to  take  up  the  profession  of  letters. 
The  academician  had  induced  the  marquis  to  take  him  as  a 
secretary.  Tanbeau  used  to  work  in  a  separate  room,  but 
having  heard  of  the  favour  that  was  vouchsafed  to  Julien  he 
wished  to  share  it,  and  he  had  gone  this  morning  and 
established  his  desk  in  the  library. 

At  four  o'clock  Julien  ventured,  after  a  little  hesitation,  to 
present  himself  to  Count  Norbert.  The  latter  was  on  the 
point  of  going  riding,  and  being  a  man  of  perfect  politeness 
felt  embarrassed. 

"  I  think,"  he  said  to  Julien,  "  that  you  had  better  go  to  the 
nding  school,  and  after  a  few  weeks,  I  shall  be  charmed  to 
ride  with  you." 

"  I  should  like  to  have  the  honour  of  thanking  you  for  the 
kindness  which  you  have  shewn  me.  Believe  me,  monsieur," 
added  Julien  very  seriously,  "that  I  appreciate  all  I  owe  you. 
If  your  horse  has  not  been  hurt  by  the  reason  of  my  clumsiness 
of  yesterday,  and  if  it  is  free  I  should  like  to  ride  it  this 
afternoon." 

"  Well,  upon  my  word,  my  dear  Sorel,  you  do  so  at  your 
own  risk  and  j)eril ;  kindly  assume  that  I  have  put  forth  all 
the  objections  required  by  prudence.  As  a  matter  of  fact  it  is 
four  o'clock,  we  have  no  time  to  lose." 

As  soon  as  Julien  was  on  horseback,  he  said  to  the  young 
count,  "  What  must  one  do  not  to  fall  off?" 

'  Lots  of  things,"  answered  Norbert,  bursting  into  laughter 
"  Keep  your  body  back  for  instance." 

Julien  put  his  horse  to  the  trot.  They  were  at  the  Place 
l^uis  XVI. 

"  Oh,  you  foolhardy  youngster,"  said  Norbert  "  there  are  too 
many  carriages  here,  and  they  are  driven  by  careless  drivers 
into  the  bargain.  Once  you  are  on  the  ground  their  tilburies 
will  run  over  your  body,  they  will  not  risk  spoiling  their  horses' 
mouths  by  pulling  up  short." 
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Norbert  saw  Julien  twenty  times  on  the  point  of  tumbling, 
but  in  the  end  the  excursion  finished  without  mi.«::dventure. 
As  they  came  back  the  young  count  said  to  his  sister, 

"  Allow  me  to  introduce  a  dashing  dare-devil." 

When  he  talked  to  his  father  over  the  dinner  from  one  end 
of  the  table  to  the  other,  he  did  justice  to  Julien's  courage. 
It  was  the  only  thing  one  could  possibly  praise  about  his  style  of 
riding.  The  young  count  had  heard  in  the  morning  the  men 
who  groomed  the  horses  in  the  courtyard  making  Julien's  fall 
an  opportunity  for  the  most  outrageous  jokes  at  his  expense. 

In  spite  of  so  much  kindness  Julien  soon  felt  himself 
completely  isolated  in  this  family.  All  their  customs  seemed 
strange  to  him,  and  he  was  cognizant  of  none  of  them.  His 
blunders  were  the  delight  of  the  valets. 

The  abbe  Pirard  had  left  for  his  living.  "If  Julien  is  a 
weak  reed,  let  him  perish.  If  he  is  a  man  of  spirit,  let  him 
get  out  of  his  difficulties  all  alone,"  he  thought. 
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What  is  he  doing  here  ?      Will  he  like  it  there  ? 
to  please  ?~A'cnsarJ. 


Will  he  try 


If  everything  in  the  aristocratic  salon  of  the  Hotel  de  la 
Mole  seemed  strange  to  Julien,  that  pale  young  man  in  his 
black  suit  seemed  in  his  turn  very  strange  to  those  persons 
who  deigned  to  notice  him.  Madame  de  la  Mole  sugge^ed  to 
her  husband  that  he  should  send  him  off  on  some  business  on 
those  days  when  they  had  certain  persons  to  dinner. 

"  I  wish  to  carry  the  experiment  to  its  logical  conclusion  " 
answered  the  marquis.  •«  The  abbe  Pirard  contends  that  we 
are  wrong  in  crushing  the  self-respect  of  the  people  whom  we 
allow  around  us.  One  can  only  lean  on  what  resists.  The 
only  thing  against  this  man  is  his  unknown  face,  apart  from 
that  he  is  a  deaf  mute." 

"If  I  am  to  know  my  way  about,"  said  Julien  to  himself 
1  must  write  down  the  names  of  the  persons  whom  I  see  come 
to  the  salon  together  with  a  few  words  on  their  character  " 

He  put  at  the  head  of  the  list  five  or  six  friends  of  the 
house  who  took  every  opportunity  of  paying  court  to  him, 
believing  that  he  was  protected  by  a  whim  of  the  marcjuis 
Ihey  were  poor  dull  devils.  But  it  must  be  said  in  praise  of 
this  class  of  men.  such  as  they  are  found  to-day  in  the  salons 
of  the  aristocracy,  that  every  one  did  not  find  them  equally 
tame.     One  of  them  was  now  allowing  hmiscif  to  be  bullied  bv 

Ih;'!!'^''!!'!:  *''°L**  ''^"^'"«  ^'^  irritation  at  a  harsh  remark 
»mch  had  been  addressed  to  him  by  the  marquise. 

I  he  masters  of  the  house  were  too  proud  or  too  prone  to 
twedom  ;  they  were  too  much  used  to  finding  tlieir  only 
distraction  ,n  the  addressing  of  msults,  to  ena!,le  them  to 
expect  true  friends.      But.  except  on  rainy  days  and  in  rare 

»7 


«58 


THE  RED  AND  THE  BLACK 


moments  of  savage  boredom,  they  always  showed  themselves 
perfectly  polite. 

If  the  five  or  six  toadies  who  manifested  so  paternal  an 
affection  towards  Julien  had  deserted  the  Hotel  de  la  Mole, 
the  marquise  would  have  been  exposed  to  long  spells  of  solitude, 
and  in  the  eyes  of  women  of  that  class,  solitude  is  awful,  it  is 
the  symbol  of  disgrace. 

The  marquis  was  charming  to  his  wife.  He  saw  that  her 
salon  was  sufficiently  furnished,  though  not  with  peers,  for  he 
did  not  think  his  new  colleagues  were  sufficiently  noble  to 
come  to  his  house  as  friends,  or  sufficiently  amusing  to  be 
admitted  as  inferiors. 

It  was  only  later  that  Julien  fathomed  these  secrets.  The 
governing  policy  of  a  household,  though  it  forms  the  staple 
of  conversation  in  bourgeois  families,  is  only  alluded  to  in 
families  of  the  class  of  that  of  the  marquis  in  moments  of 
distress.  So  paramount  even  in  this  bored  century  is  the 
necessity  of  amusing  ones  self,  that  even  on  the  days  of  dinner- 
parties the  marquis  had  scarcely  left  the  salon  before  all  the 
guests  ran  away.  Provided  that  one  did  not  make  any  jests 
about  either  God  or  the  priests  or  the  king  or  the  persons  in 
office,  or  the  artists  who  enjoyed  the  favour  of  the  court,  or 
of  anything  that  was  established,  provided  that  one  did  not 
praise  either  Beranger  or  the  opposition  papers,  or  Voltaire  or 
Rousseau  or  anything  which  involved  any  element  of  free 
!I^''!lLi:ir"'l^'?^  <^a^  «^^^"^^  alllKat  one  never  talkea^oritics. 
one  cg.ujd  <^lcu§fije;yirythiat5LitJxfteed.ttin- 

There  is  no  income  of  a  hundred  thousand  crowns  a  year 
and  no  blue  ribbon  which  could  sustain  a  contest  against  such 
a  rode  of  salon  eticjuette. 

The  slightest  live  idea  appeared  a  crudity.  In  spite  of  the 
prevailing  good  form,  perfect  politeness,  and  desire  to  please, 
vnntii  was  visible  in  every  face.  The  young  people  who  came 
to  pay  their  rails  were  frightened  of  speaking  of  anything  which 
might  make  them  suspected  of  thinking  or  of  betraying  that 
they  had  read  something  prohibited,  and  relapsed  into  silence 
after  a  few  elegant  phrases  al>out  Rossini  and  the  weather. 

Julion  noticed  that  the  conversation  was  usually  kept  alive 
by  two  viscounts  and  five  barons  whom  M.  de  la  Mole  had 
known  at  the  time  of  the  emigration.  These  gentlemen 
enjoyed  an  income  of  from  six  to  eight   hundred    thousand 
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about  the  Chateau  in  «5^ichhrmL  7  spme  anecdote  to  tell 
adnnrab/e.  JuSn  noticed  that  hThlfHr'*'  "''^  "^  ^^^  «'°'d 
as  a  rule  only  had  three  "^  ^""^  "°''^''  '^e  others 

seen^in'^rLroC^ilTd^tiirth^^^  1"  '•-^--  ^«  ^^ 
tea  were  served  everiuartr  "f  "  hn  ^u°  '  T"'"«  '^^^  °^ 
there  was  a  kind  of  Ju^prwith'^EaX^^^^^      ^"^^^  '"•'"^^'^' 

making  fun  of  what  teTweV2y!^^''..t'"L^'^^;  T"  "«' 
whom  I  know  bv  heart"  hJ.K^^u^:  .,  J^^  ^-  ^^  Maistre, 

.h«  1  ternuhae  Russia  «c.°  ""^  ""'"'  "•■• '"  «* 

Julien  learnt  from  one  of  the  toaHi..«  (h^to         i     . 
"go  madame  de  la  Mnl,  ht  J  ?' '""^"^'y '"""""'hs 

y«rs  of  assiduous  attSnh      '"""■"'   '"""-■  ""»   '"""'y 

Bourguignon,  w^  ^TZ"n  alZZta'J^Zr  T'""  '^ 
to  the  rank  of  prefect.  '"^  restoration, 

This  great  event  had  whetted  the  zeal  nf  -,11  fh 
Previously  there  were  few  thin  .7fo     •?•  k    u^^'*' gentlemen. 

objected,  now  they  ob  eLd  Tf     .k  .'^^^^  ^^°"'d  have 

any  over;  lack  of  co'ns^Sl'irjfe^^  T  "^^'^ 

at  meals   two   or   thre*-    li.Vi       u     ^  J   .  had  already  caught 

".ar,uis  a„d°his°'„ift:i,     ";  *'Ver  :^r  ''"r"   '*" 
seated  near  them      'I'k^o         ur  '"  '""^<-*    ^ho    were 

their  -c:;tmen,p  t%"v™ai;X"«"  '*'  "^^  ^^^^' 
HC^c  »lu>  JJSLe-eTmtlBrrd  Sci?^~^  '''*'  "^^  ^*"'""S  from 

K-'-ve  their  face  an  exiressZ  n  H      '^^  ""•"'  ""  ^^ordwhch 
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to  hear  him  protest  one  day  that  he  had  had  nothing  to  do 
with  the  promotion  of  that  poor  I^  Bourguignon,  it  was  an 
attention  to  the  marquise.     Julien  knew  the  truth  from  the 

abbe  Pirard.  •  ,    ,-.  -.u  t  i 

The  abbe  was  working  m  the  marquis  s  hbrary  with  Julien 
one  morning  at  the  eternal  de  Frilair  lawsuit. 

«•  Monsieur,"  said  Julien  suddenly,  "  is  dmmg  every  day 
with  madame  la  marquise  one  of  my  duties  or  a  special 
favour  that  they  show  tome?"  ^  ,•,.... ., 

"  It's  a  special  honour,"  replied  the  scandalised  abbe.  M. 
the  Academician,  who  has  been  cultivating  the  family  for  fifteen 
years,  has  never  been   able  to  obtain  so   much   for   his   M. 

Tanbeau." 

"  I  find  it,  sir,  the  most  painful  part  of  my  employment. 
I  was  less  bored  at  the  seminary.  Some  times  I  see  even 
mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  yawn,  and  yet  she  ought  to  be 
accustomed  to  the  social  charms  of  the  friends  of  the  house. 
I  am  frightened  of  falling  asleep.  As  a  favour,  obtain 
permission  for  me  to  go  and  get  a  forty  sous'  dinner  in  some 

obscure  inn." 

The  abbe  who  was  a  true  snob,  was  very  appreciative  of  the 
honour  of  dining  with  a  great  lord.  While  he  was  endeavour 
ing  to  get  Julien  to  understand  this  point  of  view  a  slight  noise 
made  them  turn  round.  Julien  saw  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole 
listening.  He  reddened.  She  had  come  to  fetch  a  book  and 
had  heard  everything.  She  began  to  entertain  some  respect 
for  Julien.  "He  has  not  been  born  servile,"  she  thought, 
"  like  that  old  abbe.     Heavens,  how  ugly  he  is." 

At  dinner  Julien  did  not  venture  to  look  at  mademoiselle  de 
la  Mole  but  she  was  kind  enough  to  speak  to  him.  They 
were  expecting  a  lot  of  visitors  that  day  and  she  asked  him  to 
stay  The  young  girls  of  Paris  are  not  at  all  fond  of  jiersons 
of  a  certain  age,  especially  when  they  are  slovenly.  Julien  did 
not  need  much  penetration  to  realise  that  the  colleagues  of  -M. 
le  Bourguignon  who  remained  in  the  salon  had  the  privilege 
of  being  the  ordinary  butt  of  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's  jokes. 
On  this  particular  day,  whether  or  not  by  reason  of  some 
affectation  on  her  part,  she  proved  cruel  to  bores. 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  was  the  centre  of  a  little  knot 
which  used  to  form  nearly  every  evening  behind  the  maniuiscs 
immense   arm-chair.      There   were    to   be  found    there  the 
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marquis  de  Croisenois,  the  comte  de  Caylus,  the  vicomte  de 
Luz  and  two  or  three  other  young  officers,  the  friends  of 
Norbert  or  his  sister.  These  gentlemen  used  to  sit  down  on  a 
large  blue  sofa.  At  the  end  of  the  sofa,  opposite  the  part 
where  the  brilliant  Mathilde  was  sitting,  Julien  sat  in  silence 
on  a  little,  rather  low  straw  chair.  This  modest  position  was 
envied  by  all  the  toadies ;  Norbert  kept  his  father's  young 
secretary  in  countenance  by  speaking  to  him,  or  mentioning 
him  by  name  once  or  twice  in  the  evening.  On  this  particular 
occasion  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  asked  him  what  was  the 
height  of  the  mountain  on  which  the  citadel  of  Besanqon  is 
planted.  Julien  had  never  any  idea  if  this  mountain  was  higher 
or  lower  than  Montmartre.  He  often  laughed  heartily  at  what 
was  said  in  this  little  knot,  but  he  felt  himself  incapable  of 
mventmg  anything  analagous.  It  was  like  a  strange  language 
which  he  understood  but  could  not  speak. 

On  this  particular  day  Matilde's  friends  manifested  a  con- 
tinuous hostility  to  the  visitors  who  came  into  the  vast  salon. 
The  friends  of  the  house  were  the  favoured  victims  at  first, 
inasmuch  as  they  were  better  known.  You  can  form  your 
opinion  as  to  whether  Julien  paid  attention;  everything 
interested  him,  both  the  substance  of  things  and  the  manner 
of  making  fun  of  them. 

"  And  there  is  M.  Descoulis,"  said  Matilde :  "  he  doesn't 
wear  a  wig  any  more.  Does  he  want  to  get  a  prefectship 
through  sheer  force  of  genius?  He  is  displaying  that  bald 
lorehead  which  he  says  is  filled  with  lofty  thoughts." 

"He  is  a  man  who  knows  the  whole  world,"  said  the 
marquis  de  Croisenois.  "  He  also  goes  to  my  uncle  the 
cardinal's.  He  is  capable  of  cultivating  a  falsehood  with  each 
of  his  friends  for  years  on  end,  and  he  has  two  or  three 
hundred  friends.  He  knows  how  to  nurse  friendship,  that  is 
his  talent.  He  will  go  out,  just  as  you  see  him,  in  the  worst 
winter  weather,  and  be  at  the  door  of  one  of  his  friends  by 
seven  0  clock  in  the  morning. 

"  He  quarrels  from  time  to  time  a.id  he  writes  seven  or  eight 
letters  for  each  quarrel.  Then  he  has  a  reconciliation  and  he 
writes  seven  or  eight  letters  to  express  his  bursts  of  friendship. 
«ut  he  shines  most  brilliantly  in  the  frank  and  sincere 
^pansueness  of  the  honest  man  who  keeps  nothing  up  his 
Mecve.      This    mantjjuvre  is  brought  into  play  when  he  has 
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some  favour  to  ask.  One  of  my  uncle's  grand  vicars  is  very 
good  at  telling  the  life  of  M.  Descoulis  since  the  restoration. 
I  will  bring  him  to  you." 

"  Bah !  I  don't  believe  all  that,  it's  professional  jealousy 
among  the  lower  classes."  said  the  comte  de  Caylus. 

"  M.  Descoulis  will  live  in  history,"  replied  the  marquis. 
"  He  brought  about  the  restoration  together  with  the  abbe  de 
Pradt  and  messieurs  de  Talleyrand  and  Pozzn  di  Hnrij^n." 

"That  man  has  handled  millions,"  said  Norbert,  "and  I 
can't  conceive  why  he  should  come  here  to  swallow  my 
father's  epigrams  which  are  frequently  atrocious.  *  How  many 
times  have  you  betrayed  your  friends,  my  dear  Descoulis?' 
he  shouted  at  him  one  day  from  one  end  of  the  table  to  the 
other." 

"But  is  it  true  that  he  has  played  the  traitor?"  asked 
mademoiselle  de  la  Mole.  "  Who  has  not  played  the 
traitor?" 

"  Wliy  ! "  said  the  comte  de  Caylus  to  Norbert,  "  do  you 
have  that  celebrated  Liberal,  M.  Sainclair,  in  your  house. 
What  the  devil's  he  come  here  for  ?  I  must  go  up  to  him  and 
speak  to  him  and  make  him  speak.  He  is  said  to  be  so 
clever." 

"  But  how  will  your  mother  receive  him  ? "  said  M.  de 
Croisenois.  "  He  has  such  extravagant,  generous  and  in- 
dependent ideas." 

"  Look,"  said  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole,  "  look  at  the  in 
dependent  man  who  bows  down  to  the  ground  to  M.  Descoulis 
while  he  grabs  hold  of  his  hand.  I  almost  thought  he  was 
going  to  put  it  to  his  lips." 

"  Descoulis  must  stand  better  with  the  powers  that  I  than 
we  thought,"  answered  M.  de  Croisenois. 

"  Sainclair  comes  here  in  order  to  get  into  the  academy," 

said  Norbert.      "  See   how   he   bows   to   the   baron    L , 

("roisenois." 

"  It  would  be  less  base  to  kneel  down,"  replied  M.  de  Luz. 

"  My  dear  Sorel,"  said  Norbert,  "  you  are  extremely  smart, 
but  you  come  from  the  mountains.  Mind  you  never  bow  like 
th.it  great  poet  is  doing,  even  to  Cod  the  Kathor." 

"  Ah.  there's  a  really  witty  man,  M.  'he  Baron  Baton, "  salt! 
mademoiselle  de  la  Mole,  imitating  a  little  the  voice  of  tlie 
Hunkey  who  had  just  announced  him. 
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"  I  think  that  even  your  servants  make  fun  of  him.  What 
a  name  Baron  Baton,"  said  M.  de  Caylus. 

"  What's  in  a  name  ?  "  he  said  to  us  tlie  other  day,  went  on 
Matilde.  "  Imagine  the  Duke  de  Bouillon  announced  for 
the  first  time.  So  far  as  I  am  concerned  the  puWlic  only  need 
to  get  used  to  me." 

"  Julien  left  the  vicinity  of  vhe  sofa." 

Still  insufficiently  appreciative  of  the  charming  subtleties  of 
a  delicate  raillery  to  laugh  at  a  joke,  he  considered  that  a  jest 
ought  to  have  some  logical  foundation.  He  saw  nothing  in 
these  young  peoples'  conversation  excent  a'vein  oruniversal 
scandal-morigerinp  nnrl  y^j^^  'jbnrV^fl  hyT  His  provincial 
oTEnglish  prudery  went  so  far  as  to  detect  envy  in  it,  though 
in  this  he  was  certainly  mistaken. 

"Count  Norbert,"  he  said  to  himself,  "who  has  had  to 
make  three  drafts  for  a  twenty-line  letter  to  his  colonel  would 
be  only  too  glad  to  have  written  once  in  his  whole  life  one 
page  as  good  as  M.  Sainclair." 

Julien  approached  successively  the  several  groups  and 
attracted  no  attention  by  reason  of  his  lack  of  importance. 
He  followed  the  Baron  Baton  from  a  distance  and  tried  to 
hear  him. 

This  witty  man  appeared  nervous  and  Julien  did  not  see 
him  recover  his  equanimity  before  he  had  hit  upon  three  or 
four  stmging  phrases.  Julien  thought  that  this  kind  of  wit 
liad  ^reat  need  of  space. 

The  Baron  could  not  make  epigrams.  He  needed  at  least 
four  sentences  of  six  lines  each,  in  order  to  be  brilliant. 

"That  man  argues,  he  does  not  talk,"  said  someone  behind 
Julien.  He  turned  round  and  reddened  with  pleasure  when 
he  heard  the  name  of  the  comte  Chalvet.  He  was  the  subtlest 
man  of  the  century.  Julien  had  often  found  his  name  in  the 
■ycmonat  0/ Sf.  Helena  and  in  the  portions  of  history  dictated 
by  Napoleon.  The  diction  of  comte  Chalvet  was  laconic 
his  phrases  were  flashes  of  lightning— just,  vivid,  deeji.  If  he 
talked  about  any  matter  the  conversation  immediately  made 
a  step  forward  ;  he  iniported  facts  into  it ;  it  was  a  pleasure  to 
he.ir  hun.     In  politics,  however,  he  was  a  bra/en  cynic. 

"1  am  independent,  I  am,"  he  was  saying  to  a  gentleman 

m'vvk     —  *^*"'  ^^  ^^^'""^  apparently  he   was  making   fun. 
Why  msist  on  my  having  to-day  the  same  opinion  I  had 
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six  weeks  ago.  In  that  case  my  opinion  would  be  my 
master." 

Four  grave  young  men  who  were  standing  round  scowled ; 
these  gentlemen  did  not  like  flippancy.  The  comte  saw  that 
lie  had  gone  too  far.  Luckily  he  perceived  the  honest  M. 
Halland,  a  veritable  hypocrite  of  honesty.  The  count  began 
to  talk  to  him ;  people  closed  up,  for  they  realised  that  poor 
Balland  was  going  to  be  the  next  victim. 

M.  Balland,  although  he  was  horribly  ugly  and  his  first 
steps  in  the  world  were  almost  unmentionable,  had  by  dint 
of  his  morals  and  his  morality  married  a  very  rich  wife 
who  had  died ;  he  subsequently  married  a  second  very  rich 
one  who  was  never  seen  in  society.  He  enjoyed,  in  all 
humility,  an  income  of  sixty  thousand  francs,  and  had  his 
own  flatterers.  Comte  Chalvet  talked  to  him  pitilessly  about 
all  this.  There  was  soon  a  circle  of  thirty  persons  around 
them.  Everybody  was  smiling,  including  the  solemn  young 
men  who  were  the  hope  of  the  century. 

"  Why  does  he  come  to  M.  de  la  Mole  where  he  is 
obviously  only  a  laughing  stock?"  thought  Julier.  He 
approached  the  abbe  Pirard  to  ask  him. 

M.  Balland  made  his  escape. 

"  Good,"  said  Norbert,  "  there  is  one  of  the  spies  of  my 
father  gone ;  there  is  only  the  little  limping  Napier  left." 

"  Can  that  be  the  key  of  the  riddle  ?  "  thought  Julien,  "  but 
if  so,  why  does  the  marquis  receive  M.  Balland?" 

The  stern  abbe  Pirard  was  scowling  in  a  corner  of  the 
salon  listening  to  the  lackeys  announcing  the  names. 

"This  is  nothing  more  than  a  den,"  he  was  saying  like 
another  Basil.  "  I  see  none  but  shady  people  come  in." 

As  a  matter  of  fact  the  severe  abbe  did  not  know  what 
constitutes  high  society.  But  his  friends  the  jansenites.  had 
given  him.  §Qnie  very  precise  nQ^ipns  aboyt  itRgse  pien  who  only 
get  into  society  by  re.isnn  nf_ih(Hir  igyUcme  SUbtlcty  In  ihg  SCrv't^e 

tjf^jUlBaitlfis,.  .PC  Jot.  .thaic..  mQn^tmu'i...ttealtJi-  For  some 
minutes  that  evening  he  answered  Julien's  eager  questions 
fully  and  freely,  and  then  suddenly  stopped  short  grieved  at 
having  always  to  say  ill  of  every  one,  and  thinking  he  was 
guilty  of  a  sin.  Bilious  Jansenist  as  he  was,  and  believing  as 
licdid  in  the  duty  of  Christian  charity^  his  life  was  a  perpetual 
conflict*  "  -  -       ~ 
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"  How  strange  that  abbe  Pirard  looks,"  said  mademoiselle 
de  la  Mole,  as  Julien  came  near  the  sofa. 

Julien  felt  irritated,  but  she  was  right  all  the  same.  M. 
Pirard  was  unquestionably  the  most  honest  man  in  the  salon, 
but  his  pimply  face,  which  was  suffering  from  the  stings  of 
conscience,  made  him  look  hideous  at  this  particular  moment. 
"Trust  physiognomy  after  this,"  thought  Julien,  "it  is  only 
when  the  delicate  conscience  of  the  abbe  Pirard  is  reproaching 
him  for  some  trifling  lapse  that  he  looks  so  awful ;  while  the 
expression  of  that  notorious  spy  Napier  shows  a  pure  and 
tranquil  happiness."  The  abbe  Pirard,  however,  had  made 
great  concessions  to  his  party.  He  had  taken  a  servant,  and 
was  very  well  dressed. 

Julien  noticed  something  strange  in  the  salon,  it  was  that 
all  eyes  were  being  turned  towaids  the  door,  and  there  was 
a  semi  silence.  The  flunkey  was  announcing  the  famous 
Barron  Tolly,  who  had  just  become  publicly  conspicuous  by 
reason  of  the  elections.  Julien  came  forward  and  had  a  very 
good  view  of  him.  The  baron  had  been  the  president  of  an 
electoral  college ;  he  had  the  brilliant  idea  of  spiriting  away  the 
little  squares  of  paper  which  contained  the  votes  of  one  of  the 
parties.  But  to  make  up  for  it  he  replaced  them  by  an  equal 
number  of  other  little  pieces  of  paper  containing  a  name 
agreeable  to  him:  elf.  This  drastic  manoeuvre  had  been 
noticed  by  some  cf  the  voters,  who  had  made  an  immediate 
point  of  congratulating  the  Baron  de  Tolly.  The  good  fellow 
was  still  pale  from  this  great  business.  Malicious  persons  had 
pronounced  the  word  galleys.  M.  de  la  Mole  received  him 
coldly.    The  poor  Baron  made  his  escape. 

"  If  he  leaves  us  so  quickly  it's  to  go  to  M.  Comte's,"  '  said 
Comte  Chalvet  and  everyone  laughed. 

Little  Tanbeau  was  trying  to  win  his  spurs  by  talking  to 
some  silent  noblemen  and  some  intriguers  who,  though  shady, 
were  all  men  of  wit,  and  were  on  this  particular  night  in  great 
force  in  M.  de  la  Mole's  salon  (for  he  was  mentioned  for  a 
place  in  the  ministry).  If  he  had  not  yet  any  subtlety  of 
perception  he  made  up  for  it  as  one  will  see  by  the  energy  of 
his  words. 

"Why  not  sentence  that  man  to  ten  years'  imprisonment," 
'  .-V  ci'li'hratcil  conjuior. 
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he  was  saying  at  the  moment  when  Julien  approached  hi. 
knot.  Those  reptiles  should  be  confined  in  the  bottom  of  a 
dungeon,  they  ought  to  languish  to  death  in  gaol,  otherwise 
their  venom  will  grow  and  become  more  dangerous.  What  is 
the  good  of  sentencing  him  to  a  fine  of  a  thousand  crowns? 
He  IS  poor,  so  be  it,  all  the  better,  but  his  party  will  pay  for 
him.  What  the  case  required  was  a  five  hundred  francs  fine 
and  ten  years  in  a  dungeon." 

"  Well  to  be  sure,  who  is  the  monster  they  are  speaking 
about  ?  "  thought  Julien  who  was  viewing  with  amazement  the 
vehement  tone  and  hysterical  gestures  of  his  colleague.  At 
this  moment  the  thin,  drawn,  little  face  of  the  academician's 
nephew  was  hideous.  Julien  soon  learnt  that  they  were 
talking  of  the  greatest  poet  of  the  century. 

"  Vou  monster,"  Julien  exclaimed  half  aloud,  while  tears 
of  generosity  moistened  his  eyes.  "  Vou  little  rascal,"  lie 
thought,  "  I  will  pay  you  out  for  this." 

"  Vet,"  he  thought,  "  those  are  the  unborn  hopes  of  the 
party  of  which  the  marquis  is  one  of  the  chiefs.  How  many 
crosses  and  how  many  sinecures  would  that  celebrated  man 
whom  Tie  is  now  defaming  have  accumulated  if  he  had  sold 
himself— T  won't 'say  lb  the  mejjjdiiii:  mmrstry 'qX  M.  de 
^f^^l-\"t  }SLS^n^  of  Ihose  reasoiiabiyioiie^jDttJaistri^^ 
which  we  have  seen  follow  each  otTier  in  succjjg^ofl^" 

TKe  aTibtrTrrard  motioned'to  'Juiieii  from  some  distance 
off;  M.  de  la  Mole  had  just  said  something  to  him.  Bui 
when  Julien,  who  was  listening  at  the  moment  with  downcast 
eyes  to  the  lamentations  of  the  bishop,  had  at  length  got  free 
and  was  able  to  get  near  his  friend,  he  found  him  monopolised 
by  the  abominable  little  Tanbeau.  The  little  beast  hat-d 
him  as  the  cause  of  Julien's  favour  with  the  marquis,  and 
was  now  making  up  to  him. 

"  U7u'»  7177/  i/c(i//i  deliver  us  from  that  aged  rotten  luss." 
It  was  in  these  words  of  a  biblical  energy  that  the  little  man  of 
letleis  was  now  talking  of  the  venerable  Lord  Holland.  His 
merit  consisted  in  an  excellent  knowledge  of  the  biography  of 
living  men,  and  he  had  just  made  a  rapid  review  of  all  the 
HKii  who  could  aspire  to  some  influence  under  the  reij^n  of 
the  new  Kihjj;  of  England. 

The  abbe  I'irard  passed  in  to  an  adjacent  salon.  JiiHtii 
followed  him. 
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"  I  warn  you  the  marq.iis  does  not  like  scribblers,  it  is  his 
only  prejudice.  Know  Latin  and  (Ireek  if  you  can  manage 
it,  the  history  of  the  Egyptians,  Persians,  etc.,  he  will  honour 
and  protect  you  as  a  learned  man.  But  don't  write  a  page  of 
I'rench,  especially  on  serious  matters  which  are  above  your 
jjosition  in  society,  or  he  will  call  you  a  scribbler  and  take 
you  for  a  .scoundrel.  How  is  it  that  living  as  you  do  in  the 
hotel  of  a  great  lord  you  don't  know  the  Duke  de  Ca-stries' 
epigram  on  Alenibert  and  Rousseau:  'the  fellow  wants  to 
reason  about  everything  and  hasn't  got  an  income  of  a 
thousand  crowns '  !  " 

"Everything  leaks  out  here,"  thought  Julien,  "just  like 
the  semmary."  He  had  written  eight  or"  six  fairly  drastic 
pages.  It  was  a  kind_of  historic Jailfig>^.gXIhiLJild-iuri^iI^: 
majnr  who  had,  h^.-nirl,  r»oH^  ^  „)^„  fif  him  ,  "  The  little  note 
hook,"  said  Julien  to  himself,  "has  always  been  locked."  He 
went  up  to  his  room,  burnt  his  manuscript  and  returned  to 
the  salon.  'l"he  brilliant  scoundrels  had  left  it,  only  the  men 
with  the  stars  were  left. 

Seven  or  eight  very  aristocratic  ladies,  very  devout,  very 
affected,  and  of  from  thirty  to  thirty-fivj  years  of  age,  were 
grouped  round  the  table  that  the  servants  had  just  brought  in 
ready  served.  The  brilliant  marechale  de  Fervacjues  came  in 
a[K)Iogising  for  the  lateness  of  the  hour.  It  was  more  than 
midnight:  she  went  and  sat  down  near  the  nianiuise.  Julien 
was  deeply  touched,  she  had  the  eyes  and  the  expression  of 
inadame  de  Renal. 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's  circle  was  still  full  of  people. 
She  was  engaged  with  her  friends  in  making  fun  of  the 
untoriunate  comte  de  Thaler.  He  was  the  only  son  of  that 
celebrated  Jew  who  was  famous  for  the  riches  that  he  had 
won  by  lending  money  to  kings  to  make  war  on  the  i)eoples. 

Ihe  Jew  had  just  died  leaving  his  son  an  income  of  one 
hundred  thousand  crowns  a  month,  and  a  name  that  was  only 
too  well  known.  This  strange  position  reijuired  either  a 
simple  character  or  force  of  will  power. 

Unfortunately  the  comte  was  simply  a  fellow  who  was 
intiated  by  all  kinds  of  pretensions  which  had  been  suggested 
to  riiiTi  by  all  his  toadies. 

M.  de  Caylus  asserted  that  thev  h.ul  induced  him  to  make 
"P  his  tnmd  to  ask  for  the  hand  of  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole, 
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to  whom  the  marquis  de  Croisenois,  who  would  he  a  duke 
with  a  hundred  lliousand  francs  a  year,  was  i)aying  his 
attentions. 

"  Oh,  do  not  accuse  him  of  having  a  mind,"  said  Norhori 
pitifully. 

Will-power  was  what  the  poor  comte  de  Thaler  lacked  most 
of  all.  So  far  as  this  side  of  his  character  went  he  was  worthy 
of  being  a  king.  He  would  take  counsel  from  everybody,  but 
he  never  had  the  courage  to  follow  any  advice  to  the  bitter 
end. 

"His  physiognomy  would  be  sufiicient  in  itself,"  mademoiselle 
de  la  Mole  was  fond  of  saying,  "to  have  inspired  her  with  a 
holy  joy."  It  was  a  singular  mixture  of  anxiety  and  disappoint- 
ment, but  from  time  to  time  one  could  distinguish  gusts  of 
self-importance,  and  above  all  that  trenchant  tone  suited  to  the 
richest  man  in  France,  especially  when  he  had  nothing  to  be 
ashamed  of  in  his  personal  appearance  and  was  not  yet  thirty 
six.  "  He  is  timidly  insolent,"  M.  de  Croisenois  would  say. 
The  comte  de  Caylus,  Norbert,  and  two  or  three  moustachoed 
young  people  made  fun  of  him  to  their  hearts'  content  without 
him  suspecting  it,  and  finally  packed  him  off  as  one  o'clock 
struck. 

"  Are  those  your  famous  Arab  horses  waiting  for  you  at  the 
door  in  this  awful  weather  ?  "  said  Norbert  to  him. 

"  No,  it  is  a  new  pair  which  are  much  cheaper,"  said  M.  de 
Thaler.  "  The  horse  on  the  left  cost  me  five  thousand  francs. 
while  the  one  on  the  right  is  only  worth  one  hundred  louis,  bu: 
I  would  ask  you  to  believe  me  when  I  say  that  I  only  have 
him  out  at  night.  His  trot  you  see  is  exactly  like  the  other 
ones." 

Norbert's  remark  made  the  comte  think  it  was  good  form 
for  a  man  like  him  to  make  a  hobby  of  his  horses,  and  that  he 
must  not  let  them  get  wet.  He  went  away,  and  the  otlu.- 
gentleman  left  a  minute  afterwards  making  fun  of  him  all  the 
time.  "  So,"  thought  Julien  as  he  heard  them  laugh  on  the 
staircase,  "  I  have  the  privilege  of  seeing  the  exact  opposite  of 
my  own  situation.  I  have  not  got  twenty  louis  a  year  and  I 
lind  myself  side  by  side  with  a  man  who  has  twenty  louis  an 
hour  and  they  made  fun  of  him.  Seeing  a  sight  like  that 
cojres  oji£j)LeayY." 


CHAPTER   XXXV 

SKNSIKir.lTY    AND    A    Ol'KAT    PIOUS    [.AHY 

An  idea  whirh  hns  any  life  in  it  sccins  like  a  cnuliiy, 
so  accustomtfl  are  ihcy  to  cf>lourlcs:>  expressions.  Woe 
to  him  who  introduces  new  ideas  into  his  conversation  ; 

—  f'aublas. 


This  was  the  stage  Julien  had  reached,  when  after  several 
months  of  probation  the  steward  of  the  household  handed  him 
the  third  quarter  of  his  wages.  M.  de  la  Mole  had  entrusted 
him  with  the  administration  of  his  estates  in  Hrittany  and 
Normandy.  Julien  made  frequent  journeys  there.  He  had 
chief  control  of  the  correspondence  relating  to  the  famous 
law-suit  with  the  abbe  de  Frilair.  M.  Pirard  had  instructed 
him. 

On  the  data  of  the  short  notes  which  the  marquis  would 
scribble  on  the  margin  of  all  the  various  papers  which  were 
addressed  to  him,  Julien  would  compose  answers  which  were 
nearly  all  signed. 

At  the  Theology  School  his  professors  complained  of  his 
lack  of  industry,  but  they  did  not  fail  to  regard  him  as  one  of 
their  most  distinguished  pupils.  This  varied  work,  tackled  as 
It  was  with  all  the  ardour  of  suffering  ambition,  soon  robb(,d 
Julien  of  that  fresh  complexion  which  he  had  brought  from  tho 
provinces.  His  pallor  constituted  one  of  his  merits  in  the 
eyes  of  his  comrades,  the  young  seminarist ;  he  found  them 
much  less  malicious,  much  less  ready  to  how  down  to  a  silver 
crown  than  those  of  Besani^on  :  they  thought  he  was  con- 
sumptive.    The  marquis  had  given  him  a  horse. 

Tulien  fr'aring  that  he  might  meet  people  during  his  rides  on 
^lorseback,  had  given  out  that  this  exercise  had  been  prescribed 
by  the  doctors.     The  abbe  Pirard  had  taken  him  into  several 
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Janscm.st  hnrirTirs      Julicn  was  astonished  ;    the  idea  of  ro- 
■gion  was  indissolubly  connected  in  his  mind  with  the  ideas  of 
hypocrisy  and  covetousness.     He  admired  those  austere  pious 
men  who  never   gave  a  thought    to  their  income.       Sever" 
Jansensists  became    friendly    witl:  him  and    would  give  him 
advice      A  new  world  opened  before  iwm.     At  the  Jansenist 
e  got  to  know  a  comte  Altamira,  who  was  nearly  six  t 
high    was  a  Liberal,  a  believer,  and  had  been  condemned  tu 
death  in  his  own  country.     He  was  struck  by  the  strange  con 
trast  of  devoutness  and  love  of  liberty 
Julien's  relations  with  the  young  comte  had  become  cool 

wi?h  tnn    ""^  !^'k*^^'  ^'^''  ^"^  ""^"'^^^^  ^he  jokes  of  his  friend 
with  too  much  sharpness.     Julien  had  committed  one  or  two 
reaches  of  social  etiquette  and  vowed  to  himself   that    he 
would  never  speak  to  mademoiselle    Mathilde.      Thev  were 
always  perfectly  polite  to  him  in  the  h6tel  de  la  Mole  but  I 

th     result  h?r  '"f     ""  P^?"'"^'^'  commonsense  expl  Le 
this  result  by  the  vulgar  proverb  Ton/  btau  tout  nouveau. 

He  gradually  came  to  have  a  little  more  penetration  than 
during  his  first  days,  or  it  may  have  been  that  the  first  glan  ou 
of  Parisian  urbanity  had  passed  of.  As  soon  as  he  lefT  oft- 
working,  he  fell  a  prey  to  a  mortal  boredom.  He  was  ex 
periencmg  the  withering  effects  of  that  admirable  politeness  4' 
typical  of  good  society,  which  is  so  perfectly  modulated  to 
every  degree  of  the  social  hierarchy. 

No  doubt  the  provinces  can  be  reproached  with  a  common 
ness  and  lack  of  polish  in  their  tone  :  but  they  show  a  ce  a  , 
amount  of  passion,  when  they  answer  you  Julien's  er 
respect  was  never  wounded  at  the  hotel  de  la  Mole  but  I- 

W  «1?  ''•'  Tu""  "'  ''^  '^>' ''  ''^^"gh  he  would  Hk;  to  c 
A  cafe-waiter  in  the  provinces  will  take  an  interest  in  yo. ', 
you  happen  to  have  some  accident  as  you  enter  his  cafe  hut 
.f  this  accident  has  everything  about  it  'which  i    5   agreeah 

l^TwT^''  ^'  "'"  '"P""*  '^"  '''"'^^  i"  succession  the  un- 
word  which  tortures  you,  as  he  tells  you  how  sorry  he  is      V 

^erai^a'str;te^P°'"  ''  '^"«'^'"«  '"  -"-.  ^ut^ou  al.;,: 

wnl^H  ff '  '"  fTv  '"'"'..^  ""'"^'^''  °f  ""'«  'episodes  which 
^ould  have  made  JuI.en  ndiculoas,  if  he  had  not  been  to  some 
extent  above  nd.cule.       A  foolish  sensibility  resulted  in  "^ 
committing  innumerable  acts  of  bad  taste.     All  his  plelsu  e- 
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were  precautions ;  he  practiced  pistol  shooting  every  day,  he 
was  one  of  the  promising  pupils  of  the  most  famous  maitres 
d'armes.  As  soon  as  he  had  an  instant  to  himself,  instead  of 
employing  it  in  reading  as  he  did  before,  he  would  rush  off  lo 
the  riding  school  and  ask  for  the  most  vicious  horses.  VViien  he 
went  out  with  the  master  of  the  riding  school  he  was  almost 
invariably  thrown. 

The  marquis  found  him  convenient  by  reason  of  his  per- 
sistent industry,  his  silence  and  his  intelligence,  and  gradually 
took  him  into  his  confidence  with  regard  to  all  his  affairs, 
which  were  in  any  way  difficult  to  unravel.  The  marquis  was  a 
sagacious  business  mat:  on  all  those  occasious  when  his  lofty 
ambition  gave  him  some  respite  ;  having  special  information 
within  his  reach,  he  would  s[)eculate  successfully  on  the 
Exchange.  He  would  buy  mansions  and  forests;  but  he 
would  easily  lose  hi:,  temper.  He  would  give  away  hundreds 
of  louis,  and  would  go  to  law  for  a  few  hundred  francs.  Rich 
men  with  a  lofty  spirit  have  recourse  to  business  not  so 
much  for  results  as  for  distraction.  'I'he  marquis  needed  a 
chief  of  staff  who  would  put  all  his  money  affairs  into  clear 
and  lucid  order.  Madame  de  la  Mole,  although  of  so  even  a 
character,  sometimes  made  fun  of  Julien.  Great  ladies  have 
a  horror  of  those  unexpected  incidents  which  are  produced  by 
a  sensitive  character;  they  constitute  the  opposite  fwle  of 
etiquette.  On  two  or  three  occasions  the  marquis  took  his 
part.  "If  he  is  ridiculous  in  your  salon,  he  triumphs  in  his 
office.'  Julien  on  his  side  thought  he  had  caught  the 
marquises  secret.  She  deigned  to  manifest  an  interest  in 
everythmg  the  minute  the  Baron  de  la  Joumate  was  announced. 
He  was  a  cold  individual  with  an  expressionless  physiognomy. 
He  was  tall,  thin,  ugly,  very  well  dressed,  passed  his  life  in 
his  chiteau,  and  generally  speaking  said  nothing  about  any- 
thing. Such  was  his  outlook  on  life.  Madame  de  la  Mole 
would  have  been  happy  for  the  first  time  in  her  life  if  she  could 
.lave  made  him  her  daughter's  Imsband. 
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If  fatuity  is  panlonahle  it  is  in  one's  first  youth,  for  it  is  then 
the  exaggeration  nf  an  amiable  thing.  It  needs  an  air  of  love, 
gaiety,  nonchalance.  But  fatuity  coupled  witii  selfimpurtance  ; 
fatuity  with  a  solemn  ami  solfsut^icient  manner  !  This  ex- 
travagance of  stupidity  wiis  reserved  for  the  XlXlh  century. 
Such  are  the  [lersons  wlio  want  to  unchain  the  fiydra  of 
revolutions .'— LE  JOI I  ANN  ISBU  RC,  Pamphlet. 

Considering  that  he  was  a  new  arrival  who  was  too  d:? 
dainful  to  put  any  questions,  Julien  did  not  fall  into  undulv 
great  mistakes.  One  day  when  he  was  forced  into  a  cafe  :r 
the  Rae  St.  Honore  by  a  sudden  shower,  a  big  man  in  a 
beaver  coat,  surprised  by  his  gloomy  look,  looked  at  him  .r 
return  just  as  mademoiselle  Amanda's  lover  had  done  before 
at  Besangon. 

Julien  had  reproached  himself  too  often  for  having  endure: 
the  other  insult  to  put  up  with  this  stare.  He  asked  for  r 
explanation.  The  man  in  the  tail-coat  immediately  addressee 
him  in  the  lowest  and  most  insulting  language.  All  the  peore 
in  the  cafe  surrounded  them.  The  passers-by  stopped  before 
the  door.  Julien  always  carried  some  little  pistols  as  d  matter 
of  precaution.  His  hand  was  grasping  them  nervously  in  h  .= 
pocket.  Nevertheless  he  behaved  wisely  and  confined  hir 
self  to  repeating  to  his  man  "  Monsieur,  your  address,  I  de>r:^' 
you." 

The  persistency  in  which  he  kept  repeating  these  six  wor;- 
eventually  impressed  the  crowd. 

"By  Jove,  the  other  who's  talking  all  to  himself  0Uf;ht  :: 
give  him  his  address,"  they  exclaimed.     The  man  in  the  u 
coat  hearing  this  repeated  several  times,  flung  five  or  siv  -z-i- 
in  Julien's  face. 


: 
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Fortunately  none  of  them  hit  liini  in  the  fun- ■  he  had 
mentally  resolved  not  to  use  his  pistols  except  in  the  evef.l 
of  his  being  hi!  The  man  went  away,  though  not  without 
turning  round  from  time  to  time  to  shake  his  fist  and  hurl 
insults  at  him. 

Julien  was  bathed  in  sweat.  "So,"  he  said  angrily  to  him- 
self, "the  meanest  of  mankind  has  it  in  his  power  to  affe(  t 
me  as  much  as  this.  How  am  I  to  kill  so  humiliatint'  a 
sensitiveness  ? '  " 

Where  was  he  to  find  a  second  ?  fie  did  not  have  a  single 
friend.  He  had  several  acquaintances,  hut  they  all  regularly 
left  him  after  six  weeks  of  social  intercourse.  "  I  am  un- 
sociable," he  thought,  and  "  I  am  now  cruelly  punish^-d  for  it  " 
finally  it  occurred  to  him  to  rout  out  an  old  lieutenant  of  the 
96th,  named  Lieven,  a  poor  devil  with  whom  he  often  used  to 
fence.     Julien  was  frank  with  him. 

"  I  am  quite  willing  to  be  your  second,"  said  Lieven,  "  but 
on  one  condition.  If  you  fail  to  wound  your  man  you  will 
tight  with  me  straight  away." 

-  I'^f^C  said  Julien 'quite  delighted;  and  they  went  to 
nnd  M.  de  Beauvoisis  at  the  address  indicated  on  his  card  at 
the  end  of  the  Faubourg  Saint  Germain. 

It  was  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning.  It  was  only  when  he 
was  being  ushered  in,  that  Julien  thou,'ht  that  it  mi^'ht  quit.- 
wcil  be  the  young  relation  of  madame  de  ktl-nal,  who  had 
once  been  employed  at  the  Rome  or  Naples  Embassv,  and 
■*no  aad  given  the  singer  Geronimo  a  l--:ter  of  introduction 

Juaen  gave  one  of  the  cards  which  had  been  flun-^  at  him  the 
previous  evening  together  with  one  of  his  own  to  a°tall  valet. 

He  and  his  second  were  kept  waiting  for  a  good  thre'c- 
-iarrersof  an  hour.  Eventually  they  were  u.hcred  in  to  a 
eicaantiy  furnished  apartment.  Thev  found  th-r^  a  tall 
y.ung  man  who  was   dressed  like  a  doll.     His    featur.-s  pre- 


^c.-.te-i  -he   perfection  and  the    lack  of 


expression   of  Greek 


>=i-:y._    His  head,   which  was  remarkably'  stra!.cht,  had  tl 
nr.cs:  bionde  hair.     It  was  dressed  with  great  care  and  not' 
iing.e  noir  was  out  of  place. 
•■  I:  was  to  have  his   hair 


f,r,      U,-     1.~~f 


done 


I  .1-  . 


1  :.c  \ar;r-a' . 


like  this,  that  is  v^hy  this 
triOugni  the  lieutenant  or 

i    a:;,  -hiv  n>,rnin  j  tfo..-f  r- . 

d  ^li;'r)<:!.'-3  wjs  t;',irccr.  [{- 
1  j 
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was  marvellously  well-groomed.  His  blank  and  aristocratic 
physiognomy  betokened  rare  and  orthodox  ideas ;  the  ideal 
of  a  Metternichian  diplomatist.  Napoleon  as  well  did  not  like 
to  have  in  his  entourage  officers  who  thought. 

Julien,  to  whom  his  lieutenant  of  the  96th  had  explained, 
that  keeping  him  waiting  was  an  additional  insult  after  having 
thrown  his  card  so  rudely  in  his  face,  entered  brusquely  M.  de 
Bcauvoisis'  room.  He  intended  to  be  insolent,  but  at  the  same 
time  to  exhibit  good  form. 

Julien  was  so  astonished  by  the  niceness  of  M.  de  BeaUvoisis' 
manners  and  by  the  combination  of  formality,  self-importance, 
and  self-satisfaction  in  his  demeanour,  by  the  admirable 
•  legance  of  everything  that  surrounded  him,  that  he  abandoned 
immediately  all  idea  of  being  insolent.  It  was  not  his  man 
of  the  day  before.  His  astonishment  was  so  great  at  meeting 
so  distinguished  a  person,  instead  of  the  rude  creature 
whom  he  was  looking  for,  that  he  could  not  find  a  single  word 
to  say.  He  presented  one  of  the  cards  which  hnri  been  thrown 
at  him. 

'•That's  my  name,"  said  the  young  diplomat,  not  at  all 
impressed  by  Julien's  black  suit  at  seven  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  "  but  I  do  not  understand  the  honour." 

His  manner  of  pronouncing  these  last  words  revived  a  little 
of  Julien's  bad  temper. 

"  I  have  come  to  fight  you,  monsieur,"  and  he  explained  in 
a  few  words  the  whole  matter. 

M.  Charles  de  Beauvoisis,  after  mature  reflection,  was  fairly 
satisfied  with  the  cut  of  Julien's  black  suit. 

'*  It  comes  from  Staub,  that's  clear,"  he  said  to  himself,  as 
he  heard  him  speak.  "  That  waistcoat  is  in  good  taste. 
Those  boots  are  all  right,  but  on  the  other  hand  just  think  of 
wearing  a  black  suit  in  the  early  morning  !  It  must  be  to  have 
a  better  chance  of  not  being  hit,"  said  the  chevalier  de 
IJeauvoisis  to  himself. 

After  he  had  given  himself  this  explanation  he  became 
again  perfectly  polite  to  Julien,  and  almost  treated  him  as  an 
equal.  The  conversation  was  fairly  lengthy,  for  the  matter 
was  a  delicate  one,  but  eventually  Julien  could  not  refuse  tu 
;!•  I-:!1'>nv!lJ;''j  the  actual  facts.     The  nerfLCllv  mannered  vuun^ 


I' 


In.l 


II   lii-fori;  liini  did  not  liciir  any  rosemldanci:  to  the  viiip 


Iclluw  who  had  insuiti.'d  liini  the  prev 


osemi 
ious 
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that  was  the  name  by  which  he  hoi  r^  ^^^"voisis,  fop- 
shockedashewaswhen  TXnrnnLi?-  '^^^"^^  *°  ^'n^self, 
He  admired  his  gS/  whTch  "h2H'",.^™Pjy  "  Monsieur/' 
modest  fatuity,  he  never'abaSed  fof  a  S  ""'  ^  ^^^'«'" 
was  astonished  at  his  singular  manlrn  f  ^  "moment.  He 
he  pronounced  his  word^  but  3^"^^?!  ?H°'''?.'''' '°"S""  ^^ 
the  slightest  excuse  for  picking  a  Xel*       '   ^'^  "o^  present 

an  hour  with  his  legs  wide  arlarThi,  h  f"  "L^?"^  ^°^"  ^^^ 
his  elbows  stuck  olt.  dedffih'r  hi  tend ''r '•■?'•  ^"/ 
Sorel,  was  not  the  kind  to  (m  nnH  •  1  '  "'oisieur  de 
I  man  because  someone  else  had  sfnlf  1^  ^"""^'  *''h  a 
cards.  ^^  '^'^'^  5'°'en  that  man's  visiting 

Julien  went  out  in  a  very  bad  temoer      Th«    k      ,- 
Beauvoisis' carriage  was  waitin<T  f^r  k-  '^^    ..  ^"^  chevalier  de 
the  steps.     By  cK  JuTien^S^''^::"  ''''  ^°"«yard  before 
m  the  coachman  hi,  marofThe  da^beJ^re^'''  '"'  '''''^''''^ 

him'^ato'm'Ss'^fat'fnd  hot'/l  ''''''^^^^'  --^^-^ 
took  scarcely  a  moment  '^^^^e-whippmg  him  thoroughly 

som':ba:^t^^^^^  J-Hen  received 

one  of  his  little  pistols  and  fi  ed  on  T  '"'""-''  ^''  "°^''^^ 
fl.ght.    All  this  toSk  about  a  „!inute      ''""'      ^'^^^  ^^^"^  ^^ 

the^?Xin'g%X';^^^^^^^^^^^ 

nunciation.  "  Whft  i!  ?h;s^KThl  "' V''   '°'"''^.  P'^" 

nonchalance  which  should  never  Kr^H-  /     '^^l^^  P'^y^"' 

The  lieutenant  of  the  96th  b^'an  to  ft'^'^u' ^""^• 
"eauvcsis  was  anxious  to  fight   ^  He  wl^^''f  "!?•'  ^-  de 

S:^  tl^i.Si^  ---  '^  -  ^n^lV^SrS 
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"  Turn  that  rascal  out,"  he  said  to  his  lackeys.  "  Let 
someone  else  get  up." 

The  door  of  the  carriage  was  open.  The  chevalier  insisted 
on  doing  the  honours  to  J  ulien  and  his  friend.  They  sent  for 
a  friend  of  M.  de  Heauvoisis,  who  chose  them  a  quiet  place. 
The  conversation  on  their  way  went  as  a  matter  of  fact  very 
well  indeed.  The  only  extraordinary  feature  was  the  diplomatist 
in  a  dressing-gown. 

"  'I'hesejjentlemen,  although  very  noble,  are  by  no  means 
as  bomigT^ought  Julien,  "  as  the  people  wMigme  and 
diiie  aTlL  de  la  Mole's,  and  I  can  see  why,"  he  added  a  moment 
afterwards.  "  Tl\rj:  .illnw  themsHvPS  to  b*-  ir^'^fn^nt  "  They 
talked  about  the  dancers  that  the  public  had  distinguished 
with  its  favour  at  the  ballet  presented  the  night  before.  The 
two  gentlemen  alluded  to  some  spicy  anecdotes  of  which 
Julien  and  his  second,  the  lieutenant  of  the  96th,  were 
absolutely  ignorant. 

Julien  was  not  stupid  enough  to  pretend  to  know  them. 
He  confessed  his  ignorance  with  a  good  grace.  This  frank 
ness  pleased  the  chevalier's  friend.  He  told  him  then 
stories  with  the  greatest  detail  and  extremely  well. 

One  thing  astonished  Julien  inordinately.  The  carriage 
was  pulled  up  for  a  moment  by  an  altar  which  was  being  buiit 
in  the  middle  of  the  street  for  the  procession  of  Corpus  Chris: 
Day.  The  two  gentlemen  indulged  in  the  luxury  of  seven. 
jests.  According  to  them,  the  cure  was  the  son  of  an  arch 
bishop.  Such  a  joke  would  never  have  been  heard  in  the  house 
of  M.  de  la  Mole,  who  was  trying  to  be  made  a  duke.  The  dut! 
was  over  in  a  minute.  Julien  got  a  ball  in  his  arm.  Thcv 
bandaged  it  with  handkerchiefs  which  they  wetted  wi:: 
brandy,  and  the  chevalier  de  Beauvoisis  requested  Julien  wr.: 
great  politeness  to  allow  him  to  take  him  home  in  the  sanit 
carriage  that  had  brought  him.  When  Julien  gave  the  nare 
of  M.  de  la  Mole's  hotel,  the  young  diplomat  and  his  men: 
exchanged  looks.  Julien's  fiacre  was  here,  but  they  {o\it>.c 
these  gentlemen's  conversation  more  entertaining  than  that . 
the  good  lieutenant  of  the  96th. 

"  By  Jove,  so  a  duel  is  only  that,"  thought  Julien.    "  \\.'J- 
luck  I  found  that  coachman  again.     I  low  unhappy  I  >b  - - 
have  I. cell  if  I  had  had  to  put  up  with  that  insult  a>  »r 
The    aiiiUMiig    conversation    h.id    siarcely     lieiii    inltrrLf' 
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Jiilicn  realised  that  the  affectation  of  diplomatists  is  j'oofl  for 
something. 

"So  ennui,"  he  said  himself,  "  is  not  a  ncnssary  inridrnt  of 
conversation  amon^  wcll-liorn  peopk;.  These  gentlemen  nuik*; 
fun  of  the  Corpus  ( Ihrisli  procession  and  dare  to  tell  extremely 
obscene  anecdotes,  and  what  is  more,  with  i)irturesf|iie  details. 
The  only  thing  they  really  lack  /  the  ability  to  discuss  i)olitirs 
logically,  and  that  lack  is  more  than  roniiK-nsated  hy  their 
graceful  tone,  and  the  perfect  aptness  of  their  expressions." 
Julian  experienced  a  lively  inclination  for  them.  "  How  happy 
I  should  be  to  see  th«;m  often." 

They  had  .scarcely  taken  leave  f>f  each  other  before  tlie 
chevalier  de  Heauvoisis  had  enrjuiries  made.  They  were  nfjt 
brilliant. 

He  was  very  (iiri(ius  to  know  his  man.  Could  li.;  fhcentlv 
pay  a  call  on  him?  The  little  information  h^:  had  swcvfrhil 
m  obtaining  from  him  was  tiol  of  an  eneoiiragin^  character. 

"Oh,  this  is  awful,"  he  said  to  his  st-cond.  "I  ein't 
possibly  OA-n  up  to  having  fought  a  «iuel  with  a  mere  seeretary 
of  M.  de  la  Mole,  simply  l>erause  my  f oarhman  stole  my 
visiting  cards." 

"There  is  no  doubt  that  all  this  may  make  you  look 
ridiculous." 

That  very  evening  the  chevalier  de  Beauvoisis  and  liis  friend 
^aid  everywhere  that  this  .\l.  .Sorel  who  was,  moreover,  (juite 
a  rharming  young  man,  was  a  n.itural  son  of  an  intimate  friend 
"f  the  marquis  de  la  Mole.  This  staten.ent  was  readily 
accepted.  Once  it  was  established,  the  young  diplomatist 
and  fnend  deigned  to  call  several  times  on  julien  during  the 
tnrtnij;ht.  Julien  owned  to  iheni  that  he  had"  only  b-en  to  the 
Of)era  once  in  his  life.  "That  is  awful,"  said  on(;.  "that  1, 
'M  enly  place  one-  does  go  to.  N'our  tir-,t  visit  must  btj  wh.,n 
*->■>  are  playir.g  the  '  Cnmti'  On:    ' 

The  chevalier  de  Beauvoisis  introdund  limi  at  tiie  opera 
'•:'   the  famous  singer  Ceroninio.   who  was  then   enj(jying  an 

'Hini'rn.se  SUCCfSS. 

Julien  almost  paid  court  tu  the  chevalier.      His  mixture  of 
•^it  r^-^pr.-ct.  mysterious  selfimitortinc  e.  and  tatuou*  vouthful 
ta«<-!natcd    him.       The    <  hfv.aher.    fur   evamn!'',    iv^m-ih 


".es 


••amm-r  a  little,  sim[)ly  because  he  had  the  honour  of  seeing 
trei-uent!y  a  very  noble  lord  who  had  this  defect,      [ulien  had 
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never  before  found  combined  in  one  and  the  same  person  the 
drollery  which  amuses,  and  those  perfect  manners  which 
should  be  the  object  of  a  poor  provincial's  imitation. 

He  was  seen  at  the  opera  with  the  chevalier  de  Beauvoisis. 
This  association  got  him  talked  abc     . 

'*  Well,"  said  M.  de  la  Mole  to  hi./-  c  le  day,  "  so  here  you 
are,  the  narural  son  of  a  rich  gentleman  of  Tranche  Comtc,  an 
intimate  friend  of  mine." 

The  marquis  cut  Julien  short  as  he  started  to  protest  that 
he  had  not  in  any  way  contributed  to  obtaining  any  credence 
for  this  rumour. 

"  M.  de  Beauvoisis  did  not  fancy  having  fought  a  duel  with 
the  son  of  a  carpenter." 

"I  know  it,  I  know  it,"  said  M.  de  la  Mole.  "It  is  my 
business  now  to  give  some  consistency  to  this  story  which 
rather  suits  me.  But  I  have  one  favour  to  ask  of  you,  which 
will  only  cost  you  a  bare  half-hour  of  your  time.  Go  and 
watch Jevery  opera  day  at^half-past  eleven  all  the  people  in 
society  coming  ;out  in  the  vestibule.  I  still  see  you  have 
certain  provincial  mannerisms.  You  must  rid  yourself  of 
them.  Besides  it  would  do  no  harm  to  know,  at  any  rate  by 
sight,  some  of  the  great  personages  to  whom  I  may  one  day 
send  you  on  a  commission.  Call  in  at  the  box  office  to  get 
identified.     Admission  has  been  secured  for  you." 
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AN    ATTACK    OF   GOUT 

And  I  got  advancement,  not  on  my  merit,  hut  because  my 
master  haJ  the  goal.-  Berfo/oi/i. 

The  reader  is  perhaps  surprised  by  this  free  and  almost 
friendly  tone.  We  had  forgotten  to  say  that  the  marquis  had 
been  confined  to  his  house  for  six  weeks  by  the  gout. 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  and  her  mother  were  at  Hyeres 
near  the  marquise's  mother.  The  comte  Norbert  only  saw  his 
father  at  stray  moments.  They  got  on  very  well,  but  had 
nothing  to  say  to  each  olher.  M.  de  la  Mole,  reduced  to 
Julien's  society,  was  astonished  to  find  that  he  possessed  ideas. 
He  made  him  read  the  papers  to  him.  Soon  the  young 
secretary  was  competent  to  pick  out  the  interesting  passages. 
There  was  a  new  paper  which  the  marquis  abhorred.  He 
had  sworn  never  to  read  it,  and  spoke  about  it  every  day.\ 
Julien  laughed.  In  his  irritation  against  the  present  time,  the 
marquis  made  him  read  Livy  aloud.  The;  improvised 
translation  of  the  Latin  text  amu.sed  him.  The-  marquis  said 
one  day  in  that  tone  of  excessive  politeness  whi<:h  frequently 
tried  Julien's  patience, 

"Allow  me  to  present  you  with  a  blue  suit,  my  dear  Sc.rel. 
When  you  find  it  convenient  to  wear  it  and  to  come  and  see 
me,  I  shall  look  upon  you  as  the  younger  brother  of  the 
comte  de  Chiulnes,  that  is  to  say,  the  son  of  my  friend  the 
old  Duke." 

Julien  did  not  quite  gather  what  it  was  all  about,  but  he 
tried  a  visit  in  the  blue  suit  that  very  evening.  Ihe  manjuis 
trcited  him  like  an  equal.  Julien  had  a  spirit  capable  of 
appreciating  true  politeness,  but  he  had  no  idea  of  nuances. 
Before  this  freak  of  the  marcjuis's  he  would  have  sworn  that  it 
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was  impossible  for  him  to  have  been  treated  with  more 
consideration.  "What  an  admirable  talent,"  said  Julien  to 
himself.  When  he  got  up  to  go,  the  marquis  apologised  for 
not  being  able  to  accompany  him  by  reason  of  his  gout. 

Julien  was  preoccupied  by  this  strange  idea.  "  Perhaps  he 
is  making  fun  of  me,"  he  thought.  He  went  to  ask  advice  of 
the  abbe  Pirard,  who  being  less  pollle  than  the  marquis,  made 
no  other  answer  except  to  whistle  and  change  the  subject. 

Julien  presented  himself  to  the  marquis  the  next  morning 
in  his  black  suit,  with  his  letter  case  and  his  letters  for 
signature.  He  was  received  in  the  old  way,  but  when  he 
wore  the  blue  suit  that  evening,  the  marquis's  tone  was  cjuitc 
different,  and  absolutely  as  polite  as  on  the  previous  day. 

"  As  you  are  not  exactly  bored,"  said  the  niarcjuis  to  him, 
"by  these  visits  which  you  are  kind  enough  to  pay  to  a  poor 
old  man,  you  must  tell  him  about  all  the  little  incidents  of 
your  life,  hut  you  must  be  frank  and  think  c/f  nothing  except 
narrating  them  clearly  and  in  an  amusing  way.  For  ono 
must  amuse  oneself,"  continued  the  marquis.  "Thai's  tlie 
only  reality  in  life.  I  can't  have  my  life  saved  in  a  battle 
every  day,  or  get  a  present  of  a  million  francs  every  day,  but  if 
I  had  Kivarol  here  by  my  sofa  he  would  rid  me  every  day  of 
an  hour  of  suffering  and  boredom.  I  saw  a  lot  of  him  at 
Hamburg  during  the  emigration." 

And  the  niaRjuis  told  Julien  the  stories  of  Rivarol  and  iht 
inhabitants  of  Hamburg  who  needed  the  combined  efforts  of 
four  individuals  to  understand  an  epigram.  M.  de  la  Mole, 
being  r^  luced  to  the  society  of  tiiis  little  abln!',  tried  to  teach 
him.  lie  put  Julien's  pride  on  its  mettle.  As  he  was  asked 
1  )  speak  the  truth,  Julien  resolved  to  tell  everything,  but  to 
suppress  two  things,  his  fanatical  admiration  for  the  name 
which  irritated  the  marquis,  and  that  complete  scepticism, 
which  was  not  particularly  appropriate  to  a  prospective  curt;. 
His  little  affair  with  the  chevalier  de  Heauvoisis  came  in  very 
handy.  The  marcjuis  laughed  till  the  tears  came  into  his 
eyes  at  the  scene  in  the  cafe  in  the  Rue  St.  Honore  with  the 
coachman  who  had  loaded  him  with  sordid  insults.  The 
occasion  was  marked  by  a  complete  frankness  between  the 
marquis  and  the  protege. 

M.  de  la  Mole  became  interested  in  this  .singular  character. 
At  the  beginning  he  had  encouraged  Julien's  droll  blunders 
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in  order  to  enjoy  laughing  at  them.  Soon  he  found  it  more 
interesting  to  correct  very  gently  this  young  man's  false 
outlook  on  life. 

"  All  other  provincials  who  come  to  Paris  admire  everything," 
thought  the  marquis.  "This  one  hates  everything.  They 
have  too  much  affectation  ;  he  has  not  affectation  enough  ;  and 
fools  take  him  for  a  fool." 

The  attack  of  gout  was  protracted  by  the  great  winter  cold 
and  lasted  some  months. 

"  One  gets  quite  attached  to  a  fine  spaniel,"  thought  the 
marquis.  "  \yhy  should  I  be  so  ashamed  of  being  attached  to 
this  little  abbe?  He  is  original.  I  treat  him  as  a  son.  Well, 
Where's  the  bother?  The  whim,  if  it  lasts,  will  cost  me  a 
diamond  and  five  hundred  louis  in  my  will."  Once  the 
marquis  had  realised  his  protege's  strength  of  character,  he 
entrusted  him  with  some  new  business  every  day. 

Julien  noticed  with  alarm  that  this  great  lord  would  often 
give  him  inconsistent  orders  with  regard  to  the  same  matter. 

That  might  compromise  him  seriously.  Julien  now  made 
a  point  whenever  he  worked  with  hirn,  of  bringing  a  register 
with  him  in  which  he  wrote  his  insructions  which  the 
marquis  initialled.  Julien  had  norv  a  clerk  who  would 
transcribe  the  instructions  relating  to  each  matter  in  a  separate 
^-"'-      This  book  also  contained  a  copy  of  all  the  letters. 


book. 


This  idea  seemed  at  first  absolutely  boring  and  ridiculous, 
but  ill  two  months  the  marcjuis  appreciated  its  advantages. 
Julien  suggested  to  him  that  he  should  take  a  clerk  out  of  a 
banker's  who  was  to  keep  proper  book-keeping  accounts  of  all 
the  receipts  and  of  all  the  expenses  of  the  estates  which  Julien 
had  been  charged  to  administer. 

'fhese  measures  so  enlightened  the  marquis  as  to  his  own 
affairs  that  he  could  indulge  the  pleasure  of  undertaking  two 
or  three  speculations  without  the  help  of  his  nominee  who 
always  robbed  him. 

"  Take  three  thousand  fran^-s  for  yourself,"  he  said  one  day 
to  his  young  steward. 

"Monsieur,  I  should  lay  myself  open  to  calumny." 

"What  do  you  want  then?"  retorted  the  marrjuis  irritably. 

"  Perhaps  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  make  out  a  statement 
of  account  and  enter  it  in  your  own  hand  in  the  book.  That 
order  will  give  me  a  sum  of  3,000  francs.     Besides  it's  M.  the 
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abbe  Pirard  who  had  the  idea  of  all  this  exactness  in 
accounts."  The  marquis  wrote  out  his  instructions  in  the 
register  with  the  bored  air  of  the  Marquis  de  Moncade  listen 
ing  to  the  accounts  of  his  steward  M.  Poisson. 

Business  was  never  talked  when  Julien  appeared  in  the 
evening  in  his  blue  suit.  The  kindness  of  the  marquis  was  so 
flattering  to  the  self-respect  of  our  hero,  which  was  always 
morbidly  sensitive,  that  in  spite  of  himself,  he  soon  came  to 
feel  a  kind  of  attachment  for  this  nice  old  man.  It  is  not 
that  Julien  was  a  man  of  sensibility  as  the  phrase  is  understood 
at  Paris,  but  he  was  not  a  monster,  and  no  one  since  the 
death  of  the  old  major  had  talked  to  him  with  so  much  kind 
ness.  He  observed  that  the  marquis  showed  a  politeness  and 
consideration  for  his  own  personal  feelings  which  he  had  never 
found  in  the  old  surgeon.  He  now  realised  that  the  surgeon 
was  much  prouder  of  his  cross  than  was  the  marquis  of  his 
blue  ribbon.     The  marquis's  father  had  been  a  great  lord. 

One  day,  at  the  end  of  a  morning  audience  for  the  transac 
tion  of  business,  when  the  black  suit  was  worn,  fulien 
happened  to  amuse  the  marquis  who  kept  him  for  a  couple  of 
hours,  and  insisted  on  giving  him  some  banknotes  which  hi- 
nominee  had  just  brought  from  the  house. 

"  I  hope  M.  le  Marquis,  that  I  am  not  deviating  from  the 
profound  respect  which  I  owe  you,  if  I  beg  you  to  allow  me 
to  say  a  word." 

"  Speak,  my  friend." 

"  M.  le  Marquis  will  deign  to  allow  me  to  refuse  this  gift 
It  is  not  meant  for  the  man  in  the  black  suit,  and  it  would 
completely  spoil  those  manners  which  you  have  kindly  put  u; 
with  in  the  man  in  the  blue  suit."  He  .saluted  with  much 
respect  and  went  out  without  looking  at  his  employer. 

This  incident  amused  the  marquis.  He  told  it  in  th. 
evening  to  the  abbti  Pirard. 

"  I  must  confess  one  thing  to  you,  my  dear  abbii.      I  kn* 
Julien's  birth,  and  I  authorise  you  not  to  regard  this  confidcn 
as  a  secret." 

His  conduct  this  niorning  is  noble,  thought  the  maKjuis.  - 
I  will  ennoble  him  myself. 

Some  time  afterwards  the  marquis  wa.s  able  to  go  out. 

"Go  and  pass  a  couple  of  months  at  London,"  he  said  : 
Julien.      "Ordinary  and  special  couriers  will  bring  you  :: 
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letters  I  have  received,  together  with  my  notes.  You  will 
write  out  the  answers  and  send  them  back  to  me,  putting  each 
letter  inside  the  answer.  I  have  ascertained  that  the  delay 
will  be  no  more  than  five  days." 

As  he  took  the  post  down  the  Calais  route,  Julien  was 
astonished  at  the  triviality  of  the  alleged  business  on  which  he 
had  been  sent. 

We  will  say  nothing  about  the  feeling  of  hate  and  almost 
horror  with  which  he  touched  English  soil.  Mis  mad  pas.sion 
for  Bonaparte  is  already  known.  He  saw  in  every  officer  a  Sir 
Hudson  Low,  in  every  great  noble  a  Lord  Hathurst,  ordering 
the  infamies  of  St.  Helena  and  being  recompensed  by  six 
years  of  office. 

At  I.«ndon  he  really  got  to  know  the  meaning  of  sublime 
fatuity.  He  had  struck  up  a  friendship  with  some  young 
Russian  nobles  who  initiated  him. 

"  Vour  future  is  assured,  my  dear  Sorel,"  they  said  to  him. 
"  Vou  naturally  have  that  cold  demeanour,  «  thousand  leagues 
a-xay  front  the  sensation  one  has  at  the  moment,  that  we  have 
been  making  such  efforts  to  acquire." 

"  Vou  have  not  understood  your  century,"  said  the  Prince 
Korasoff  to  him.  "  Always  do  the  opposite  of  what  is  exptfcted 
of  you.  On  my  honour  there  you  have  the  sole  religion  of 
the  period.  Don't  be  foolish  or  affected,  for  then  follies  and 
affectations  will  be  expected  of  you,  and  the  maxim  will  not 
longer  prove  true." 

Julien  covered  himself  with  glory  one  day  in  the  .Salon  of 
the  Duke  of  Fitz-Folke  who  had  invited  him  to  dinner 
together  with  the  Prince  Korasoff.  They  waited  for  an  hour. 
The  way  in  which  Julien  conducted  himself  in  the  middle  of 
twenty  people  who  were  waiting  is  still  quoted  as  a  precedent 
among  the  young  secretaries  of  the  London  Embassy.  His 
demeanour  was  unimpeachable. 

In  spite  of  his  friends,  the  dandies,  he  made  a  point  of 
seeing  the  celebrated  Philip  Vane,  the  one  philosopher  that 
England  has  had  since  Locke.  He  found  him  finishing  his 
vjventh  year  in  prison.  The  aristocracy  doesn't  joke  in 
this  countr)-,  thought  Julien.     Moreover  Vane  is  disgraced, 

Julien  found  him  in  cheery  spirits.  The  rage  of  the 
aristocracy  prevented  him  from   being  bored.     "There's  the 
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only  merry  man  I've  seen   in   England,"  thought  Julien  to 
himself,  as  he  left  the  prison. 

*'Thejdea_  whichj:^ijBi§_Jn.d^^m^  useful  .U.  the  idga  of 
(iod/^Jkjn^J]ad.said.iai»«H, 

AVe  suppress  the  rest  of  the  system  as  being  cynical. 

"What  amusing  notion  do  you  bring  mu  from  England?" 
said  M.  la  Mole  to  him  on  his  return.  He  was  silent. 
"What  notion  do  you  bring  me,  amusing  or  otherwise?' 
repeated  the  manjuis  sharply. 

"  In  the  first  place,"  .said  Julien,  "  The  sanest  Englishman 
is  mad  one  hour  every  day.  He  is  visited  by  the  Demon  of 
Suicide  who  is  the  local  God. 

"  In  the  second  jjlace,  intellect  and  genius  lose  twenty-live 
Iier  cent,  of  their  value  when  they  disembark  in  England. 

"  In  the  third  place,  nothing  in  the  worid  is  so  beautiful,  su 
admirable,  so  touching,  as  the  Engli.sh  landscapes." 

•'  Now  it  is  my  turn,"  said  the  marquis. 

"  In  the  first  place,  why  do  you  go  and  .say  at  the  ball  at 
the  Russian  .\nibassador's  that  there  were  three  hundred 
thous.ind  young  men  of  twenty  in  France  who  passionatelv 
desire  war?     Do  you  think  that  is  nice  for  the  kings?" 

"One  doesn't  know  what  to  do  when  talking  lo  gre.it 
diplomats,"  said  Julien.  "They  have  a  mania  for  startini; 
serious  discussions.  If  one  confines  oneself  to  the  common 
places  of  the  papers,  one  is  taken  for  a  fool.  If  one  indulge^ 
in  some  original  truth,  they  are  astonished  and  at  a  loss  for  an 
answer,  and  get  you  informed  by  the  first  Secretary  of  the 
Embassy  at  seven  o'clock  next  day  that  your  conduct  has  been 
unbecoming." 

"Not  bad,"  said  the  marquis  laughing.  "Anyway  I  wii; 
wager  Monsieur  I  )ecp-one  that  you  have  not  guessed  what  you 
went  to  do  in  England." 

"  Pardon  me,"  answered  Julien.  "  I  went  there  to  dine  unct 
a  week  with  the  king's  ambassador,  who  is  the  most  polite  e 
men." 

"You  went  to  fetch  this  cross  you  see  here,"  said  the 
marquis  to  him.  "  I  do  not  want  to  make  you  leave  off  you: 
black  suit,  and  I  have  got  accustomed  to  the  more  aniusin; 
tone  I  have  assumed  with  the  man  who  wears  the  blue  sui; 
So  understand  this  until  further  orders.  When  I  see  this  cro??, 
you  will  be  my  friend,  the  Duke  of  Chaulne's  younger  son. 
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who  has  been  employed  in  the  diplomatic  service  the  last  six 
monthsjaJthout.  having  any  idea  of  it.  Observe,"  added  the 
marquis  very  seriously,  cutting  short  all  manifestations  of 
thanks,  "  that  I  do  not  want  you  to  forget  your  place.  That 
is  always  a  mistake  and  a  misfortune  both  for  patron  and  for 
dependent.  When  my  lawsuits  bore  you,  or  when  you  no 
longer  suit  me,  I  will  ask  a  good  living  like  that  of  our  good 
friend  the  abbe  Pirard's  for  you,  and  nothing  more,"  added 
the  marquis  dryly.  This  put  Julien's  pride  at  its  ease.  He 
talked  much  more.  He  did  not  so  frequently  think  himself 
insulted  and  aimed  at  by  those  phrases  which  are  susceptible 
of  some  interpretation  which  is  scarcely  polite,  and  which 
anybody  may  give  utterance  to  in  the  course  of  an  animated 
conversation. 

This  cross  earned  him  a  singular  visit.  It  was  that  of  the 
baron  de  Valenqd,  whojcame  to  Paris  to  thank  the  Minister 
for  his  barony,  and  arrive  at  an  understanding  with  him.  He 
was  going  to  Be  "nominated  mayor  of  Verrieres,  an^^  to 
superse4e  \]t„  de  Renal. 

Julien  did  not  fail  to  smile  to  himself  when  M.  V»  nod 
gave  him  to  understand  that  they  had  just  found  out  that  M. 
de  Renal  was  a  Jacobin^  The  fact  was  that  the  new  baron 
was  the  mmisteriai  candidate  at  the  election  for  which  they 
were  all  getting  ready,  and  that  it  was  M.  de  Renal  who  was 
the  Liberal  candidate  at  the  great  electoral  college  of  the 
department,  which  was,  in  fact,  very  ultra. 

It  was  in  vain  that  Julien  tried  to  learn  something  about 
madame  de  Renal.  The  baron  seemed  to  remember  their 
former  rivalry,  and  was  impenetrable.  He  concluded  by 
canvassing  Julien  for  his  father's  vote  at  the  election  which 
was  going  to  take  place.     Julien  promised  to  write. 

'■  You  ought,  monsieur  le  Chevalier,  to  present  me  to  M. 
the  marquis  de  la  Mole." 

"  I  ought,  as  a  matter  of  fact,"  thought  Julien.  "  But  a 
rascal  like  that !  " 

"  As  a  matter  of  fact,"  he  answered,  "  I  am  too  small  a 
personage  in  the  hotel  de  la  Mole  to  take  it  upon  myself  to 
introduce  anyone."  Julien  told  the  marquis  everything.  In 
the  evening  he  described  Valenod's  pretensions,  as  well  as  his 
drrc-d-i  and  Icats  si  net-  1S14. 

''N'')l  only  will  you  present  the  iicw  li.iron  to   iiie,"  rf-plicil 
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de  la  Mole,  very  seriously,  ««but  I  will  invite  him  to  dinner 
refecfs  ""^  tomorrow.      He  will  be  one  of  our  new 

"If  that  is  the  case,  I  ask  for  my  father  the  post  of  director 
of  the  workhouse,"  answered  Julien,  coldly. 

"With  pleasure,"  answered  the  marquis  gaily.      "It  shall 
be  granted      I  was  expecting  a  lecture.     You  are  getting  on." 

M.  de  Valenod  informed  Julien  that  the  manager  of  the 
lottery  office  at  Verri^res  had  just  died.  Julien  thought  it 
humorous  to  give  that  place  to  M.  de  Cholin,  the  old  dotard 
whose  petition  he  had  once  picked  up  in  de  la  Mole's  room 
The  marquis  laughed  heartily  at  the  petition,  which  Julien 
recited  as  he  .nade  him  sign  the  letter  which  requested  that 
appointment  of  the  minister  of  finance. 

M.  de  Cholin  had  scarcely  been  nominated,  when  Julien 
learnt  that  that  post  had  been  asked  by  the  department  for 
the  celebrated  geometrician,  monsieur  Gros.  That  generous 
man  had  an  income  of  only  1400  francs,  and  every  year  had  lent 
600  to  the  ate  manager  who  had  just  died,  to  help  hJm  bring 
up  his  family.  ^  ^ 

Julien  was  astonished  at  what  he  had  done. 

"  That's  nothing,"  he  said  to  himself.  •«  It  will  be  necessary 
to  commit  several  other  injustices  if  I  mean  to  get  on,  and 
also  to  conceal  them  beneath  pretty,  sentimental  speeches. 
Poor  monsieur  Gros !  It  is  he  who  deserves  tJi£jj2ss  It  i^ 
'  *ho  have  it,  andJ^ougKTto-coHIoFm  to  the  spiritUthe 
Government  which  givesTl  itie;" ' — - 


CHAPTER  XXXVI II 


WHAT   IS  THE   DECORATION    WHICH   CONKERS    DISTINCTION  ? 

"Thy  water  rerreshes  roe  not,"  said  the  transformed  genie. 
'"Tis  nevertheless  the  freshest  well  in  all  DiitRe\iit."—PMco. 

One  day  Julien  had  just  returned  from  the  charming  estate 
of  ViUequier  on  the  b-  "  of  the  Seine,  which  was  the  especial 
subject  of  M.  de  la  Mo!  ;  interest  because  it  was  the  only  one 
of  all  his  properties  which  had  belonged  to  the  celebrated 
Boniface  de  la  Mole. 

He  found  the  marquise  and  her  daughter,  who  had  just 
come  back  from  Hyeres,  in  the  hotel.  Julien  was  a  dandy 
now,  and  understood  the  art  of  Paris  life.  He  manifested  a 
perfect  coldness  towards  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole.  He 
seemed  to  have  retained  no  recollection  of  the  day  when  she 
had  asked  him  so  gaily  for  details  of  his  fall  from  his  horse. 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  thought  that  he  had  grown  taller 
and  paler.  There  was  no  longer  anything  of  the  provincial 
in  his  figure  or  his  appearance.  It  was  not  so  with  his  con- 
versation. Too  much  of  the  serious  and  too  much  of  the 
positive  element  were  still  noticeable.  In  spite  of  these  sober 
qualities,  his  conversation,  thanks  to  his  pride,  was  destitute 
of  any  trace  of  the  subordinate.  One  simply  felt  that  there 
were  still  too  many  things  which  he  took  seriously.  But  one 
saw  that  he  was  the  kind  of  man  to  stick  to  his  guns. 

"  He  lacks  lightness  of  touch,  but  not  brains,"  said  made- 
moiselle de  la  Mole  to  her  father,  as  she  rallied  him  on  the 
cross  that  he  had  given  Julien.  "  My  brother  has  been  asking 
you  for  it  for  sixteen  months,  and  he  is  a  La  Mole." 

"  Ves,  but  Julien  has  surprises,  and  that's  what  the  de  la 
.Mole,  whom  you  were  referring  to,  has  never  been  guilty  of." 

M.  the  due  de  Retz  was  announced. 
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Mathilde  felt  herself  seized  by  an  irresistible  attack  of 
yawning.  She  knew  so  well  the  old  gildings  and  the  old 
habitues  of  her  father's  salon.  She  conjured  up  an  absolutely 
boring  picture  of  the  life  which  she  was  going  to  take  up  at 
Paris,  and  yet,  when  at  Hyer^s,  she  had  regretted  Paris. 

"  And  yet  I  am  nineteen,"  she  thought.  "  That's  the  age  of 
happiness,  say  all  those  gilt-edged  ninnies." 

She  looked  at  eight  or  ten  new  volumes  of  poetry  which 
had  accumulated  on  the  table  in  the  salon  during  her 
journey  in  Provence.  She  had  the  misfortune  to  have  more 
brains  than  M.M.  de  Croisnois,  de  Caylus,  de  Luz,  and  her 
other  friends.  She  anticipated  all  that  they  were  going  to  tell 
her  about  the  fine  sky  of  Provence,  poetry,  the  South,  etc.,  etc. 

These  fine  eyes,  which  were  the  home  of  the  deepest  ennui, 
and  worse  still,  of  the  despair  of  ever  finding  pleasure,  lingered 
on  Julien.     At  any  rate,  he  was  not  exactly  like  the  others. 

"  Monsieur  Sorel,"  she  said,  in  that  short,  sharp  voice, 
destitute  of  all  femininity,  which  is  so  frequent  among  young 
women  of  the  upper  class. 

"  Monsieur  Sorel,  are  you  coming  to-night  to  M.  de  Rett's 
ball  ?  " 

"  Mademoiselle,  I  have  not  had  the  honour  of  being 
presented  to  M.  the  duke."  (One  would  have  said  that  these 
words  and  that  title  seared  the  mouth  of  the  proud  provincial). 

••  He  asked  my  brother  to  take  you  there,  and  if  you  go, 
you  could  tell  me  some  details  about  the  Villequier  estate. 
We  are  thinking  of  going  there  in  the  spring,  and  I  would  like 
to  know  if  the  chateau  is  habitable,  and  if  the  neighbouring 
places  are  as  pretty  as  they  say.  Tliere  are  so  many  unmerited 
reputations." 

Julien  did  not  answer. 

'•  Come  to  the  ball  with  my  brother,"  she  added,  very  dryly. 

Julien  bowed  respectfully. 

•'  So  I  owe  my  due  to  the  members  of  the  family,  even  in 
the  middle  of  a  ball.  .\m  I  not  paid  to  be  their  bu.siness 
man  ?  "  His  bad  temper  added,  "  (Jod  knows,  moreover,  if 
what  I  tell  the  daughter  will  not  put  out  the  plans  of  the 
father,  brother,  and  mother.  It  is  just  like  the  court  of  a 
sovereign  prince.  You  have  to  be  absolutely  negative,  and 
)ft  jiUe  no  one  any  rigiit  to  complain." 

"How    that    l)ig   gill    displeases  mt- I  "    lu'  thought,  as  h; 
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watched  the  walk  of  Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole,  whom  her 
mother  had  called  to  present  to  several  women  friends  of 
hers  She  exaggerates  all  the  fashions.  Her  dress  almost 
falls  down  to  her  shoulders,  she  is  even  paler  than  before  she 
went  away.      How   nondescript  her  hair   has  grown    as   the 

throli  h  it  '     ^°"  "^""'"^  '^^'  "'''*  ^^^  ''^^'  P^""^** 

What  a   haughty   way  of  bowing  and  of  looking  at  you  ' 

What  queenly  gestures  !     Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  had  just 

called  her  brother  at  the  moment  when  he  was  leaving  ihe 

The  comte  de  Norberi  approached  Julien. 

"  My  dear  Sorel,"  he  said  to  him.  "  Where  would  you  like 
me  to  pick  you  up  to-night  for  Monsieur's  ball.  He  exoresslv 
asked  me  to  bring  you."  ^       ^ 

"  I  know  well  whom  I  have  to  thank  for  so  much  kindness." 
answered  Julien  bowing  to  the  ground. 

His  bad  temper,  being  unable  to  find  anything  to  lay  hold 
of  m  the  polite  and  almost  sympathetic  tone  in  which  Norbert 
had  spoken  to  him,  set  itself  to  work  on  the  answer  he  had 
made  to  that  courteous  invitation.  He  detected  in  it  a  trace 
of  subservience. 

When  he  arrived  at  the  ball  in  the  evening,  he  was  struck 
with  the  magnificence  of  the  Hotel  de  Retz.  The  courtyard 
at  the  entrance  was  covered  with  an  immense  tent  of  crimson 
with  golden  stars.  Nothing  could  have  been  more  elegant. 
Beyond  the  tent,  the  court  had  been  transformed  into  a  wood 
of  orange  trees  and  of  pink  laurels  in  full  flower.  As  they  had 
been  careful  to  bury  the  vases  sufficiently  deep,  the  laurel  trees 
and  the  orange  trees  appeared  to  come  straight   out  of  the 

^Tn    u-  '°**^  *^'''^  '***  carriages  traversed  was  sanded 

All  this  seemed  extraordinary  to  our  j)rovincial.  He  had 
never  had  any  idea  of  such  magnificence.  In  a  single  instant 
his  thrilled  imagination  had  left  his  bad  temper  a  thousand 
leagues  behind.  In  the  carriage  on  their  way  to  the  ball 
cd,ir  TU  ^"  happy,  while  he  saw  everything  in  black 
r6les  Chan  ed^^  scarcely  entered  the  courtyard  before  the 

Norbert  was  only  struck  by  a  few  details  which,  in  the  midst 
'•^  all  ha    magnificence,  had  not  been  able  to  be  attended  to 
"e  calculate  J  the  expense  of  each  item,  and  Julien  remarked 
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that  the  nearer  he  got  to  a  sum  total,  the  more  jealous  and 
bad-tempered  he  appeared. 

As  for  himself,  he  was  fascinated  and  full  of  admiration  when 
he  reached  the  first  of  the  salons  where  they  were  dancing. 
His  emotion  was  so  great  that  it  almost  made  him  nervous. 
There  was  a  crush  at  the  door  of  the  second  salon,  and  the 
crowd  was  so  great  that  he  found  it  impossible  to  advance. 
The  decorations  of  the  second  salon  represented  the  Alhambra 
of  Cirenada. 

"  That's  the  queen  of  the  ball  one  must  admit,"  said  a 
young  man  with  a  moustache  whose  shoulder  stuck  into 
Julien's  chest. 

"  Mademi  iielle  Formant  who  has  been  the  prettiest  all  the 
winter,  realises  that  she  will  have  to  go  down  to  the  second 
place.     See  how  strange  she  looks." 

"  In  truth  she  is  straining  every  nerve  to  please.  Just  look 
at  that  gracious  smile  now  that  she  is  doing  the  figure  in  that 
quadrille  all  alone.     On  my  honour  it  is  unique." 

"  Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  looks  as  if  she  controlled  the 
pleasure  which  she  derives  from  her  triumph,  of  which  she  is 
perfectly  conscious.  One  might  say  that  she  fears  to  please 
anyone  who  talks  to  her." 

"  Very  good.     That  is  the  art  of  alluring." 
Julien    vainly   endeavoured  to  catch  sight  of  the  alluring 
woman.     Seven  or  eight  men  who  were  taller  than  he  pre 
vented  him  from  seeing  her. 

"There  is  quite  a  lot  of  coquetry  in  that  noble  reserve," 
said  the  young  man  with  a  moustache. 

'•  And  in  those  big  blue  eyes,  which  are  lowered  so  slowly 
when  one  would  think  they  were  on  the  point  of  betraying 
themselves,"  answered  his  neighbour.  "  On  my  faith,  nothing 
could  be  cleverer." 

"  fee  the  pretty  Formant  looking  quite  common  next  to 
her,"  said  the  first. 

"  That  air  of  reserve  means  how  much  sweetness  would  I 
spend  on  you  if  you  were  the  man  who  was  worthy  of  me." 

"  And  who  could  be  worthy  of  the  sublime  Mathilde,"  said 
the  first  man.  "  Some  sovereign  prince,  handsome,  witty, 
well-made,  a  hero  in  war,  and  twenty  years  old  at  the  most." 

"  The  natural  son  of  the  Emperor  of  Russia  ....  who 
would  be  made  a  sovereign  in  honour  of  his  marriage,  or  quitt 
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pSnt.'^'  '''"'''  ^^   '^^'''''    ^^"^   '^""^^  ""^^  '^   dressed  up 

The  door  was  free,  and  Julien  could  go  in 

"Since  these  puppets  consider  her  so  remarkable,  it  is  worth 
while  for  me  to  study  her,"  he  thought      «'  T  <=l,all  Vk  J 

stand  what  these  people  r'egard  as  perfection  "        ^'"  ""^'^" 

"  Uy  SuV^'alirmc '-S  \"  r"^  ^e^.^^^thilde  looked  at  him. 

My  duty  calls  me,    said  Julien  to  himself.       But  it  was  onlv 
his  expression  which  was  bad-humoured.  ^ 

His  curiosity  made  him  advance  with  a  nleasiirp  wh.VK  ,u 
extremely  low  cut  dress  on  Mathilde's  shoE  very  q^^^^ 

^rsSftlTt  '  "HTb"''r'H""  '"^'^^'y  flatterinVfo;  hi 
*n  sen  respect.        Her  beauty  has  youth  "  he  thmiaKf      c-; 

or  SIX  people,  whom  Julien  recognised  as  those  whnh.H  ^ 

speaking  at  the  door  were  between  her  and  hTm  '''  '"'" 

Now,  Monsieur,  you  have  been  here  all  the  winter  "  .h^  «;^ 

IT"    ""  '•  "°'  ""'  '"''  'W^  ^  "'e'r::,r'Ta,ltf  The 
He  did  not  answer. 

"This  quadrille  of  Coulon's  strikes  me  as  aHmir,Ki  ^ 
those  ladies   dance   it    oerfectlv "      ThT  admirable,  and 

round  to  see  who  was  th?  hap7y  man  an  aZi  T  '"L"'^ 
was  positively  insisted  on.     The  answer  w/.!        ""  ''^°'" 

"1  shall  not  be  able  to  be  a  good  ule  m  d"'°'''r^- 
pass  my  life  in  writing.  This  is  fhe  first  S'l  "J^f.«."^°'^^»«;  ' 
cence  which  I  have  ever  seen  »  °^  '^''  '"^e"'^- 

"  YonT.^'"^"  *''^  moustaches  were  scandalised. 
Vou  are  a  wise  man,  Monsieur  Sorel  "  came  fh,>  ,« 
with  a  more  marked  interest      "  Vn.>  l^^l  n  .     *"^'*'^' 

all  these   festivities,  f^^e  a  phi  JopherikTl"  '    ''^^^^ 
All  these  follies  astonish  with^rE:^^.. J-  "'•  ''°""^^"- 

baS^srt^ii^tiiti^^  r '"  ^'«^-'  -^'^^ 

expression  Of  a  perhap,  slig^h^^'^^t.^S^^^^^^^^^  ''' 

-frsa^;-^:^:!-.:'-^- 

reverently:^"*'^    ''''    '""'"''    ''■'^■'■"''•"     — -d     Mnthildc 
"While  he  preaches    the  Republic,   and  the  overthrow  of 
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monarchical  dignities,  the  parvenu  was  intoxicated  with  hap- 
piness if  a  duke  would  go  out  of  his  way  after  dinner  to 
one  of  his  friends." 

"  Oh  yes,  the  Duke  of  Luxembourg  at  Montmorency,  used 
to  accompany  a  Coindet  from  the  neighbourhood  of  Paris," 
went  on  Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole,  with  all  the  pleasure  and 
enthusiasm  of  her  first  flush  of  pedantry.  She  was  intoxicated 
with  her  knowledge,  almost  like  the  academican  who  dis- 
covered the  existence  of  King  Feretrius. 

Tulien's  look  was  still  penetrating  and  severe.  Mathilde 
had  had  a  moment's  enthusiasm.  Her  partner's  coldness 
disconcerted  her  profoundly.  She  was  all  the  more  astonished, 
as  it  was  she  who  was  accustomed  to  produce  that  particular 
effect  on  others. 

At  this  moment  the  marquis  de  Croisenois  wa  -dvancmg 
eagerly  towards  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole.  He  was  for  a 
moment  three  yards  away  from  her.  He  was  unable  to  get 
closer  because  of  the  crowd.  He  smiled  at  the  obstacle. 
The  young  marquise  de  Rouvray  was  near  her.  She  was  a 
cousin  of  Mathilde.  She  was  giving  her  arm  to  her  husband 
who  had  only  married  her  a  fortnight  ago.  The  marquis  de 
Rouvray,  who  was  also  very  yo'.ng,  had  all  the  love  which 
seizes  a  man  who,  having  contracted  a  marriage  of  convenience 
exclusively  arranged  by  the  notaries,  finds  a  person  who  is 
ideally  pretty.  M.  de  Rouvray  would  be  a  duke  on  the  death 
of  a  very  old  uncle. 

While  the   marquis  de   Croisenois  was   struggling  to  get 

through  the  crowd,  and  smiling  at  Mathilde  she  fixed  her  big 

divinely  blue  eyes  on  him  and  his   neighbours.       "Could 

anything  be  flatter,"  she  said  to  herself.     "  There  is  Croisenois 

who  wants  to  marry  me,  he  is  gentle  and  pohte,  he  has  ptrfect 

manners  like  M.  de  Rouvray.     If  they  did  not  bore,  tho^e 

gentlemen  would  be  quite   charming.      He  too,  would  ac 

company  me  to  the  ball  with  that  smug  limited  expressior 

C.,e  year  after  the  marriage  I  shall  have  my  carriage,  my 

houcs,  my  dresses,  my  chateau  twenty  lergues  from  Pans. 

All  this  would  be  as  nice  a.«!  possible,  and  enough  to  make  a 

Countess  de  Roiville,  for  example,  die  of  envy  and  afterwards- 

Mathilde  borrd  herself  in  anticipation.      The  marquis  c. 

Croisenois  managed  to  approach  her  and  spoke  to  her,  but 

she  was  dreaming  and  did  not  listen  to  him.     The  noise  ot 
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his  words  began  to  get  mixed  with  the  buzz  of  the  bail. 
Her  eye  mechanically  followed  Julien  who  had  gone  away, 
with  an  air  which,  though  respectful,  was  yet  proud  and 
discontented.  She  noticed  in  a  corner  far  from  the  moving 
crowd,  the  comte  Altamira  who  had  been  condemned  to 
death  in  his  own  country  and  whom  the  reader  knows  already. 
One  of  his  relatives  bad  married  a  Prince  de  Conti  in  the 
reign  of  Louis  XIV,  This  historical  fact  was  some  protection 
against  the  police  of  the  congregation. 

"I  think  being  condemned  to  death  is  the  only  real 
distinction,"  said  Mathilde.  "It  is  the  only  thing  which 
cannot  be  bought." 

"Why,  that's  an  epigram,  I  just  said,  what  a  pity  it  did 
not  come  at  a  moment  when  I  could  have  reaped  all  the 
credit  for  it."  Mathilde  had  too  much  taste  to  work  into  the 
conversation  a  prepared  epigram  but  at  the  same  time  she  was 
too  vain  not  to  be  extremely  pleased  with  herself.  A  happy 
expression  succeeded  the  palpable  boredom  of  her  face.  The 
marquis  de  Croisenois,  who  had  never  left  off  talking,  saw  a 
chance  of  success  and  waxed  twice  as  eloquent. 

"  What  objection  could  a  caviller  find  with  my  epigram," 
said  Mathilde  to  herself.  "  I  would  answer  my  critic  in  this 
way:  'ihe  title  of  baron  or  vicomte  is  to  be  bought;  a 
cross,  why  it  is  a  gift.  My  brother  has  just  got  one.  What 
has  he  done?  A  promotion,  why  that  can  be  obtained  by 
being  ten  years  in  a  garrison  or  have  the  minister  of  war  for 
a  relative,  and  you'll  be  a  chief  of  a  squadron  like  Norbert. 
A  great  fortune!  That's  rather  more  difficult,  and  conse- 
quently more  meritorious.  It  is  really  quite  funny.  It's  the 
opposite  of  what  the  books  say.  Well,  to  win  a  fortune  why  you 
marry  M.  Rothschild's  daughter.  Really  my  epigram  is  quite 
deep.  Being  condemned  to  death  is  still  the  one  privilege 
which  one  has  never  thought  of  canvassing." 

"Do  you  know  the  comte  Altamira,"  she  said  to  M.  de 
Croisenois. 

Her  thoughts  seemed  to  have  been  so  far  away,  and  this 
question  had  so  little  connection  with  all  that  the  {K)or 
marquis  had  been  saying  for  the  last  five  minutes,  that  his 
good  temper  was  rufiled.  He  was  nevertheless  a  man  of 
wit  and  celebrated  for  being  so. 

"Mathilde  is  eccentric,"  he  thought,  "that's  a  nuisance, 
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but  she  will  give  her  husband  such  a  fine  social  position.  I 
don't  know  how  the  marquis  de  la  Mole  manages.  He  is 
connected jvilt^  a|l  that_UJ)est  jn  all  parties.  He  is  a  man 
who  is~l)Ound  to  come  out  on  Top!  And,  besides,  this  ec- 
centricity of  Mathilde's  may  pass  for  genius.  Genius  when 
allied  with  good  birth  and  a  large  fortune,  so  far  from  being 
ridiculous,  is  highly  distin?;uished.  She  has  wit,  moreover, 
when  she  wants  to,  that  mixture  in  fact  of  brains,  character, 
and  ready  wit  which  constitute  perfection." 

As  it  is  difficult  to  do  two  things  at  the  same  time,  the 
marquis  answered  Mathilde  with  a  vacant  expression  as 
though  he  were  reciting  a  lesson. 

"  Who  does  not  know  that  poor  Altamira  ? "  and  he  told 
her  the  history  of  his  conspiracy,  abortive,  ridiculous  and 
absurd. 

"  Very  absurd,"  said  Mathilde  as  if  she  were  talking  to 
herself,  "  but  he  has  done  something.  I  want  to  see  a  man ; 
bring  him  to  me,"  she  said  to  the  scandalized  marquis. 

Comte  Altamira  was  one  of  the  most  avowed  admirers  of 
mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's  haughty  and  impertinent  manner. 
In  his  opinion  she  was  one  of  the  most  beautiful  persons  in  Paris. 
"  How  fine  she  would  be  on  a  throne,"  he  said  to  M.  de 
Croisenoisl;  and  made  no  demur  at  being  taken  up  to  Mathilde. 
There  are  a  good  number  of  people  in  society  who  would 
like  to  establish  the  fact  that  nothing  is  in  such  bad  form  as  a 
conspiracy  in  the  nineteenth  century ;  it  smacks  of  Jaco- 
binism. And  what  could  be  more  sordid  than  unsuccessful 
lacobinism. 

Mathilde's  expression  made  fun  a  little  of  Altamira  and 
M.  de  Croisenois,  but  she  listened  to  him  with  pleasure. 

♦'  A  conspirator  at  a  ball,  what  a  pretty  contrast,"  she  thought. 
She  thought  that  this  man  with  his  black  moustache  looked 
like  a  lion  at  rest,  but  she  soon  perceived  that  his  mind  had 
only  one  point  of  view  ;  utility,  admiration  for  utility. 

The  young  comte  thought  nothing  worthy  his  attention 
except  what  tended  to  give  his  country  two  chamber  govern- 
ment. He  left  Mathilde,  who  was  the  prettiest  person  at 
tlie  ball,  with  alacrity.  becauJ  -  he  saw  a  Peruvian  general 
«oine  in.  Despariuff  of  Europe, sudL  aS-M.  de  MetterniQl]. 
jiad. arranged  it,  poor  Altamira  had  beeii_  reduced  tolmnkiiig 
'that  when  tHu  ■SlHeljoT^KutTTniericj 'K23EcaS^3lrQnj' 
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and  powerful  they  could  restore  to  Europe  the  liberty  which 
Mirabeau  has  given  it. 

A  crowd  of  moustachioed  young  men  had  approached 
Mathilde.  She  realized  that  Altamira  had  not  felt  allured, 
and  was  piqued  by  his  departMre.  She  saw  his  black  eye 
gleam  as  he  talked  to  the  Peruvian  general.  Mademoiselle 
de  la  Mole  looked  at  the  young  Frenchmen  with  that 
profound  seriousness  which  none  of  her  arrivals  could  imitate, 
"  which  of  them,"  she  thought,  "  could  get  himself  condemned 
to  death,  even  supposing  he  had  a  favourable  opportunity  ?  " 

This  singular  look  flattered  those  who  were  not  very 
intelligent,  but  disconcerted  the  others.  They  feared  the 
discharge  of  some  stinging  epigram  that  would  be  difficult 
to  answer. 

"  Good  birth  vouchsafes  a  hundred  qualities  whose  absence 
would  offend  me.  I  see  as  much  in  the  case  of  Julien,"  thought 
Mathilde  "  but  it  withers  up  those  qualities  of  soul  which  make 
a  man  get  condemned  to  death." 

At  that  moment  some  one  was  saying  near  her :  "  Comte 
Altamara  is  the  second  son  of  the  Prince  of  San  Nazaro- 
Pimentel ;  it  was  a  Pimentel  who  tried  to  save  Conradin, 
was  beheaded  in  1268.  It  is  one  of  the  noblest  families  in 
Naples." 

"  So,"  said  Mathilde  to  herself,  "  what  a  pretty  proof  this  is 
of  my  maxim,  that  good  birth  deprives  a  man  of  that  force  of 
character  in  default  of  which  a  man  does  not  get  condemned 
to  death.  I  seem  doomed  to  reason  falsely  to  night.  Since 
I  am  only  a  woman  like  any  other,  well  I  must  dance."  She 
yielded  to  the  solicitations  of  M.  de  Croisenoib  who  had  been 
asking  for  a  gallop  for  the  last  hour,  'lo  distract  herself 
from  her  failure  in  philosophy,  Mathilde  made  a  point  of 
being  perfectly  fascinating.  M.  de  Croisenois  was  enchanted. 
But  neither  the  dance  nor  her  wish  to  please  one  of  the 
handsomest  men  at  court,  nor  anything  at  all,  succeeded  in 
distracting  Mathilde.  She  could  not  possibly  have  been  more 
of  a  success.  She  was  the  queen  of  the  ball.  She  coldly 
appreciated  the  fact. 

"  What  a  blank  life  I  shall  pass  with  a  person  like 
Croisenois ; "  she  said  to  herself  as  he  took  her  back  to  her 
place  an  hour  afterwards.  "  What  pleasure  do  I  get,"  she 
added  sadly,  "  if  after  an  absence  of  six  months  I  find  myself 
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at  a  ball  which  all  the  women  of  Paris  were  mad  with  jealousy 
to  go  to  ?  And  what  is  more  I  am  surrounded  by  the  homage 
of  an  ideally  constituted  circle  of  society.  The  only  bourgeois 
are  some  peers  and  perhaps  one  or  two  Juliens^  -  And  yet," 
she  added  wftli  increasing  sadness,  "  what  advantages  has  not 
fate  bestowed  upon  me !  Distinction,  fortune,  youth,  every- 
thing except  happiness.  My  most  dubious  advantages  are  the 
very  ones  they  have  been  speaking  to  me  about  all  the  evening. 
Wit,  I  believe  I  have  it,  because  I  obviously  frighten  every- 
one. If  they  venture  to  tackle  a  serious  subject,  they  will 
arrive  after  five  minutes  of  conversation  and  as  though  they 
had  made  a  great  discovery  at  a  conclusion  which  we  have 
been  repeating  to  them  for  the  last  hour.  I  am  beautiful,  I 
have  that  advantage  for  which  madame  de  Stael  would  have 
sacrificed  everything,  and  yet  I'm  dying  of  boredom.  Shall  I 
have  reason  to  be  less  bored  when  I  have  changed  my  name 
for  that  of  the  marquis  de  Croisenois  ? 

"  My  God  though,"  she  added,  while  she  almost  felt  as  if 
she  woulii  like  to  cry,  "  isn't  he  really  quite  perfect  ?  He's  a 
paragon  of  the  education  of  the  age ;  you  can't  look  at  him 
without  his  finding  something  charming  and  even  witty  to  say 
to  you;  he  is  brave.  But  that  Sorel  is  strange,"  she  said 
to  herself,  and  the  expression  of  her  eyes  changed  from 
melancholy  to  anger.  "  I  told  him  that  I  had  something  to 
say  to  him  and  he  hasn't  deigned  to  reappear." 


CHAPTER  XXXIX 


THE    BALL 

The  luxurious  dresses,    the  glitter   of  the  cancies ; 
all  those  pretty  arms  and  fine  shoulders  ;  the  bouquets 
the  intoxicaiinK  strains  of    Rossini,    the   paintings    of 
Ciceri.     I  am  l)c-side  myself,  —/otiriieys  of  Uteri. 

"  You  are  in  a  bad  temper,"  said  the  marquise  de  la  Mole  to 
her ;  "  let  me  caution  you,  it  is  ungracious  at  a  ball." 

"  I  only  have  a  headache,"  answered  Mathilde  disdainfully 
"it  is  too  hot  here."  " 

At  this  moment  the  old  Baron  Tolly  became  ill  and  fell 
.    down,  as  though  to  justify  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's  remark 
t  J-hey  were  obliged  to  carry  him  away.     They  talked  about 
Apoplexy.     It  w«a  a  disagreeable  incident. 
Mathilde  did  not  bother  much  about  it. 
She  made  a  point  of  never  looking  at  old  men,  or  at  anyone 
»ho  had  the  reputation  of  being  bad  company. 
She  danced  in  order  to  escape  the  conversation  about  the 
j   ipop  exy,  which  was  not  apoplexy  inasmuch  as  the  baron  put 
i    n  an  appearance  the  following  day. 

"  But  Sorel  does  not  come,"  she  said  to  herself  after  she 

Id  danced.     She  was  almost  looking  round  for  him  when 

he  found  him  in  another  salon.    Astonishing,  but  he  seemed 

to  have  lost  that  impassive  coldness  that  was  so  natural  to 

*^im  ;  he  no  longer  looked  English. 

"He  is  talking  to  comte  Altamira  who  was  sentenced  to 
leath  said  Mathilde  to  herself.  "  His  eye  is  full  of  a  sombre 
ire;  he  looks  like  a  prince  in  disguise  :  his  haughtiness  has 
iccoinc  twice  as  pronounced." 

Julien  came  back  to  where  she  was,  still  talking  to  Altamira. 
•ne  looked  at  Altamira  fixedly,  studying  his  features  in  order 
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to  trace  those  lofty  qualities  which  can  earn  a  man  the  honour 
of  being  condemned  to  death. 

••  Yes,"  he  was  saying  to  comte  Altamira  as  he  passed  by 
her,  "  Danton  was  a  real  man." 

"  HeayeniJian.he.be  a  Danton  ?  "  said  Mathilde  to  herself, 
"  butTieSas  so  noble  a  Kce.'Tnd  that  Danton  was  so  horribly 
ugly,  a  butcher  I  believe."  Julien  was  still  fairly  near  her 
She  did  not  hesitate  to  call  him ;  she  had  the  consciousne^ 
and  the  pride  of  putting  a  question  that  was  unusual  for 
young  girl. 

"  Was  not  Danton  a  butcher  ?  "  she  said  to  him. 
"  Yes,  in  the  eyes  of  certain  persons,"  Julien  answered  ht 
with  the  most  thinly  disguised  expression  of  contempt.  H. 
eyes  were  still  ardent  from  his  conversation  with  Altamira, 
"  but  unfortunately  for  the  people  of  good  birth  he  was  an 
advocate  at  Merysur- Seine,  that  is  to  say,  mademoiselle,"  he 
added  maliciously,  "  he  began  like  many  peers  whom  I  set 
here.  It  was  true  that  Danton  laboured  under  a  great 
advantage  in  the  eyes  of  beauty  ;  he  was  ugly." 

These   last  few   words  were   spoken  rapidly   in  an 
ordinary  and  indeed  very  discourteous  manner." 

Julien  waited  for  a  moment,  leaning  slightly  forward  and 
with  an  air  of  proud  humility.  He  seemed  to  be  sayitig,  "! 
am  paid  to  answer  you  and  I  live  on  my  pay."  He  did  i 
deign  to  look  up  at  Mathilde.  She  looked  like  his  slave  witt 
her  fine  eyes  open  abnormally  wide  and  fixed  on  him 
Finally  as  the  silence  continued  he  looked  at  her,  lilce  i 
valet  looking  at  his  master  to  receive  orders.  Although  his 
eyes  met  the  full  gaze  of  Mathilde  which  were  fixed  on  him  all 
the  time  with  a  strange  expression,  he  went  away  with  i 
marked  eagerness.  ^^ 

"  To  think  of  a  man  who  is  as  handsome  as  he  is,"  said 
Mathilde  to  herself  as  she  emerged  from  her  reverie,  "  praising 
ugliness  in  such  a  way,  he  is  not  like  Caylus  or  Croisenois 
This  Sorel  has  something  like  my  father's  look  when  he  goe 
to  a  fancy  dress  ball  as  Napoleon."  She  had  completely 
forgotten  Danton.  "Yes.  I  am  decidedly  bored  tonight 
She  took  her  brother's  arm  and  to  his  great  disgust  made  his 
take  her  round  the  ball  room.  The  idea  occurred  to  her  oi 
following  the  conversation  between  Julien  and  the  man  *!» 
had  been  condemned  to  death. 
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The  crowd  was  enormous.  She  managed  to  find  them, 
however,  at  the  moment  when  two  yards  in  front  of  her 
Altamira  was  going  near  a  dumb-waiter  to  take  an  ice.  He 
was  talking  to  Julien  with  his  body  half  turned  round.  He 
saw  an  arm  in  an  embroidered  coat  which  was  taking  an  ice 
close  by.  The  embroidery  seemed  to  attract  his  attention. 
He  turned  round  to  look  at  the  person  to  whom  the  arm 
belonged.  His  noble  and  yet  simple  eyes  immediately 
r|    assumed  a  slightly  disdainful  expression. 

"You  see  that  man,"  he  said  to  Julien  in  a  low  voice; 
'  that  is  the  Pi  nee  of  Araceli  Ambassador  of He 


* 


isked  M.  de  Nerval,  your  Minister  for  Foreign  Affairs,  for  my 

I:   extradition  this  morning.     See,  there  he  is  over  there  playing 

|;   whist.     Monsieur  de  Nerval  is  willing  enough  to  give  me  up, 

•    for  we  gave  up  two  or  three  conspirators  to  you  in  1816.     If 

I  am  given  up  to  my  king  I  shall  be  hanged  in  twenty-four 

lours.      It    will    be    one   of  those  handsome  moustachioed 

'entlemen  who  will  arrest  me." 

"  The  wretches  ! "  exclaimed  Julien  half  aloud. 

Mathilde  did  not  lose  a  syllable  of  their  conversation.     Her 

nnui  had  vanished. 

"  They  are  not  scoundrels,"  replied  Count  Altamira.     "  I 

aik  to  you  about  myself  in  order  to  give  you  a  vivid  impression. 

I  p^ok  at  the  Prince  of  Araceli.      He  casts  his  eyes  on  his 

'olden  fleece  every    five  minutes ;   he  cannot  get  over   the 

)leasure  of  seeing  that  decoration  on  his  breast.     In  reality 

he  poor  man  is  really  an  anachronism.      The  fleece  was  a 

iignal  honour  a  hundred  years  ago,  but  he  would  have  been 

J    lowhere  near  it    in  those  days.     But   nowadays,  so   far  as 

i    )eople  of  birth  are  concerned,  you  have  to  be  an  Araceli  to 

)e  delighted  with  it.     He  had  a  whole  town  hanged  in  order 

^0  get  it." 

'I  Is  that  the  price  he  had  to  pay?"  said  Julien  anxiously. 

'  Not  exactly,"  answered  Altamira  coldly,  "  he  probably  had 
JoutthirtyT^FTancfed  proprietors  in  his  dIs^rl£t,jKlioJ^tUp 
^tftliOii  or  being  TlFeR(K'thf?Jwii'inr61IjfiJlv:eri" 

"^■Whar  a-muiiuei ! "  pmjuudTgn^."'^ 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  who  was  leaning  her  head  forward 
^ith  keenest  interest  was  so  near  him  that  her  beautiful  hair 
Imost  touched  his  shoulder. 

"  Vou  are  very  young,"  answered  Altamira.     "  I  was  telling 
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you  that  I  had  a  married  sister  in  Provence.  She  is  still 
pretty,  good  and  gentle ;  she  is  an  excellent  mother,  performs 
all  her  duties  faithfully,  is  pious  but  not  a  bigot." 

"  What  is  he  driving  at  ?  "  thought  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole. 

•'  She  is  happy,"  continued  the  comte  Altamira ;  "  she  was  so 
in  1815.  I  was  then  in  hiding  at  her  house  on  her  estate  near 
d'Antibos.  Well  the  moment  she  learnt  of  marshall  Ney's 
execution  she  began  to  dance." 

"  Is  it  possible  ?  "  said  Julien,  thunu.  struck. 

'*  It'sparty  spirit,"  replied  Altamira.  "  There  are  no  longer 
any  real  passions  in  the  nineteenth  century;  that's  why  one 
is  so  bored  in  Fjance.  People  commit  acts  of -rfM-greatejt 
cruelty,  but  without  any  feeling  of  cruelty." 

"So  much  the  worse,"  said  Julien,  "  when  one  does  commit 
a  crime  one  ought  at  least  to  take  pleasure  in  committing  it; 
that's  the  only  good  thing  they  have  about  them  and  that's  the 
only  way  in  which  they  have  the  slightest  justification." 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  had  entirely  forgotten  what  she 
owed  to  herself  an''  placed  herself  completely  between  Altamira 
and  Julien.  Hei  orother,  who  was  giving  her  his  arm,  and 
was  accustomed  to  obey  her,  was  looking  at  another  part  of 
the  room,  and  in  order  to  keep  himself  in  countenance  was 
pretending  to  be  stopped  by  the  nov  i 

"  You  are  right,"  Altamira  went  on,  "  one  takes  pleasure  in 
nothing  one  does,  and  one  does  not  remember  it :  this  applies 
even  to  crimes.  I  can  show  you  perhaps  ten  men  in  this 
ballroom  who  have  been  convicted  of  murdei;.  They  have 
forgotten  all  about  it  and  everybody  else  as  well." 

"  Many  are  moved  to  the  point  of  tears  if  their  dog  breaics 
a  paw.  When  you  throw  flowers  on  their  grave  at  Perela 
Chaise,  as  you  say  so  humorously  in  Paris,  we  learn  they 
united  all  the  virtues  of  the  knights  of  chivalry,  and  we  speak 
about  the  noble  feats  of  their  great-grandfather  who  lived  in  the 
reign  of  Henri  IV.  If,  in  spite  of  the  good  offices  of  the 
Prince  de  Araceli,  I  escape  hanging  and  I  ever  manage  to  enjoy 
the  use  of  my  money  in  Paris,  I  will  get  you  to  dine  with 
eight  or  ten  of  these  respected  and  callous  murderers. 

"  At  that  dinner  you  and  I  will  be  the  only  ones  whose 
blood  is  pure,  but  I  shall  be  despised  and  almost  hated  as  a 
monster,  while  you  will  be  simply  despised  as  a  man  of  the 
people  who  has  pushed  his  way  into  good  society." 
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"Nothing  could  be  truer,"  srid  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole. 

Altamira  looked  at  her  in  aslonishment :  but  Julien  did  not 
deign  to  look  at  her. 

"  Observe  that  the  revolution,  at  whose  head  I  found 
myself,"  continued  the  comte  Altamira,  "  only  failed  for  the 
one  reason  that  I  would  not  cut  ofT  three  heads  and  distribute 
among  our  partisans  seven  or  eight  millions  which  happened 
to  be  in  a  box  of  which  I  happened  to  have  the  key.  My 
king,  who  is  burning  to  have  me  hanged  today,  and  who  called 
me  by  my  christian  name  before  the  rebellion,  vrould  have 
given  me  the  great  ribbon  of  his  order  if  I  had  had  those  three 
heads  cut  off  and  had  had  the  money  in  those  boxes  dis- 
tributed; for  I  should  have  had  at  least  a  semi-success  and 

my  country  would  have  had  a  charta  like So  wags  the 

world  ;  it's  a  game  of  chess." 

"  At  that  time,"  answered  Julien  with  a  fiery  eye,  '•  you  did 
not  know  the  game  ;  now  .  .  ." 

•'  You  mean  I  would  have  the  head.s  cut  off,  and  I  would 
not  be  a  Girondin,  as  you  said  I  was  the  other  day  ?  I  will 
give  you  your  answer,"  said  Altamira  sadly,  "  when  yon  have 
killed  a  man  in  a  duel — a  far  less  ugly  matter  than  havmg  him 
put  to  death  by  an  executioner." 

"  Upon  my  word,"  said  Julien,  "  the  end  justifies  the  means. 
If  instead  of  being  an  insignificant  man  I  had  .some  power  I 
would  have  three  men  hanged  in  order  to  save  four  men's 
lives." 

His  eyes  expressed  the  fire  of  his  own  conscience ;  they  met 
the  eyes  of  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  who  was  close  by  him, 
and  their  contempt,  so  far  from  changing  into  politeness 
seemed  to  redouble. 

She  was  deeply  shocked ;  but  she  found  herself  unable  to 
forget  Julien ;  she  dragged  her  brother  away  and  went  off  in 
a  temper. 

"I  must  take  some  punch  and  dance  a  lot,"  she  said  to 
herself.  "  I  will  pick  out  the  best  partner  and  cut  some 
figure  at  any  price.  Good,  there  is  that  celebrated  cynic,  the 
comte  de  Fervaques."  She  accepted  his  invitation ;  they 
danced.  "  The  question  is,"  she  thought,  "  which  of  us  two 
will  be  the  more  impertinent,  but  in  order  to  make  absolute 
fun  of  him,  I  must  get  him  to  talk."  Soon  all  the  other 
members  of  the  quadrille  were  dancing  as  a  matter  of  formality, 
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they  did  not  want  to  lose  any  of  Mathilde's  cutting  reparte, 
M.  de  Fervaques  felt  uneasy  and  as  he  could  only  find  elegant 
expressions  instead  of  ideas,  began  to  scowl.  Mathilde,  who 
was  in  a  bad  temper  was  cruel,  and  made  an  enemy  of  him. 
She  danced  till  daylight  and  then  went  home  terribly  tired. 
But  when  she  was  in  the  carriage  the  little  vitality  she  had  left, 
was  still  employed  in  making  her  sad  and  unhappy.  She  had 
been  despised  by  Julien  and  could  not  despise  him. 

Julien  was  at  the  zenith  of  his  happiness.  He  was  enchanted 
without  his  knowing  it  by  the  music,  the  flowers,  the  pretty- 
women,  the  general  elegance,  and  above  all  by  his  own 
imagination  which  dreamt  of  distinctions  for  himself  and  of 
liberty  for  all.  — 

""  WhaFa  fine  ball,"  he  said  to  the  comte.     "Nothinj^  is 
lacking." 

"Thought  is  lacking"  answered  Altamira,  and  his  fare 
betrayed  that  contempt  which  is  only  more  deadly  from  the 
very  fact  that  a  manifest  effort  is  being  made  to  hide  it  as  a 
matter  of  politeness. 

*•  You  are  right,  monsieur  the  comte,  there  isn't  any  thought 
at  all,  let  alone  enough  to  make  a  conspiracy." 

"  I  am  here  because  of  my  name,  but  thought  is  hated  in 
your  salons.  Thought  must  not  soar  above  the  level  of  the 
point  of  a  Vaudeville  couplet :  it  is  then  rewarded.  But  as 
for  your  man  who  thinks,  if  he  shows  energy  and  originality 
we  call  him  a  cynic.  Was  not  that  n.ime  given  by  one  of  your 
judges  to  Courier,  '/ou  put  him  in  prison  as  well  as  Bercnger. 
The_ priestly  congregation  hands  over  to  the  police  cveryono 
w'Eo  Ts_worth  anything  amongst  you  individually  j  ai.d  good 
sodctiLlippTauds. 

"  The  fact  is  your  effete  society  prizes  conventionalism  above 
everything  else.  You  will  never  get  beyond  military  bravery. 
You  will  have  Murats,  never  Washington^.  I  can  see  nothinf; 
in  France  except  vanity.  A  man  'vho  goes  on  speaking  on 
the  spur  of  the  moment  may  easi.y  come  to  make  an  im- 
prudent witticism  and  the  master  of  the  hou.se  thinks  himself 
insulted." 

As  he  was  saying  this,  the  carriajie  in  which  the  comte  was 
seeing  Julien  home  .stopped  bef'  the  hotel  de  l\  Mo!? 
Julien  was  in  love  with  his  const  aor.  Altamira  had  ;)aid 
him  this  great  compliment  which  ^    s  r    '^cntly  the  expression 
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of  a  sound  conviction.  "You  have  not  got  the  French 
flippancy  and  you  understand  the  principle  of  utility''  It 
happened  that  Julien  h  H.  seen  the  day  before  Marino  Faliero, 
a  tragedy,  by  Cas' .,'  I'..!;v'!gnc. 

"  Has  not  Israt '  Borluccio  go)  nore  character  than  all  those 
noble  Venetians!  iid  our  i  'jellious  plebeian  to  himself, 
"and  yet  those  a.-.  *he  people  whose  nobility  goes  back  to 
the  year  seven  hundred,  a  cci.tury  before  Charlemagne,  while 
the  cream  of  the  nobility  at  M.  de  Ritz's  ball  to-night  only 
goes  back,  and  that  rather  lamely,  to  the  thirteenth  century. 
Well,  in  spite  of  all  the  noble  Venetians  whose  birth  makes 
so  great,  it  is  Israel  Bertuccio  whom  one  remembers. 

"A  conspiracy  annihilates  all  titles  conferred  by  social 
caprice.  There,  a  man  takes  for  his  crest  the  rank  that  is 
given  him  by  the  way  in  which  he  faces  death.  The  intellect 
itself  loses  some  of  its  power. 

"What  would  Danton  have  been  to-day  in  this  age  of  the 
Valenods  and  the  RcpaIs  ?  Not  even  a  deputy  for  the 
Public  PifliecutofT***- 

"What  am  I  saying?  He  would  have  sold  himself  to 
the  priests,  he  would  have  been  a  minister,  for  after  all  the 
great  Danton  did  steal.  Mirabeau  also  sold  himself. 
Napoleon  stole  millions  m  Italy,  otherwise  he  would  have 
been  stopped  short  in  his  career  by  poverty  like  Pichegru. 
Only  La  Fayette  refrained  from  stealing.  Ought  one  to  steal, 
ought  one  to  sell  oneself?"  thought  Julien.  This  questiori 
pulled  him  up  short.  He  passed  the  rest  of  the  night  in 
reading  the  history  of  the  revolution. 

When  he  wrote  his  letters  in  the  library  the  following  day, 
his  mind  was  still  concentrated  on  his  conversation  with  count 
Altamira. 

"As  a  matter  of  fact,"  he  said  to  himself  after  a  long 
reverie,  "  If  the  Spanish  Liberals  had  not  injured  their  nation 
by  crimes  they  would  not  have  l)een  cleared  out  as  easily  as 
they  were. 

"They  were  haughty,  talkative  children— ju.st  like  I  am!" 
he  suddetily  exclaimed  as  though  waking  up  with  a  start. 

"What  difficulty  have  I  surmounted  that  entitles  me  to 
judge  such  devils  who,  once  alive,  dared  to  l)egin  to  an.  I 
am  like  a  man  who  exclaims  at  the  close  of  a  meal,  '  I  won't 
dine  tomorrow;  but  that  won't  prevent  me  from  feeling  as 
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strong  and  merry  like  I  do  to-day.'  Who  knows  what  one 
feels  when  one  is  half-way  through  a  great  action  ?  " 

These  lofty  thoughts  were  disturbed  by  the  unexpected 
arrival  in  the  library  of  mademoiselle  de  la  Molf  He  was 
so  animated  by  his  admiration  for  the  great  qualities  of  such 
invincibles  as  Danton,  Mirabeau,  and  Carnot  that,  though  he 
fixed  his  eyes  on  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole,  he  neither  gave 
her  a  thought  nor  bowed  to  her,  and  scarcely  even  saw  her, 
When  finally  his  big,  ojjen  eyes  realized  her  presence,  their 
expression  vanished.  Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  noticed  it 
with  bitterness. 

It  was  in  vain  that  she  asked  him  for  Vely's  History  of 
France  which  was  on  the  highest  shelf,  and  thus  necessitated 
Julian  going  to  fetch  the  longer  of  the  two  ladders.  Julien 
had  brought  the  ladder  and  had  fetched  the  volume  and  given 
it  to  her,  but  had  not  yet  been  able  to  give  her  a  single  thought. 
As  he  was  taking  the  ladder  back  he  hit  in  his  hurry  one  of 
the  glass  panes  in  the  library  with  his  elbow ;  the  noise  of  the 
glass  falling  on  the  floor  finally  brought  him  to  himself.  He 
hastened  to  apologise  to  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole.  He 
tried  to  be  polite  and  was  certainly  nothing  more.  Mathilde 
saw  clearly  t.iat  she  had  disturbed  him,  and  that  he  would 
have  preferred  to  have  gone  on  thinking  about  what  he  had 
been  engrossed  in  before  her  arrival,  to  speaking  to  her. 
After  looking  at  him  for  some  time  she  went  slowly  away. 
Julien  watched  her  walk.  He  enjoyed  the  contrast  of  her 
present  dress  with  the  elegant  magnificence  of  the  previous 
night.  The  difference  between  the  two  expressions  was 
equally  striking.  The  young  girl  who  had  been  so  haughty  at 
the  Duke  de  Retz's  ball,  had,  at  the  present  moment,  an 
almost  plaintive  expression.  '*  As  a  matter  of  fact,"  said 
Julien  to  himself,  "  that  black  dress  makes  the  beauty  uf  her 
figure  all  the  more  striking.  She  has  a  queenly  carriage; 
but  why  is  she  in  mourning  ?  " 

♦'  If  I  ask  someone  the  reason  for  this  mourning,  they  will 
think  I  am  putting  my  foot  in  it  again."  Julien  had  now  quite 
emerged  from  the  depth  of  his  enthusiasm.  "  I  must  read  over 
again  all  the  letters  I  have  written  this  morning.  God  knovs 
how  many  missed  out  words  and  blunders  I  shall  find.  As 
he  was  forcing  himself  to  concentrate  his  mind  on  the  first 
of  these  letters  he  heard  the  rustle  of  a  silk  dress  near  him 
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He  suddenly  turned  round,  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  was  two 
yards  from  h.s  table,  she  was  smiling.  This  second 
mterruption  put  Julien  into  a  bad  tempen  Mathilde  Sad 
justfully  realized  that  she  meant  nothing  to  this  young  man 
Her  smile  was  intended  to  hide  her  embarrassmenf  sl"e 
succeeded  m  domg  so.  =a'"cm ,   bne 

"You  are  evidently  thinking  of  something  very  interesting 
Monsieur  Sorel  Is  it  not  some  curious  anecdote  about  S 
Z!r%  u'"^  'I  ••^*P°"^*ble  for  comte  Altamira  being  in 

ui  J  '  '"%*^*'  ''  ''  ^^°"^  I  «">  burning  to  know  I 
W.11  be  discreet,  I  swear  it."  She  was  astonished  athearing 
herself  utter  these  words.     What !  was  she  asking  a  favour  of 

Z^H^.o^^^t^-^   ''''-'-'^  -'  '''  '^'^^ 

"What  has  managed  to  turn  such  a  usually  cold   person 

proprtt"  '"'°  '"  '"'^"'"'^  ^'"«'  ^  ''•"^  °^  ^'^''^«'  Celo 

This  sharp  and  indiscreet  question  wounded  Juhen  deeolv 
and  rendered  him  madder  than  ever  oeepiy, 

in 'lllnrr."^*'"'"''""""^?"  he  said  to  her  brusqrr'v 
m  a  manner  that  grew  more  and  more  surly.      "Oueh?  i 
revolutionaries  of  Piedmont  and  of  Spa-n  to  have  injured  the 

and  all  the  orders  to  undeservmg  persons?  Would  not  he 
£7n  ^K^K  '^^'l^^'^^^'  have  feared  the  return  o  the 
K  .JS'i^''    ""^y  '°  ^^'^  *"°*«*1  *he  treasure  of  Turin  to 

Mathilde  felt  frightened,  was  unable  to  stand  his  look  and 
etreated  a  couples  of  paces.     She  looked  at  hin  a  mome 
and  then  ashamed  of  her  own  fear,  left  .he  library  with  alfgh; 
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CHAPTER  XL 

QUEEN     MARGUERITE 

I  ove  !   In  what  madness  do  you  not  manage  to  make  us  find  pleasure  ! 

Letters  of  a  Portuguese  Nun. 

JuLiEN  reread  his  letters.  "How  ridiculous  I  must  have 
appeared  in  the  eyes  of  that  Parisian  doll,"  he  said  to  himseli 
when  the  dinner-bell  rang.  "  How  foolish  to  have  really  told 
her  what  I  was  thinking  !  Perhaps  it  was  not  so  foolish. 
Telling  the  truth  on  that  occasion  was  worthy  of  me.  Why  did 
she  come  to  question  me  on  personal  matters?  That 
question  was  indiscreet  on  her  part.  She  broke  the  convention. 
My  thoughts  about  Danton  are  not  part  of  the  sacrifice 
which  her  father  pays  me  to  make." 

When  he  came  into  the  dining-room  Julien's  thoughts  were 
distracted  from  his  bad  temper  by  mademoiselle  de  la  Moles 
mourning  which  was  all  the  more  striking  because  none  of  the 
other  members  of  the  family  were  in  black. 

After  dinner  he  felt  completely  rid  of  the  feeling  which  had 
obsessed  him  all  day.  Fortunately  the  academician  who 
knew  Latin  was  at  dinner.  "  That's  the  man  who  will  make 
the  least  fun  of  me,"  said  Julien  to  himself,  "  if,  as  I  surmise,  my 
question  about  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's  mourning  is  in  bad 

taste." 

Mathildc  was  looking  at  him  with  a  singular  expression 
"  So  this  is  the  coquetry  of  the  women  of  this  part  of  the 
country,  just  as  madame  de  Renal  described  it  to  me,"  saic 
Julien  to  himself.  "  I  was  not  nice  to  her  this  morning.  1  d- 
not  humour  her  caprice  of  talking  to  me.  I  got  up  in  valw 
ill  her  uyes.     The  Devil  doubtless  is  no  loser  by  it. 

"  Later  on  her  haughty  disdain  will  manage  to  revenge !« 
self.     I  defy  her  to  do  her  worst.     What  a  contrast  with  *" 
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to  see  them  come  into  exis  ence     Th.  •  ^'f^'C'     ^  "^^^ 

her  heart  was  the  fear  of  hTchldVenT^^^^^^^^^^  ^'^  ^^^  '" 

able,  rutura.  feeling  to  me.  and  eve"  though  J  InZld  hTl 
I  found  It  charming.     I  have  been  n  fr.r.i       -l     •  f^  "^"^  '^ 

in  my  head  about  Paris  prevented  me  from  /^^  '^^^'  ^  ^"^ 
sublime  woman.  Prevented  me  from  appreciatmg  that 

"Great  God  what  a  contrast  and  what  do  T  fin^  k^     5  a  • , 
haughty  vanity  :  all  the  fine  shades  of  lounHeS       7  ^  '^"'^' 
nothing  more."  wounded  egotism  and 

They  got  up  from  table.     '<  I  must  nnt  ]^t  ,r.         j      . 
get  snapped  up,"  said  Julien  to  h^seir  He  wLTun'to'?" 
2S  they  were  pass  ng  into  the  earHpn  occ        7       "P  '°  ^"" 

submissiveness  and  sha  ed  in  hfs  fa?;fcf.     f  k"  *''  °^  ^^^ 
Hernani.  ^  ^^^'^  ^g*'"st  the  success  of 

JIf  only  we  were  still  in  the  days  of  /./,...  ^,  ,^;^,,..  ,^ 

"  Then  he  would  not  have  dared  "  pxria,™^^  *u 
with  a  gesture  worthy  of  T^lma     '  ^^'^'*""^^  ^^^  academician 

Julien  quoted  some  words  from  ViVffil'e  r^«.    • 
■0  a  (io-er  and  expressed  <he  opinioT  ,L'f?;»'" '"  '=f«="'^ 
to  .he  abbe  Delille's  verses.     In  a  wort   he   fl^,"'^'^".'' 

.h?!s=  ■SiScr'^'.Tp'po "  "r 

"  What !  you  belong  to  the  housp  ?  "  co!^  »i 
stopping  short.  "  and%ou   do  not  Low  h.    'r  t.^^C"'"**^''*" 

S:i::ft:ri^;^;s^£:^-^iaS^^ 

the  thirtieth  of  Apr  lT»  and  tScaH.m°'"'''  '^'"'-     '^^^^V  i« 
meaningly  at  jLn      Jutn  smifed  Sfh^^^^ 
expression  he  could  master      .'Wh:  '*'*'  '"°"  knowing 

between  ruling  a  hrsehold   «^       <=onnection  can  there  bS 

IST^hXi^'-" 
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round  *he  garden,"  said  the  academician  delighted  at  seeing 
an  opportunity  of  telling  a  long  and  well-turned  story. 

"  What !  is  it  really  possible  you  do  not  know  what  happened 
on  the  3otb  April,  iS74  ?" 

"And  where?"  said  Julien  in  astonishment. 
"  At  the  place  de  Gr^ve."  j    j- j      , 

Tulien  was  extremely  astonished  that  these  words  did  not 
supply  him  with  the  kev.     His  curiosity  and  his  expectation 
of  a  tragic  interest  which  would  be  in  such  harmony  with  his 
own  character  gave  his  eyes  that  brilliance  which  the  teller  of 
a  story  likes  to  see  so  much  in  the  person  who  is  listening  to 
him      The  academician  was  delighted  at  finding  a  vijgjn  ear, 
and  narrated  at  length  to  Julien  how  Boniface  de  la  Mole,  the 
handsomest  young  man  of  this  century  together  with  Annibal 
de  Coconasso,  his  friend,  a  gentleman  of  Piedmont,  had  been 
beheaded  on  the  30th  April,  1574.     La  Mole  was  the  adored 
lover  of  Queen  Marguerite  of  Navarre  and  "observe,    con- 
tinued the  academician,  "  that  mademoiselle  de  La  Moles  full 
name  is  Mathilde  Marguerite.     La  Mole  was  at  the  same  tuiie 
a  favourite  of  the  Duke  d'Alengon  and  the  mtimate  friend  ot 
his  mistress's  husband,  the  King  of  Navarre,  subsequently  Henri 
IV      On  Shrove  Tuesday  of  that  year  1574,  the  court  happened 
to  be  at  St.  Germain  with  the  poor  king  Charles  IX.  who  was 
dying      I^  Mole  wished  to   rescue  his  friends   the   princes, 
whom  Queen  Catherine  of  Medici  was  keeping  prisoner  in  her 
Court      He  advanced  two  hundred  cavalry  under  the  walls  ot 
St.   Germain ;  the  Duke  d'Alen9on   was  frightened   and  IJ 
Mole  was  thrown  to  the  executioner. 

•'  But  the  thing  which  affects  mademoiselle  Mathilde,  ana 
what  she  has  admitted  to  me  herself  seven  or  eight  years  ago 
when  she  was  twelve,  is  a  head!  a  head  !--and  the  acade 
mician  lifted  up  his  eyes  to  the  heavens.     What  struck  her 
this  political  catastrophe,  was  the  hiding  of  Queen  Mai guerit 
de  Navarre  in  a  house  in  the  nlace  de  Gr^ve  and  her  then 
asking  for  her  lover's  head.     At  midnight  on  the  following  da) 
she  took  that  head  in  her  carriage  and  went  and  buried  it  hei 
self  in  a  chapel  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  at  Montmartre. 
••  Impossible  ?  "  cried  Julien  really  moved. 
"  Mademoiselle  Mathilde  despises  her  brother  because  as  you 
sett  he  does  not  bother  one  whit  about  this  ancient  histor). 
and  never  wears  mourning  on  the  thirtieth  ot  Aynl.     U  is  siiw 
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the  time  of  this  celebrated  execution  and  in  ordor  to  recall  the 
intimate  friendship  of  La  Mole  for  the  said  Coconasso,  who 
Italian  that  he  was,  bore  the  name  of  Annibal  that  all  the  men 
of  that  family  bear  that  name.  And,"  added  the  academician 
lowering  his  voice,  "  this  Coconasso  was,  according  to  Charles 
IX.  himself,  one  of  the  cruellest  assassins  of  the  twenty-fourth 
August,  1572.  But  how  is  it  possible,  my  dear  Sore),  that  you 
should  be  ignorant  of  these  things— you  who  take  your  meals 
with  the  family." 

"  So  that  is  why  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  twice  called  her 
brother  Annibal  at  dinner.     I  thought  I  had  heard  wrong." 

"  It  was  a  reproach.  It  is  strange  that  the  marquise  should 
allow  such  follies.  The  husband  of  that  great  t^iri  will  have  a 
fine  time  of  it." 

This  remark  was  followed  by  five  or  six  satiric  phrases, 
juhen  was  shocked  by  the  joy  which  shone  in  the  academician's 
eyes.  "We  are  just  a  rouple  of  servants,"  he  thought, 
"engaged  in  talking  scandal  about  our  masters.  But  I  ought 
not  to  be  astonished  at  anything  this  academy  man  does." 

Julien  hjd  .surprised  him  on  his  knees  one  day  before  the 
marquise  de  la  Mole  ;  he  was  asking  her  for  a  tobacco  receiver- 
ship for  a  nephew  in  the  provinces.  In  the  evening  a  little 
chambermaid  of  mademoiselle  de  la  xMole,  who  was  paying 
court  to  Julien,  just  as  Eli.sa  had  used  to  do,  gave  him  to 
undemtand  that  her  mistress's  mourninn;  was  very  far  from 
being  worn  simply  to  attract  attention,  this  eccentricity  was 
rooted  in  her  character.  .She  really  lov^d  that  la  Mole,  the 
beloved  lover  of  the  most  wittv  queen  <S  the  century,  who  had 
died  through  trying  to  .set  his  friends  at  liberty— and  what 
tnends  !     The  first  prince  of  the  blood  and  Henri  IV. 

•Accustomed  as  he  had  been  to  the  perfect  naturalness 
which  shone  throughout  madame  de  Ri  nal's  whole  demeanour 
juhen  could  not  help  finding  all  the  women  of  Paris  affected, 
and,  though  by  no  means  of  a  morose  disposition,  found 
nothing  to  say  to  them.  Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  was  an 
exception. 

He  now  began  to  cease  taking  for  coldness  of  heart  that 
Kind  of  beauty  which  attaches  importance  to  a  noble  hearing. 
He  had   long  conver.sations    with  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole 
Who  would   sometimes   walk  with  him  in   the   garden   after 
dinner.      She  told  him  one  day  that  she  was  reading  the 
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History  of  D'Aubigne  and  also  Brant6me.  "  Strange  books 
to  read,"  thought  Julien ;  "  and  the  marquis  does  not  ?'low 
her  to  read  Walter  Scott's  novels  !  " 

She  told  him  one  day,  with  that  pleased  brilliancy  in  her 
eyes,  which  is  the  real  test  of  genuine  admiration,  about  a 
characteristic  act  of  a  young  woman  of  the  reign  of  Henry  III., 
which  she  had  just  read  in  the  memoirs  of  L'Etoile.  Finding 
her  husband  unfaithful  she  stabbed  him. 

Julien's  vanity  was  flattered.  A  person  who  was  surrounded 
by  so  much  homage,  and  who  governed  the  whole  house, 
according  to  the  academician,  deigned  to  talk  to  him  on  a 
footing  almost  resembling  friendship. 

"I  made  a  mistake,"  thought  Julien  soon  afterwards. 
"  This  is  not  familiarity,  I  am  simply  the  confidante  of  a 
tragedy,  she  needs  to  speak  to  someone.  I  pass  in  this  family 
for  a  man  of  learning.  I  will  go  and  read  Brantome, 
D'Aubigne,  L'l&toile.  I  shall  then  be  able  to  challenge  some 
of  the  anecdotes  which  madame  de  la  Mole  speaks  to  mc 
about.  I  want  to  leave  off  this  rOle  of  the  passive  confidante." 
His  conversations  with  this  young  girl,  whose  demeanour 
was  so  impressive  and  yet  so  easy,  gradually  became  more 
interesting.  He  forgot  his  grim  role  of  the  rebel  plebian. 
He  found  her  well-informed  and  even  logical.  Her  opinions 
in  the  gardens  were  very  different  to  those  which  she  owned 
to  in  the  salon.  Sometimes  she  exhibited  an  enthusiasm  and 
a  frankness  which  were  in  absolute  contrast  to  her  usual  cold 
haughtiness. 

"  The  wars  of  the  League  were  the  heroic  days  of  France, ' 
she  said  to  him  one  day,  with  eyes  shining  with  enthusiasm. 
"  Then  everyone  fought  to  gain  something  which  he  desired,  for 
the  sake  of  his  party's  triumph,  and  not  just  in  order  to  win  a 
cross  as  in  the  days  of  your  emperor.  Admit  that  there  was 
then  less  egotism  and  less  pettiness.     I  love  that  century." 

"  And  Boniface  de  la  Mole  was  the  hero  of  it,"  he  said  to 
her. 

"  At  least  he  was  loved  in  a  way  that  it  is  perhaps  sweet  to 
be  loved.  What  woman  alive  now  would  not  be  horrified  at 
touching  the  head  of  her  decapitated  lover  ?  " 

Madame  de  ia  Mole  called  her  daughter.  To  be  effective 
hypocrisy  ought  to  hide  itself,  yet  Julien  had  half  confided  his 
admiration  for  Napoleon  to  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole. 
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Julien  remained  alone  in  the  garden.  "  Thai  is  the  immense 
advantage  they  have  over  us,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  Their 
ancestors  lift  them  above  vulgar  sentiments,  and  they  have  not 
got  always  to  be  thinking  about  their  subsistence !  What 
misery,"  he  added  bitterly.  '« I  am  not  worthy  to  discuss 
these  great  matters.  My  life  is  nothing  more  than  a  .series  of 
hypocrisies  because  I  have  not  got  a  thousand  francs  a  year 
with  which  to  buy  my  bread  and  butter." 

Mathilde  came  running  back.  "What  are  you  dreaming 
about,  monsieur?"  she  said  to  him. 

Julien  was  tired  of  despising  himself.  Through  sheer  pride 
he  frankly  told  her  his  thoughts.  He  blushed  a  great  deal 
while  talking  to  such  a  person  about  his  own  poverty.  He 
tried  to  make  it  as  plain  as  he  could  that  he  was  not  asking 
for  anything.  Mathilde  never  thought  him  so  handsome ;  she 
detected  in  him  an  expression  of  frankness  and  sensitiveness 
which  he  often  lacked. 

Within  a  month  of  this  episode  Julien  was  pensively  walking 
in  the  garden  of  the  hotel ;  but  his  face  had  no  longer  the 
hardness  and  philosophic  superciliousness  which  the  chronic 
consciousness  of  his  inferior  position  had  used  to  write  upon 
S  it.  He  had  just  escorted  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  to  the 
door  of  the  salon.  She  said  she  had  hurt  her  foot  while  running 
with  her  brother. 

"She  leaned  on  my  arm  in  a  very  singular  way,"  said 
Julien  to  himself.  "  Am  I  a  coxcomb,  or  is  it  true  that  she 
has  taken  a  fancy  ^  me  ?  She  listens  to  me  so  gently,  even 
when  I  confess  to  her  all  the  sufferings  of  my  pride  !  She  too, 
who  is  so  haughty  to  everyone!  They  would  be  very 
astonished  in  the  salon  if  they  saw  that  expression  of  hers. 
It  is  quite  certain  that  she  does  not  show  anyone  else  such 
sweetness  and  goodness." 

Julien  endeavoured  not  to  exaggerate  this  singular  friend- 
ship. He  himself  compared  it  to  an  armed  truce.  When 
they  met  again  each  day,  they  almost  seemed  before  they 
took  up  the  almost  intimate  tone  of  -the  previous  day  to  ask 
themselves  "  are  we  going  to  be  friends  or  enemies  to-day  ?  " 
Juhen  had  realised  that  to  allow  himself  to  be  insulted  with 
impunity  even  once  by  this  haughty  girl  would  mean  the  loss 
of  everything.  "  If  I  have  got  to  quarrel  would  it  not  be 
better  that  it  should  be  straight  away  in  defending  the  rights 
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of  my  own  pride,  than  in  parrying  the  expressions  of  contempt 
which  would  follow  the  slightest  abandonment  of  my  duty 
to  my  own  self-respect  ?  " 

On  many  occasions,  on  days  when  she  was  in  a  bad  temper 
Mathilde,  tried  to  play  the  great  lady  with  him.  These 
attempts  were  extremely  r  ibtle,  but  Julien  rebuffed  them 
roughly. 

One  day  he  brusquely  interrupted  her.  "  Has  mademoiselle 
de  la  Mole  any  orders  to  give  her  father's  secretary  ?  "  he  said 
to  her.  "  If  so  he  must  listen  to  her  orders,  and  execute 
them,  but  apart  from  that  he  has  not  a  single  word  to  say  to 
her.     He  is  not  paid  to  tell  her  his  thoughts." 

This  kind  of  life,  together  with  the  singular  surmises  which 
it  occasioned,  dissipated  the  boredom  which  he  had  been 
accustomed  to  experience  in  that  magnificent  salon,  where 
everyone,  was  afraid,  and  where  any  kind  of  jest  was  in  bad 
form.  \J 

"  It  would  be  humonius  if  she  loved  me  but  whether  she 
lovfs  rne  or  not,"  went  on  Julien,  "  I  have  for  my  confidential 
frifciid  a  girl  of  spirit  before  whom  I  see  the  whole  household 
quake,  while  the  marquis  de  Croisenois  does  so  more  than 
anyone  else.  Yes,  to  be  sure,  tliat  same  young  man  who  is 
so  polite,  so  gentle,  and  so  brave,  and  who  has  combined  all 
those  advantages  of  birth  and  fortune  a  single  one  of  which 
would  put  my  heart  at  rest — he  is  madly  in  love  with  her, 
he  ought  to  marry  her.  How  many  letters  has  M.  de  la  Mole 
made  me  write  to  the  two  notaries  in  order  to  arrange  the 
contract  ?  And  I,  though  I  am  an  absolute  inferior  when  1 
have  my  pen  in  my  hand,  why,  I  triumph  over  that  young 
man  two  hours  afterwards  in  this  very  garden  ;  for,  after  all, 
her  preference  is  striking  and  direct.  Perhaps  she  hates  him 
because  she  sees  in  him  a  future  husband.  She  is  haughty 
enough  for  that.  As  for  her  kindness  to  me,  I  receive  it  in 
my  capacity  of  confidential  servant. 

"  But  no,  I  am  either  mad  or  she  is  making  advances  to  me ; 
the  colder  and  more  respectful  I  show  myself  to  her,  the  more 
she  runs  after  me.  It  may  be  a  deliberate  piece  of  affectation ; 
but  I  see  her  eyes  become  animated  when  I  appear  unex- 
pectedly. Can  the  women  of  Paris  manage  to  act  to  such  an 
extent.  What  does  it  matter  to  me  !  I  have  appearances  in 
my  favour,  let  us  enjoy  appearances.     Heavens,  how  beautiful 
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she  is  !  How  I  like  her  great  blue  eyes  when  I  see  them  at 
close  quarters,  and  they  look  at  me  in  the  way  they  often  do  ? 
What  a  difference  between  this  spring  and  that  of  last  year, 
when  I  lived  an  unhappy  life  among  three  hundred  dirty 
malicious  hypocrites,  and  only  kept  myself  afloat  through 
sheer  force  of  character,  I  was  almost  as  malicious  as  they 
were." 

"That  young  girl  is  making  fun  of  me,''  Julien  would  think 
in  his  suspicious  days.  "She  is  acting  in  concert  with  her 
brother  to  make  a  fool  of  me.  But  she  seems  to  have  an 
absolute  contempt  for  her  brother's  lack  of  energy.  He  is 
brave  and  that  is  all.  He  has  not  a  thought  which  dares  to 
deviate  from  the  conventional.  It  is  always  I  who  have  to 
lake  up  the  cudgels  in  his  defence.  A  young  girl  of  nineteen  ! 
Can  one  at  that  age  act  up  faithfully  every  second  of  the  day 
to  the  part  which  one  has  determined  to  play.  On  the  other 
hand  whenever  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  fixes  her  eyes  on  me 
with  a  singular  expression  comte  Norbert  always  goes  away. 
I  think  that  suspicious.  Ought  he  not  to  be  indignant  at  his 
sister  singling  out  a  servant  of  her  household  ?  For  that  is 
how  I  heard  the  Duke  de  Chaulnes  speak  about  me.  This 
recollection  cau.sed  anger  to  supersede  every  other  emotion. 
It  is  simply  a  fashion  for  old  fashioned  phraseology  on  the 
part  of  the  eccentric  duke  ?  " 

"Well,  she  is  pretty  !"  continued  Julien  with  a  tigerish  ex- 
pression, "  I  will  have  her,  I  will  then  go  away,  and  woe  to 
him  who  disturbs  me  in  my  flight." 

I'his  idea  became  Julien's  sole  preoccupation.  He  could 
not  think  of  anything  else.     His  days  passed  like  hours. 

Every  moment  when  he  fried  to  concentrate  on  some 
important  matter  his  mind  became  a  blank,  and  he  would 
wake  up  a  quarter  of  an  hour  afterwards  with  a  beating  heart 
and  an  anxious  mind,  brooding  over  this  idea  "does  she 
love  me  ?  " 
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I  admire  her  l)eauty  but  I  fear  her  intellect.— ifer/wA. 


If  Julien  had  employed  the  time  which  he  spent  in  exaggerat- 
ing Matilda's  beauty  or  in  working  himself  up  into  a  rage  against 
that  family  haughtiness  which  she  was  forgetting  for  his  sake 
in  examining  what  was  going  on  in  the  salon,  he  would  have 
understood  the  secret  of  her  dominion  over  all  that  surrounded 
her. 

When  anyone  displea  id  mademoiselle  de  La  Mole  she 
managed  to  punish  the  offender  by  a  jest  which  was  so  guarded, 
so  well  chosen,  so  polite  and  so  neatly  timed,  that  the  more 
the  victim  thought  about  it,  the  sorer  grew  the  wound.  She 
gradually  became  positively  terrible  to  wounded  vanity.  As 
she  attached  no  value  to  many  things  which  the  rest  of  her 
family  very  seriously  wanted,  she  always  struck  them  as  self- 
possessed.  The  salons  of  the  aristocracy  are  nice  enough  to 
brag  about  when  you  leave  them,  but  that  is  all ;  mere  polite 
ness  alone  only  counts  for  something  in  its  own  righi  (iuring 
the  first  few  days.  Julien  experienced  this  after  the  first 
fascination  and  the  first  astonishment  had  passed  off.  "  Polite 
ness,"  he  said  to  himself  "  is  nothing  but  the  absence  of  that 
bad  temper  which  would  be  occasioned  by  bad  manne-  ' 
Mathilde  was  frequently  bored ;  perhaps  she  would  hav.  bet"^ 
bored  anywhere.  She  then  found  a  real  distraction  .mn  rez 
pleasure  in  sharpening  an  epigram. 

It  was  perhaps  in  order  to  have  more  amusing  victims  than  te 
great  relations,  the  academician  and  the  five  or  six  othu  mc 
of  inferior  class  who  paid  her  court,  that  she  had  gi^'  ne:i 
couragement  to  the  marquis  de  Croisenois,  the  comte     ayfe 
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and  two  or  three  other  young  men  of  the  highest  rank.     They 
simply  represented  new  subjects  for  epigrams. 

We  will  admit  with  reluctance,  for  we  are  fond  of  Mathilde, 
that  r.ie  had  received  many  letters  from  several  of  them  and 
had  sometimes  answered  them.  We  hasten  to  add  that  this 
person  constitutes  an  exception  to  the  manners  of  the  century. 
Lack  of  prudence  is  not  generally  the  fault  with  which  the 
I  pupils  of  the  noble  convent  of  the  Sacred  Heart  can  be 
<    reproached. 

One  day  the  marquis  de  Croisenois  returned  to  Mathilde  a 
fairly  compromising  letter  which  she  had  written  the  previous 
night.  He  thought  that  he  was  thereby  advancing  his  cause  a 
great  deal  by  taking  this  highly  prudent  step.  But  the  very 
imprudence  of  her  correspondence  was  the  very  element  in  it 
Mathilde  liked.  Her  pleasure  was  to  stake  her  fate.  She  did 
not  speak  to  him  again  for  six  weeks. 

She  amused  herself  with  the  letters  of  these  young  men, 
but  in  her  view  they  were  all  like  each  other.  It  was  invari- 
ably a  case  of  the  most  profound,  the  most  melancholy, 
passion. 

"  'I'hey  all  represent  the  same  perfect  man,  ready  to  leave 
for  Palestine,"  she  exclaimed  to  her  cousin.  "Can  you  con- 
ceive of  anything  more  insipid  ?  So  these  are  the  letters  I  am 
going  to  receive  all  my  life!  There  can  only  be  a  change 
every  twenty  years  according  to  the  kind  of  vogue  which 
happens  to  be  fashionable.  They  must  have  had  more 
I  colour  m  them  in  the  days  of  the  Empire.  In  those  days  all 
these  young  society  men  had  seen  or  accomplished  feats  which 

reaily  had  an  element  of  greatness.     The  Duke  of  N my 

im-  )e  w*5  at  Waizram." 

•  Wtei  braitr-  do  you  need  to  deal  a  sabre   blow?      And 

wkr    ■»'    ha-se    had   the    !uck   to  do  that   they  talk    of  it 

«Kr       5a:,2   mademoiselle  de  Sainte-Heredite,  Mathilde's 

•*  Well  --ts5e  rales  give  me  pleasure.  Being  in  a  real  battle, 
i  tajtif  a  S^j»ieon,  where  six  thousand  soldiers  were  killed, 
"^m-  tnar  ;woof  of  courage.  Exposing  one's  self  to  danger 
i;?Tatej,  HEi  soai  anJ  saves  it  from  the  boredom  in  which  my 
■MjraaatsreTs  seem  to  be  sunk ;  and  that  boredom  is  contagious. 
^t2  gt  tacTB  ever  thought  of  doing  anything  extraordinary  ? 

iffiT  are  tryma,  to  win  my  hand,  a  pretty  business  to  be  sure  ! 
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I  am  rich  and  my  father  will  procure  advancement  for  his  son- 
in-law.  Well !  I  hope  he'll  manage  to  find  someone  who  is  a 
little  hit  amusing." 

Mathilde's  keen,  s^  rp  md  picturesque  view  of  life  spoilt  her 
language  as  one  sees,  ^n  expression  of  hers  would  often 
constitute  a  blemish  in  the  eyes  of  her  polished  friends.  If 
she  had  been  less  fashionable  they  would  almost  have  owned 
that  her  manner  of  speaking  was,  from  the  standpoint  of 
feminine  delicacy,  to  some  extent  unduly  coloured. 

She,  on  her  side,  was  very  unjust  towards  the  handsome 
cavaliers  who  fill  the  Bois  de  Boulogne.  She  envisaged  the 
future  not  with  terror,  that  would  have  been  a  vivid  emotion, 
but  with  a  disgust  which  was  very  rare  at  her  age. 

What  could  she  desire  ?  Fortune,  good  birth,  wit,  beauty, 
according  to  what  the  world  said,  and  according  to  what  she 
believed,  all  these  things  had  been  lavished  upon  her  by  the 
hands  of  chance. 

So  this  was  the  state  of  mind  of  the  most  envied  heiress 
of  the  faubourj;  .Saint(»ermain  when  she  began  to  find 
pleasure  in  walkii^g  with  Juiien.  .She  was  astonished  at  his 
pride ;  she  admired  the  ability  of  the  little  bourgeois.  "  Ho 
will  manage  to  get  made  a  bishop  like  the  abbe  Mouray,"  she 
said  to  herself. 

Soon  the  sincere  and  unaffected  opposition  with  which  cur 
hero  received  several  of  her  ideas  filled  her  mind ;  she  con 
tinued  to  think  about  it,  she  told  her  friend  the  slightest 
details  of  the  conversation,  but  thought  that  she  would  never 
succeed  in  fully  rendering  all  their  meaning. 

An  idea  suddenly  flashed  across  her  ;  "  I  have  the  happi 
ness  of  loving,"  she  said  to  herself  one  day  with  nn  incredible 
ecstasy  of  joy.  "1  am  in  love,  I  am  in  love,  it  is  clear! 
Where  can  a  young,  witty  and  beautiful  girl  of  my  own  age 
find  sensations  if  not  in  love?  It  is  no  good.  I  shall  never 
feel  any  love  for  Croisenois,  (!aylus,  and  tutti  quattti.  They 
are  unim^ieachable,  perhaps  too  unimpeachable  ;  any  way  lliey 
bore  me." 

She  rehejirsed  in  hor  mind  all  the  descriptions  of  imssion 
which  she  had  read  in  Mnnoii  fA-scnut,  the  NouivUv  llehiu. 
the  Letters  of  a  Portttgucsi'  Nun^  etc..  etc.  It  was  only  a 
(juestion  of  course  of  the  grand  passion  ;  light  love  was  un 
worthy  of  a  girl  of  her  age  and  birth.      She  vouch.safed  the 
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name  of  love  to  that  heroic  sentiment  which  was  met  with  in 
France  in  the  time  of  Henri  III.  and  Bassompierre.  That 
love  did  not  basely  yield  to  obstacles,  but,  far  from  it,  inspired 
great  deeds.  "  How  unfortunate  for  me  that  there  is  not  a 
real  court  like  that  of  Catherine  de  Medicis  or  of  Louis  XIII. 
I  feel  equal  to  the  boldest  and  greatest  actions.  What  would 
I  not  make  of  a  king  who  was  a  man  of  spirit  like  Louis  XIII. 
if  he  were  sighing  at  my  feet !  I  would  take  him  to  the 
Vendee,  as  the  Baron  de  Tolly  is  so  fond  of  saying,  and 
from  that  base  he  would  re-conquer  his  kingdom;  then  no 
more  about  a  charter — and  Julien  would  help  me.  What 
does  he  lack?  name  and  fortune.  He  will  make  a  name, 
he  will  win  a  fortune. 

"Croisenois  lacks  nothing,  and  he  will  never  be  anything 
else  all  his  life  but  a  duke  who  is  half  'ultra'  and  half 
Liberal,  an  undecided  being  who  never  goes  to  extremes  and 
consequently  always  plays  second  fiddle. 

"  What  great  action  is  not  an  extreme  at  the  moment  when 
it  is  undertaken?  It  is  only  after  accomplishment  that  it 
seems  possible  to  commonplace  individuals.  Yes,  it  is  love 
with  all  its  miracles  which  is  going  to  reign  over  my  heai  t ;  I 
feel  as  much  from  the  fire  which  is  thrilling  me.  Heaven 
owed  me  this  boon.  It  will  not  then  have  lavished  in  vain 
all  its  bounties  on  one  single  person.  My  happiness  will  be 
worthy  of  me.  Each  day  will  no  longer  be  the  cold  repKca 
of  the  day  before.  There  is  grandeur  and  audacity  in  the 
very  fact  of  daring  to  love  a  man,  placed  so  far  beneath  me 
by  his  social  position.  Let  us  see  what  happens,  will  he 
he  continue  to  deserve  me  ?  I  will  abandon  him  at  the  first 
si|{n  of  weakness  which  I  detect.  A  girl  of  my  birth  and  of 
that  mediaeval  temperament  which  they  are  good  enough  to 
ascribe  to  me  (she  was  quoting  from  her  father)  must  not 
behave  like  a  fool." 

"  But  should  I  not  be  behaving  like  a  fool  if  I  were  to  love 
the  marquis  de  Croisenois?  I  should  simply  have  a  new 
edition  over  again  of  that  happiness  enjoyed  by  my  girl 
cousins  which  I  so  utterly  despise.  I  already  know  everything 
the  poor  marquis  would  say  to  me  and  every  answer  I  should 
mafef  What's  the  good  of  a  love  whirh  makes  ont*  yawn  ? 
One  miKht  as  well  be  in  a  nunnery.  I  shall  have  a  celebration 
oi   the   signing   uf  a    cuiitiacl  just    like    my  yuuiiger  cousin 
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when  the  grandparents  all  break  down,  provided  of  course 
that  they  are  not  annoyed  by  some  condition  introduced 
into  the  contract  at  the  eleventh  hour  by  the  notary  on  the 
other  side." 


CHAPTER   XLII 

IS   HE   A   DANTON? 


The  need  of  anxiety.  These  words  summed  up  the  character 
of  my  aunt,  the  beautiful  Marguerite  de  Valois,  who  was  soon  to 
marry  the  King  of  Navarre  whom  we  see  reigning;  at  preHent  in 
France  under  tlie  name  of  Ilenri  IV.  The  need  of  staking  some- 
thing was  the  key  to  the  character  of  this  charming  princess ; 
hence  her  quarrels  and  her  reconciliations  with  her  brothers  from 
the  time  when  she  was  sixteen.  Now,  what  can  a  young  girl 
stake?  The  most  precious  thing  she  has:  her  '^putation,  the 
esteem  of  a  lifetime. 

Memoirs  oft  lit  Dukt  tfAngoulfme 
the  natural  son  of  Charles  IX. 

"There  is  no  contract  to  sign  for  Julien  and  me,  there  is 
no  notary;  everything  is  on  the  heroic  plane,  everything  is 
the  child  of  chance.  Apart  from  the  noble  birth  which  he 
lacks,  it  is  the  love  of  Marguerite  de  Valois  for  the  young  La 
Mole,  the  most  distinguished  man  of  the  time,  over  again. 
Is  it  my  fault  that  the  young  men  of  the  court  are  such  great 
advocates  of  the  conventional,  and  turn  pale  at  the  mere  idea 
of  the  slightest  adventure  which  is  a  little  out  of  the  ordinary  ? 
A  little  journey  In  Greece  or  Africa  represents  the  highest 
pitch  of  their  audacity,  and  moreover  they  can  only  march  in 
troops.  As  soon  as  they  find  themselves  alone  they  are 
frightened,  not  of  the  Bedouin's  lance,  but  of  ridicule  and  that 
fear  makes  them  mad. 

"  My  little  Julien  on  the  other  hand  only  likes  to  act  alone. 
This  unique  person  never  thinks  for  a  minute  of  seeking 
help  or  support  in  others  I  He  despises  others,  and  that  is 
why  I  do  not  despise  him. 

"  If  Julien  were  noble  as  well  as  poor,  my  love  would  simply 
be  a  vulgar  piece  of  stupidity,  a  sheer  mesalliance ;  I  would 
have  nothing  to  do  with  it ;  ii  would  be  absoiuiciy  devoid 
of  the  characteristic  traits  of  grand  passion — the  immensity 
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of  the  difficulty  to  be  overcome  and  the  black  uncertainty  of 
the  result." 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  was  so  engrossed  in  these  pretty 
arguments  that  without  realising  what  she  was  doing,  she 
praised  Julien  to  the  marquis  de  Croisenois  and  her  brother 
on  the  following  day.  Her  eloquence  went  so  far  that  it 
provoked  them. 

"  You  be  careful  of  this  young  man  who  has  so  much 
energy,"  exclaimed  her  brother ;  "  if  we  have  another  revolu- 
tion he  will  have  us  all  guillotined." 

She  was  careful  not  to  answer,  but  hastened  to  rally  her 
brother  and  the  marquis  de  Croisenois  on  the  apprehension 
which  energy  caused  them.  "  It  is  at  bottom  simply  the  fear 
of  meeting  the  unexpected,  the  fear  of  being  non-plussed  in 
the  presence  of  the  unexpected — " 

"  Always,  always,  gentlemen,  the  fear  of  ridicule,  a  monster 
which  had  the  misfortune  to  die  in  1816." 

"  Ridicule  has  ceased  to  exist  in  a  country  where  there  are 
two  parties,"  M.  de  la  Mole  was  fond  of  saying, 

His  daughter  had  understood  the  idea. 

"  So,  gentlemen,"  she  would  say  to  Julien's  enemies,  "  you 
will  be  frightened  all  your  life  and  you  will  be  told  afterwards, 

Ce  n'^tait pas  uu  loup,  ce  tien  Hait  que  FeiHhre." 

Matilde  soon  left  them.  Her  brother's  words  horrified  her; 
they  occasioned  her  much  anxiety,  but  the  day  afterwards  she 
regarded  them  as  tantamount  to  the  highest  praise. 

"  His  energy  frightens  them  in  this  age  where  all  energy  is 
defti,  I  will  tell  him  my  brother's' phrase.  1  want  to  see 
what  answer  he  will  make.  But  I  will  choose  one  of  the 
moments  when  his  eyes  are  shining.  Then  he  will  not  be 
able  to  lie  to  me.     „. ^_ 

"  He  must  be  a  Dantonll  she  added  after  a  long  and 
vague  reverie.  Well,  suppose  the  revolution  begins  again, 
what  figures  will  Croisenois  and  my  brother  cut  then  ?  It  b 
settled  in  advance :  Sublime  resignation.  They  will  be 
heroic  sheep  who  will  allow  their  throats  to  be  cut  without 
saying  a  word.  Their  one  fear  when  they  die  will  still  be 
the  fear  of  being  bad  form.  If  a  Jacobin  came  to  arrest  my 
little  julien  he  would  blow  his  brains  out,  however  small  1 
chance  ho  had  of  escaping.  He  is  not  frightened  ul  doin^ 
anything  ia  bud  iurm.' 
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These  last  words  made  her  pensive;  they  recalled  painful 
memories  and  deprived  her  of  all  her  boldness.  These  words 
remmded  her  of  the  jests  of  MM.  de  Caylus,  Croisenois,  de 
Luz  and  her  brother;  these  gentlemen  joined  in  censurinc 
JuUen  for  his  priestly  demeanour,  which  they  said  was  humble 
and  hypocritical. 

•  "  ult"  ^^^  T*"*  °"  ''"^'^^"•y  with  her  eyes  gleaming  with 
joy,  "the  very  bitterness  and  the  very  frequency  of  their  iests 
prove  in  spite  of  themselves  that  he  is  the  most  distinguished 
man  whom  we  have  seen  this  winter.  What  matter  his  defects 
and  the  things  which  they  make  fun  of?  He  has  the  element 
of  greatness  and  they  are  shocked  by  it.  Yes,  they,  the  very 
men  who  are  so  good  and  so  charitable  in  other  matters. 
It  u  a  fact  that  he  is  poor  and  that  he  has  studied  in  order  to 
be  a  pnest ;  they  are  the  heads  of  a  squadron  and  never  had 
any  need  of  studying  ;  they  found  it  less  trouble. 

"In  spite  of  all  the  handicap  of  his  everlasting  black  suit  and 
of  that  pnestly  expression  which  he  must  wear,  poor  boy.  if  he 
isnt  to  die  of  hunger,  his  merit  frightens  them,  nothing  could 
be  clearer.     And  as  for  that  priest-like  expression,  why  he  no 
longer  has  it  after  we  have   been  alone  for  some  moments, 
and  after  thtwe  gentlemen  have  evolved  what  they  imagine 
Ly    if»        1^  T*?."^    impromptu    epigram,    is    not    their 
finst  look  towards  Julien  ?     I  have  often  noticed  it.     And  vet 
they  know  well  that  he  never  speaks  to   them   unless  he   is 
questioned.     I  am  the  only  one  whom  he  speaks  to.     He  thinks 
I  have  a  lofty  soul      He  only  answers  the  points  they  raise 
ufficiently  to  be  polite.     He  immediately  reverts  into  respect- 
fulness.    But  with  me  he  will  discuss  things  for  whole  hours 
he  is  not  certain  of  his  ideas  so  long  as  I  find  the  slightest 

S  !l".u°  '''^"'-  "^^"^  *'*''  "°^  ^"^  »  ""gie  rifle-shot 
fired  all  this  winter ;  words  have  been  the  only  means  of 
attracting  attention.  Well,  my  father,  who  is  a  superior  man 
and  will  carry  the  fortunes  of  our  house  very  far,  respects 
Juhen  Every  one  else  hates  him,  no  one  despises  him 
except  my  mother's  devout  friends." 

The  Comte  de  Caylus  had  or  pretended  to  have  a  great 
passion  for  horses;  he  passed  his  life  in  his  s.     'es  and  oOen 

ofT.'."!  u '''*•  '^''"  8'5*^  Passion,  together  ith  his  habit 
01  n«er  laughing,  won  for  him  much  respect  among  his  friends  : 
ie  was  the  eagle  of  the  little  circle. 
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As  soon  as  they  had  reassembled  the  following  day  behind 
madame  de  la  Mole's  armchair,  M.  de  Caylus,  supported  by 
Croisenois  and  by  Norbert,  began  in  Julien's  absence  to 
attack  sharply  the  high  opinion  which  Mathilde  entertained 
for  lulicn.  He  did  this  without  any  provocation,  and  almost 
the  "very  minute  that  he  caught  sight  of  mademeiselle  de  la 
Mole.     She  tumbled  to   the  subtlety  immediately  and  was 

delighted  with  it.  ,         ■, 

"So  there  they  are  all  leagued  together,  she  said  to 
herself,  "  against  a  man  of  genius  who  has  not  ten  louis  a  year 
to  bless  himself  with  and  who  cannot  answer  them  except  in 
so  far  as  he  is  questioned.  They  are  frightened  of  him,  black 
coat  and  all.  But  how  would  things  stand  if  he  had  epaulettes  ?" 
She  had  never  been  more  brilliant,  hardly  had  Caylus  and 
his  allies  opened  their  attack  than  she  riddled  them  with 
sarcastic  jests.  When  the  fire  of  these  brilliant  officers  was 
at  length  extinguished  she  said  to  M.  de  Caylus. 

"  Suppose  that  some  gentleman  in  the  Franche-Comte 
mountains  finds  out  to-morrow  that  Julien  is  his  natural  son 
and  gives  him  a  name  and  some  thousands  of  francs,  why  in 
six  months  he  will  be  an  officer  of  hussars  like  you,  gentlemen, 
in  six  weeks  he  will  have  moustaches  like  you  gentlemen. 
And  then  his  greatness  of  character  will  no  longer  be  an  object 
of  ridicule.  1  shall  then  see  you  reduced,  monsieur  the 
future  duke,  to  this  stale  and  bad  argument,  the  superiority 
of  the  court  nobility  over  the  provincial  nobility.  But  where 
will  you  be  if  I  choose  to  push  you  to  extremities  and  am 
mischievous  enough  to  make  Julien's  father  a  Spanish  duke, 
who  was  a  prisoner  of  war  at  Besanqon  in  the  time  of  Napoleon, 
and  who  out  of  conscientious  scruples  acknowledges  him  on 
his  death  bed  ?  "  M  M.  de  Caylus,  and  de  Croisenois  found  all 
these  assumptions  of  illegitimacy  in  rather  bad  taste.  That 
was  all  they  saw  in  Mathilde's  reasoning. 

His  sister's  words  were  so  clear  that  Norbert,  in  spite  of  his 
submissiveness,  assumed  a  solemn  air,  which  one  must  admit 
did  not  harmonise  very  well  with  his  amiable,  smiling  face 
He  ventured  to  say  a  few  words. 

"  Are  YOU  ill  ?  my  dear, "  answered  Mathilde  with  a  littlf 
air  of  seriousness.  "  You  must  be  very  bad  to  answer  jests 
by  moralizing." 

"  Moralizing  from  you  !    Are  you  soliciting  a  job  as  prefect 
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Mathilde  soon  forgot  the  irritation  of  the  comte  de  Cavlus 
the  bad  temper  of  Norbert,  and  the  taciturn  deTpair  of  M  de 
Cro.  eno,s      She  had  to  decide  one  way  or  the  o  her  a  fita! 
question  wh.ch  had  just  seized  upon  her  soul 

",1  ".k"  ""''^.'^  ':"°"8h  with  me,"  she  said  to  herself 
"a  man  at  h,s  age,  m  a  inferior  position,  and  rendered  uSdv 
as  he  .s  by  an  extraordinary  amhtion    must  have  need  of  ^ 

of7ov"e   nt  \^r,.P-»^.^P«  ^'-^  Wend,  but  I^ee  no  sign 

01  love  m   him      lakmg   mto  account  the  audacity  of  his 

character  he  would  surely  have  spoken  to  me  about  Llbve" 

This  uncertamty  and  this   discussion   with    her  elf  which 

Tun  wnicn  she  found  new  arguments  each  time  that   Tulien 

^alSildehad  not  escaped  the  deadly  influence  of  this  idea 
Ho.ever  ,nte  l.gent  one  may  be,  one  cannot   at  the  a„  of 
ten  be  on  one's  guard  against  the  flatteries  of  a  whoeroXnf 
rtich  are  apparently  so  well  founded.  convent, 

from  the  moment  that  she  had  decided  that  she  lovert 

y  iv  r  h"? '°"«';  i^""-  ^"^  "ng".tuiat:5\S 

g-an^passion  "  "Vht*"""-'''  '''="''"'  '°  ^"""18=    in 
cu.  .k       P^"^'""-  I  his  amusement     s   very   danpproii.: " 

WnrtheTestCrof'''"?^''  "f '-S-ishing  in  bot^dom 
..4    UavrallL-S   :LZ  t^  'lint  y^SS  .'a7mfr  '° 
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increased  frieidity  in  the  manner  of  comte  Norbert,  and  a 
STouch  of  hauWness  in  the  manner  of  MM.  de  Caylus.de 
Luz  and  de  Croifenois.  He  was  accustomed  to  that^  He 
would  sometimes  be  their  victim  in  this  way  at  the  end 
of  an  evening  when,  in  view  of  the  position  he  occupied,  h 
had  bSn  unduly  brilliant.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  especial 
telco^e  wUh  which  Mathilde  would  greet  h.m.  and  the 
Tu rSy  with  which  all  this  society  inspired  him,  he  would 
havo  avoided  following  these  brilliant  moustachioed  young 
men  into  the  garden,  when  they  accompamed  madamoiselle 
de  La  Mole  there,  in  the  hour  after  dinner. 

'•YeT-'Tulien  would  say  to  himself,   "it  is  impossible  for 
me  to  deceWe  myself,  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  looks  at  me 
^  a  verTs  ng^^^^^  way.     But  even  when  her  fine  blue  open 
eves  ar/fixed^n  me.  wide   open  with  the  most  abandon, 
afwavs  detect  behind    them  an    element  of  scrutiny,    sel 
pSsion  and  malice.    Is  it  possible ,^att^^^^^  ^e  love' 

But  how  different  to  madame  de  Renal  s  looks ! 

One  evening  after  dinner  Julien.  who  had  followed  Me 
La  Mole  "ntf  his  study,  was  rapidly  wa  kmg  back  to  the 
eiden  He  approached  Mathilde's  circle  without  any  wam.n  , 
Ka  Leht  some  words  pronounced  in  a  very  loud  voice. 
sSe  wT^Lng  her  brother^  Julien  heard  his  name  distinctly 
hbe  was  ieasin||  i  -ooeared.    There  was  immediately  a 

roSd^lie^cTand^Sr^^^^^^  were  made  to  dissi^« 
r  Mademoiselle  de  La   Mole  and   her   brother   were  t^ 
animated  to  find   another   topic   of  conversation.     MM. 
Mus  de  Croisenois.  de  Luz.  and  one  of  their  friends,  mam 
fesied  kn  icy  coldness  to  Julien.     He  went  away. 
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A    PLOT 

Disconnected  remarks,  casual  meetings,  become  transformed  in 
the  eyes  of  an  imaginative  man  into  the  most  convincing  nroofs, 
if  he  lias  any  fne  in  his  tempeiament.— i'tvi/VArr. 

The  following  day  he  again  caught  Norbert  and  his  sister 
talking  about  him.  A  funereal  silence  was  established  on  his 
arrival  as  on  the  previous  day.  His  suspicions  were  now  un- 
bounded. "  Can  these  charming  young  people  have  started  to 
make  fun  of  me  ?  I  must  own  this  is  much  more  probable, 
much  more  natural  than  any  suggested  passion  on  the  part  of 
madamoiselle  de  La  Mole  for  a  poor  devil  of  a  secretary.  In 
the  first  place,  have  those  people  got  any  passions  at  all  ? 
Mystification  is  their  strong  point.  They  are  jealous  of  mj 
poor  little  superiority  in  speaking.  Being  jealous  again  is  one 
of  their  weaknesses.  On  that  basis  everything  is  explicable. 
Mademoiselle  de  La  Mole  simply  wants  to  persuade  me  that 
she  is  marking  me  out  for  special  favour  in  order  to  show  me 
off  to  her  betrothed  ?  " 

This  cruel  suspicion  completely  changed  Julien's  psycholo- 
gical condition.  The  idea  found  in  his  heart  a  budding  love 
which  it  had  no  difficulty  in  destroying.  This  love  was  only 
founded  on  Mathilde's  rare  beauty,  or  rather  on  her  queenly 
manners  and  her  admirable  dresses.  Julien  was  still  a  parvenu 
m  this  respect.  We  are  assured  that  there  is  nothing 
equal  to  a  pretty  society  women  for  dazzling  a  peasant  who  is 
at  the  same  time  a  man  of  intellect,  when  he  is  admitted  to 
first  class  society.  It  had  not  been  Mathilde's  character 
which  had  given  Julien  food  for  dreams  in  the  days  that  had 
just  passed.  He  had  sufficient  sense  to  realise  that  he  knew 
nothing  about  her  character.  All  he  saw  of  it  might  be  merely 
superficial. 
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For  instance,  Mathilde  would  not  have  missed  mass  on 
Sunday  for  anything  in  the  world.  She  accompanied  her 
mother  there  nearly  every  time.  If  when  in  the  salon  of  the 
hotel  de  La  Mole  some  indiscreet  man  forgot  where  he  was, 
and  indulged  in  the  remotest  allusion  to  any  jest  against  the 
real  or  supposed  interests  of  Church  or  State,  Mathilde 
immediately  assumed  an  icy  seriousness.  Her  previously  arch 
expression  re-assumed  all  the  impassive  haughtiness  of  an  old 
family  portrait. 

But  Julien  had  assured  himself  that  she  always  had  one  or 
two  of  Voltaire's  most  philosophic  volumes  in  her  room.  He 
himself  would  often  steal  some  tomes  of  that  fine  edition 
which  was  so  magnificently  bound.  By  moving  each  volume 
a  little  distance  from  the  one  next  to  it  he  managed  to  hide 
the  absence  of  the  one  he  took  away,  but  he  soon  noticed 
that  someone  else  was  reading  Voltaire.  He  had  recourse  to 
a  trick  worthy  of  the  seminary  and  placed  some  pieces  of  hair 
on  those  volumes  which  he  thought  were  likely  to  interest 
mademoiselle  de  La  Mole.  They  disappeared  for  whole 
weeks. 

M.  de  La  Mole  had  lost  patience  with  his  bookseller,  who 
always  sent  him  all  the  spurious  memoirs,  and  had  instructed 
J  ulien  to  buy  all  the  new  books,  which  were  at  all  stimulating. 
But  in  order  to  prevent  the  poison  spreading  over  the  house- 
hold, the  secretary  was  ordered  to  place  the  books  in  a  little 
book-case  that  stood  in  the  marquis's  own  room.  He  was 
soon  quite  certain  that  although  the  new  books  were  hostile  to 
the  interests  of  both  State  ard  Church,  they  very  quickly  dis 
appeared.     It  was  certainly  not  Norbert  who  read  them. 

Julien  attached  undue  importance  to  this  discovery,  and 
attributed  to  mademoiselle  de  La  Mole  a  Macchiavellian  role. 
This  seeming  depravity  constituted  a  charm  in  his  eyes,  the 
one  moral  charm,  in  fact,  which  she  possessed.  He  was  led 
into  this  extravagance  by  his  boredom  with  hypocrisy  and 
moral  platitudes. 

It  was  more  a  case  of  his  exciting  his  own  imagination  than 
of  his  being  swept  away  by  his  love. 

It  was  only  after  ho  had  abandoned  himself  to  reveries 
about  the  elegance  of  mademoiselle  de  I^  Mole's  figure,  the 
excellent  taste  of  her  dress,  the  whiteness  of  her  hand,  the 
beauty  of  her  arm,  the  disinvolturu  of  all  her  movements,  that 
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he  began  to  find  himself  in  love.  Then  in  order  to  complete 
the  charm  he  thought  her  a  Catherine  de  Medicis.  Nothing 
was  too  deep  or  too  criminal  for  the  character  which  he  as- 
cribed to  her.  She  was  the  ideal  of  the  Maslons,  the  Frilairs, 
and  the  Castaii^es  whom  he  had  admired  so  much  in  his 
youth.    To^put  it  shortly,  she  represented  in  his  eyes  the  P^s 

id^I,^-  •    -         

"  Could  anything  possibly  be  more  humorous  than  believing 
in  the  depth  or  in  the  depravity  of  the  Parisian  character  ? 

It  is  impossible  that  this  trio  is  making  fun  of  me  thought 
Julien.  The  reader  knows  little  of  his  character  if  he  has  not 
begun  already  to  imagine  his  cold  and  gloomy  expression  when 
he  answered  Mathilde's  looks.  A  bitter  irony  rebuffed  those 
assurances  of  friendship  which  the  astonished  mademoiselle  de 
I^  Mole  ventured  to  hazard  on  two  or  three  occasions. 

Piqued  by  this  sudden  eccentricity,  the  heart  of  this  young 
girl,  though  naturally  cold,  bored  and  intellectual,  became  as 
impassioned  as  it  was  naturally  capable  of  being.  But  there 
was  also  a  large  element  of  pride  in  Mathilde's  character,  and 
the  birth  of  a  sentiment  which  made  all  her  happiness  de- 
pendent on  another,  was  accompanied  by  a  gloomy  melancholy. 

Julien  had  derived  sufficient  advantage  from  his  stay  in 
Paris  to  appreciate  that  this  was  not  the  frigid  melancholy  of 
ennui.  Instead  of  being  keen  as  she  had  been  on  at-homes, 
theatres,  and  all  kinds  of  distractions,  she  now  shunned  them. 

Music  sung  by  Frenchmen  bored  Mathilde  to  death,  yet 
Julien,  who  always  made  a  point  of  being  present  when  the 
audience  came  out  of  the  Opera,  noticed  that  she  made  a 
point  of  getting  taken  there  as  often  as  she  could.  He  thought 
he  noticed  that  she  had  lost  a  little  of  that  brilliant  neatness  of 
touch  which  used  to  be  manifest  in  everything  she  did.  She 
would  sometimes  answer  her  friends  with  jests  rendered 
positively  outrageous  through  the  sheer  force  of  their  stinging 
energy.  He  thought  that  she  made  a  special  butt  of  the 
marquis  de  Croisenois.  That  young  man  must  be  desperately 
in  love  with  money  not  to  give  the  go-by  to  that  girl,  however 
nch  she  may  be,  thought  Julien.  And  as  for  himself,  indignant 
at  these  outrages  on  masculine  self-respect,  he  redoubled  his 
frigidity  towards  her.  Sometimes  he  went  so  far  as  to  answer 
her  with  scant  courtesy. 

In  spite  of  his   resolution   not   to   become   the   dupe   of 
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Mathilde's  signs  of  interest,  these  manifestations  were  so 
palpable  on  certain  days,  and  Julien,  whose  eyes  were  be- 
ginning to  be  opened,  began  to  find  her  so  pretty,  that  he 
was  sometimes  embarrassed. 

"  These  young  people  of  society  will  score  in  th^i  long  run 
by  their  skill  and  their  coolness  over  my  inexperience,"  he  said 
to  himself.  "  I  must  leave  and  put  an  end  to  all  this."  The 
marquis  had  just  entrusted  him  with  the  administration  of  a 
number  of  small  estates  and  houses  which  he  possessed  in 
Lower  Languedoc.  A  journey  was  necessary;  M.  de  la 
Mole  reluctantly  consented.  Julien  had  become  his  other 
self,  except  in  those  matters  which  concerned  his  political 
career. 

"  So,  when  we  come  to  balance  the  account,"  Julien  said  to 
himself,  as  he  prepared  his  departure,  "  they  have  not  caught 
me.  Whether  the  jests  that  mademoiselle  de  La  Mole  made 
to  those  gentlemen  are  real,  or  whether  they  were  only 
intended  to  inspire  me  with  confidence,  they  have  simply 
amused  me. 

"If  there  is  no  conspiracy  against  the  carpenter's  son, 
mademoiselle  de  La  Mole  is  an  enigma,  but  at  any  rate,  she  is 
quite  as  much  an  enigma  for  the  marquis  de  Croisenois  as  she 
is  to  me.  Yesterday,  for  instance,  her  bad  temper  was  very 
real,  and  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her  snub,  thanks  to  her 
favour  for  me,  a  young  man  who  is  as  noble  and  as  rich  as  I 
am  a  poor  scoundrel  of  a  plebeian.  That  is  my  finest  triumph ; 
it  will  divert  me  in  my  post-chaise  as  I  traverse  the  Languedoc 
plains." 

He  had  kept  his  departure  a  secret,  but  Mathilde  knew, 
even  better  than  he  did  himself,  that  he  was  going  to  leave 
Paris  the  following  day  for  a  long  time.  She  developed  a 
maddening  headache,  which  was  rendered  worse  by  the  stuffy 
salon.  She  walked  a  great  deal  in  the  garden,  and  perseo'ted 
Norbert,  the  marquis  de  Croisenois,  Caylus,  de  Luz,  and  some 
other  young  men  who  had  dined  at  the  hotel  de  La  Mole,  to 
such  an  extent  by  her  mordant  witticisms,  that  she  drove  them 
to  take  their  leave.  She  kept  looking  at  Julien  in  a  strange 
way. 

"  Perhaps  that  look  is  a  pose,"  thought  Julien,  "  but  how 
about  that  hurried  breathing  and  all  that  agitation?  Bah," 
he  said  to  himself,  "  who  am  I  to  judge  of  such  things  ?    We 
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"  she  said 
tone  was 


are  dealing  with  the  cream  of  Parisian  subhmity  and  subtlety. 
As  for  that  hurried  breathing  which  was  on  the  point  of 
affecting  me,  she  no  doubt  studied  it  with  Leontine  Fay,  whom 
she  likes  so  much." 

They  were  left  alone;  the  conversation  was  obviously 
ianguishmg.  ''No,  Julien  has  no  feeling  for  me,"  said 
Mathilde  to  herself,  in  a  state  of  real  unhappiness. 

As  he  was  taking  leave  of  her  she  took  his  arm  violently 

"You  will  receive  a  letter  from  me  this  evening, 
to  him  in  a  voice  that  was  so  changed  that  its 
scarcely  recognisable. 

This  circumstance  affected  Julien  immediately. 

"My  father,"  she  continued,  "  has  a  proper  regard  for  the 
services  you  render  him.  You  must  not  leave  to-morrow ;  find 
an  excuse."     And  she  ran  away. 

Her  figure  was  charming.  It  was  impossible  to  have  a 
prettier  foot.  She  ran  with  a  grace  which  fascinated  Julien, 
but  will  the  reader  guess  what  he  began  to  think  about  after 
she  had  finally  left  him  ?  He  felt  wounded  by  the  imperious 
tone  with  which  she  had  said  the  words,  "  you  must."  Louis 
XV.  too,  when  on  his  death-bed,  had  been  keenly  irritated  by 
the  words  "  you  must,"  which  had  been  tactlessly  pronounced 
by  his  first  physician,  and  yet  Louis  XV.  was  not  a  parvenu. 

An  hour  afterwards  a  footman  gave  Julien  a  letter.  It  was 
quite  simply  a  declaration  of  love. 

"The  style  is  too  affected,"  said  Julien  to  himself,  as  he 
endeavoured  to  control  by  his  literary  criticism  the  joy 
which  was  spreading  over  his  cheeks  and  forcing  him  to  smile 
m  spjte  of  himself. 

At  last  his  passionate  exultation  was  too  strong  to  be  con- 
trolled "  So  I,"  he  suddenly  exclaimed,  "  I,  the  poor  peasant, 
get  a  declaration  of  love  from  a  great  lady." 

"As  for  myself,  I  haven't  done  so  badly,"  he  added 
restraining  his  joy  as  much  as  he  could.  "  I  have  managed  to 
preserve  my  self-respect.  I  did  not  say  that  I  loved  her." 
He  began  to  study  the  formation  of  the  letters.  Mademoiselle 
ae  La  Mole  had  a  pretty  little  English  handwriting.  He 
needed  some  concrete  occupation  to  distract  him  from  a  joy 
which  verged  on  delirium. 

"Your  departure  forces  me  to  speak.  .  .  .  I  ,    uld  not  bear 
[not  to  see  you  again." 
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A  thought  had  just  struck  Julien  lik«  a  new  discovery  It 
interrupted  his  examination  of  Mathilde's  letter,  and  redoubled 
his  joy.  "  So  I  score  over  the  marquis  de  Croisenois,"  he 
exclaimed.  "  Yes,  I  who  could  only  talk  seriously  !  And  he 
is  so  handsome.  He  has  a  moustache  and  a  charming 
uniform.  He  always  manages  to  say  something  witty  and 
clever  just  at  the  psychological  moment." 

Julien  experienced  a  delightful  minute.  He  was  wandering 
at  random  in  the  garden,  mad  with  happiness. 

Afterwards  he  went  up  to  his  desk,  and  had  himself  ushered 
in  to  the  marquis  de  La  Mole,  who  was  fortunately  still  in. 
He  showed  him  several  stamped  papers  which  had  come  from 
Normandy,  and  had  no  difficulty  in  convincing  him  that  he 
was  obliged  to  put  off  his  departure  for  Languedoc  in  order  to 
look  after  the  Normandy  lawsuits. 

"  I  am  very  glad  that  you  are  not  going,"  said  the  marquis 
to  him,  when  they  had  finished  talking  business.  "I  like 
seeing  you."     Julien  went  out ;  the  words  irritated  him. 

"  And  I — I  am  going  to  seduce  his  daughter  !  and  perliaps 
render  impossible  that  marriage  with  the  marquis  de  Croisenois 
to  which  the  marquis  looks  forward  with  such  deliglit.  If  he 
does  not  get  made  a  duke,  at  any  rate  his  daughter  will  have 
a  coronet."  Julien  thought  of  leaving  for  Languedoc  in  spitt 
of  Mathilde's  letter,  and  in  spite  of  the  explanation  he  had 
just  given  to  the  marquis.  This  flash  of  virtue  (luidl* 
disappeared. 

"  How  kind  it  is  of  me,"  he  said  to  himself,  *'  n»e  . . .  a  plelwian 
takes  pity  on  a  family  of  this  rank  !  Yes,  me,  whom  the  duke 
of  Chaulnes  calls  a  servant !  How  does  the  manjuis  manage 
to  increase  his  immense  fortune  ?  Ily  selling  stock  when  lit 
picks  up  information  at  the  castle  that  there  will  be  a  i>ank 
of  a  roup  (fetat  on  the  following  day.  And  shall  I,  whcl 
have  been  flung  down  into  the  lowest  class  by  a  cruel 
providence — I,  whom  providence  has  given  a  noble  heart  iiu! 
not  an  income  of  a  thousand  francs,  that  is  to  say,  not  enough 
to  buy  bread  with,  literally  not  enough  to  buy  bread  with- 
shall  I  refuse  a  pleasure  that  presents  itself?  A  iimpKi 
fountain  which  will  (juench  my  thirst  in  this  scorching  ilestf 
•  ii  mediociitv  iv!>i<:h  1  am  traversing  with  such  difficult* 
U|)on  my  word,  I  am  not  such  a  fool !  Each  man  Un  lnni  ct 
in  that  desert  of  egoism  which  is  called  UfeT'"* 
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And  he  remembered  certain  disdainful  looks  which  madame 
de  U  Mole,  and  especially  her  lady  friends,  had  favoured  him 
with. 

The  pleasure  of  scoring  over  the  marquis  de  Croisenois 
completed  the  roui  of  this  echo  of  virtue. 

"How  I  should  like  to  make  him  angry,"  said  Julien. 
"With  what  confidence  would  I  give  him  a  sword  thrust 
now!"  And  he  went  through  the  segoon  thrust.  "Up  till 
now  I  have  been  a  mere  usher,  who  e.xploited  basely  the  little 
courage  he  had.     After  this  letter  I  am  his  equal. 

"Yes,"  he  slowly  said  to  himself,  with  an  infinite  pleasure, 
"the  merits  of  the  marquis  and  myself  have  been  weighed  in 
the  balance,  and  it  is  the  poor  carpenter  from  the  Jura  who 
turns  the  scale. 

"Good!"  he  exclaimed,  "this  is  how  I  shall  sign  my 
answer.  Don't  imagine,  m:.demoiselle  de  U  Mole,  that  I  am 
forgettin  my  place.  I  will  make  you  realise  and  fully 
appreciate  .hat  it  is  for  a  carpenter's  son  that  you  are  betraying 
a  descendant  of  the  '"amous  Cuy  de  Croisenois  who  followed 
St.  Louis  to  the  Cru.sade." 

Julien  was  unable  to  control  his  joy.  He  was  obliged  to 
go  down  into  the  garden.  He  had  locked  himself  in  his 
room,  but  he  found  it  too  narrow  to  breathe  in. 

"To  think  of  it  being  me,  the  poor  peasant  from  the  Jura," 
he  kept  on  repeating  to  himself,  "to  think  of  it  being  me  who 
am  eternally  condemned  to  wear  this  gloomy  black  suit  !  Alas 
twenty  \ tars  ago  I  would  have  worn  a  uniform  like  they  do' 
In  thost  days  a  man  like  me  either  -ot  killed  or  l)ecame  a 
general  at  thirty  six.  The  letter  which  he  held  clenched  in 
his  hand  gave  him  a  heroic  pose  and  stature.  Nowadays  it 
IS  true,  if  one  sticks  to  this  black  suit,  one  gets  at  forty  an 
income  of  a  hundred  thousand  francs  and  the  blue  ribbon  like 
my  lord  bishop  of  Beauvais. 

"Well,"  he  said  to  himself  with  a  Mephistophelian  smile, 
[    1  have  more  brains  than  they.     Iain  shrewd  enough  to  choose 

{ ^''V""-    -  -SJ^S^-S^y^-'^ti-  -  ^^"d  he  felt  a  quickening  of  his 

ambition  and  oTbi*  attachment  to  his  ecclesiastical  dress. 

i!J^I    "^      of  even    lower    birth   than    mine   have   not 

succeeded    in    governing  T     My    eoHipatriot    CranveTTe,    for 

I  instanct." 

Julien'b   agitation    Ihc  amc   gradually   calmed'      I'rudence 
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emerged  to  the  top.      He  said  to  himself  like  his  master 
Tartufe  whose  part  he  knew  by  heart : 

Je  puis  croire  ccs  mots,  un  artifice  honnete. 

Je  ne  me  firai  point  h.  des  propos  si  doux, 
Qu'un  peu  de  ses  taveurs  apres  quoi  je  soupire 
Ne  vienne  m'assurer  tout  ce  qu'ils  m  ont  pudice. 

Tartuft,  act  iv.  Scene  v. 

"  Tartufe,  too,  was  ruined  by  a  woman,  and  he  was  as  good 
as  most  men  ....  My  answer  may  be  shown  .... 
and  the  way  out  of  that  is  this,"  he  added  pronouncing  his 
words  slowly  with  an  intonation  of  deliberate  and  restrained 
ferocity.  "  We  will  begin  by  quoting  the  most  vivid  passages 
from  the  letter  of  the  sublime  Mathilde." 

••  Quite  so,  but  M.  de  Croisenois'  lackeys  will  hurl  them 
selves  upon  me  and  snatch  the  original  away." 

"  No,  they  won't,  for  I  am  well  armed,  and  as  we  know  1 
am  accustomed  to  firing  on  lackeys." 

••  Well,  suppose  one  of  them  has  courage,  and  hurls  himsdi 
upon  me.  He  has  been  promised  a  hundred  napoleons.  I 
kill  him,  or  wound  him,  good,  that's  what  they  want.  I  shall 
be  thrown  into  prison  legally.  I  shall  be  had  up  in  the  police 
court  and  the  judges  will  send  me  with  all  justice  and  all 
equity  to  keep  Messieurs  Fontan  and  Magalon  company  in 
Poissy.  There  I  shall  be  landed  in  the  middle  of  four 
hundred  scoundrels  ....  And  am  I  to  have  the 
slightest  pity  on  these  people,"  he  exclaimed  getting  up  im 
petuously  !  "  Do  they  show  any  to  persons  of  the  third  estate 
when  they  have  them  in  their  power ! "  With  these  words  his 
gratitude  to  M.  de  La  Mole,  which  had  been  in  spite  of  himseii 
torturing  his  conscience  up  to  this  time,  breathed  its  last. 

"  Softly,  gentlemen,  I  follow  this  little  Macchiavellian  trick, 
the  abbe  Maslon  or  M.  CastanWe  of  the  seminary  could  n  i 
have  done  better.  You  will  take  the  provocative  letter  a«a> 
from  me  and  I  shall  exemplify  the  second  volume  of  (  olm 
Caron  at  Colmar." 

••  One  moment,  gentlemen,  I  will  send  the  fatal  letter  in  ^ 
well-sealed  packet  to  M.  the  abbe  Pirard  to  take  care  of    Ht 
an  honest  man,  a   janscnist.  jtnd  consequently  Incorrupti'ri 
Yes,  but  he  will  open  the  letters     .     .     .     Fouquc  is  the  roar 
to  whom  I  must  send  it." 
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We  must  admit  that  Julien's  expression  was  awful,  his 
countenance  ghastly ;  it  breathed  unmitigated  criminality.  It 
represented  the  unhappy  man  at  war  with  all  society. 

"To  arms,"  exclaimed  Julien.  And  he  bounded  up  the 
flight  of  steps  of  the  hotel  with  one  stride.  He  entered  the 
stall  of  the  street  scrivener ;  he  frightened  him.  "  Copy  this," 
he  said,  giving  him  mademoiselle  de  La  Mole's  letter. 

While  the  scrivener  was  working,  he  himself  wrote  to 
Fouque.  He  asked  him  to  take  care  of  a  valuable  deposit. 
"But  he  said  to  himself,"  breaking  in  upon  his  train  of 
thought,  "the  secret  service  of  the  post-office  will  open  my 
letter,  and  will  give  you  gentlemen  the  one  you  are  looking 
for  ...  .  not  quite,  gentlemen."  He  went  and  bought 
an  enormous  Bible  from  a  Protestant  bookseller,  skilfully  hid 
Mathilde's  letter  in  the  cover,  and  packed  it  all  up.  His 
parcel  left  by  the  diligence  addressed  to  one  of  Fouque's 
workmen,  whose  name  was  known  to  nobody  at  Paris. 

This  done,  he  returned  to  the  h6tel  de  La  Mole,  joyous  and 
buoyant. 

Now  it's  our  turn  he  exclaimed  as  he  locked  himself  into  the 
room  and  threw  off  his  coat. 

"What!  mademoiselle,"  he  wrote  to  Mathilde,  "is  it 
mademoiselle  de  I^  Mole  who  gets  Arsene  her  father's  lackey 
to  hand  an  only  too  flattering  letter  to  a  poor  carpenter  from 
the  Jura,  in  order  no  doubt  to  make  fun  of  his  simplicity  ?  " 
And  he  copied  out  the  most  explicit  phrases  in  the  letter 
which  he  had  just  received.  His  own  letter  would  have  done 
honour  to  the  diplomatic  prudence  of  M.  the  Chevalier  de 
Beauvoisis.  It  was  still  only  ten  o'clock  when  Julien  entered 
the  Italian  opera,  intoxicated  with  happiness  and  that  feeling 
of  his  own  power  which  was  so  novel  for  a  poor  devil  like  him. 
He  heard  his  friend  Geronimo  sing.  Music  had  never  exalted 
him  to  such  a  pitch. 
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A    YOUNG   GIRLS    THOUGHTS 

What  perplexity  !  What  sleepless  nights  !  Great  Cnx]. 
Am  I  goinj;  to  make  myself  contemptihle?  He  will 
(lespir*  inc  himself.     But  he  is  leaving,  he  i«  ijoing  away. 

Alfred  tie  Mussel. 

Mathh.de  had  not  written  without  a  struggle.  Whatever 
might  have  been  the  beginning  of  her  interest  in  Juhen,  it 
soon  duminated  that  pride  which  had  reigned  unchalleiiged  in 
her  heart  since  she  had  begun  to  know  herself.  This  cold 
and  haughty  soul  was  swept  away  for  the  first  time  by  a 
sentiment  of  passion,  but  if  this  passion  dominated  her  pride, 
it  still  kept  faithfully  to  the  habits  of  that  pride.  Two  mon'hs 
of  struggles  and  new  sensations  had  transformed,  so  to  sjwak 
her  whole  moral  life. 

Mathilde  thought  she  was  in  sight  of  happiness.  This  visU, 
irresistible  as  it  is  for  those  who  combine  a  superior  intellect 
with  a  courageous  soul,  had  to  struggle  for  a  long  time  against 
her  self  respect  and  all  her  vulgar  duties.  One  day  she  went 
into  her  mother's  room  at  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning  and 
asked  permission  to  takr  refuge  in  Villetiuier.  The  marquise 
dia  not  even  deign  to  answer  her,  and  advised  her  to  go  back 
to  bed.  This  was  the  last  effort  of  vulgar  prudence  and 
respect  for  tradition. 

The  fear  of  doing  wrong  and  of  offending  those  ideas  which 
the  Caylus's,  the  du  Lu/.'s,  the  Croisenois'  held  for  sacred  had 
little  power  over  her  soul.  She  considered  such  creatures 
incapable  of  understanding  her.  .She  would  have  consulted 
them,  if  it  had  Ijeen  a  niattor  of  hsjying  a  carriage  or  an  estate. 
Her  real  fear  was  that  Julien  was  displeased  with  her. 

"  Perhaps  he,  too,  has  only  the  appearance  of  a  superior 
man  ?  " 
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She  abhorred  lack  of  character ;  that  was  her  one  objection 
to  the  handsome  young  men  who  surrounded  her.  The  more 
they  made  elegant  fun  of  everything  which  deviated  from  the 
prevailing  mode,  or  which  conformed  to  it  but  indifferently, 
the  lower  they  fell  in  her  eyes. 

They  were  brave  and  that  was  all.      "  And  after  all  in  what 

way  were  they  brave  ?  "  she  said  to  herself.     "  In  duels,  but 

i  the  duel  is  nothing  more  than  a  formality.     The  whole  thing 

is  mapped  out  beforehand,  even  the  correct  thing  to  say  when 

you  fall.     Stretched  on  the  turf,  and  with  your  hand  on  your 

j  heart,   you   must   vouchsafe   a   generous  forgiveness   to   the 

[adversary,   and   a   few  words  for  a  fair  lady,  who  is  often 

imaginary,  or  if  she  does  exist,  will  go  to  a  ball  on  the  day  of 

I  your  death  for  fear  of  arousing  suspicion." 

"One  braves  danger  at  the  head  of  a  stjuadron  brilliant 
with  steel,  but  how  about  that  danger  which  is  solitary, 
strange,  unforeseen  and  really  ugly." 

"Alas,"  said  Mathilde  to  herself,  "it  was  at  the  court  of 
Henri  III.  that  men  who  were  great  both  by  character  and  by 
j  birth  were  to  be  found  !     Yes  !     If  Julien  had  served  at  Jarnac 
or  Moncontour  I  should  no  longer  doubt.     In  those  days  of 
strength  and  vigour  Frenchmen  were  not  dolls.    The  day  of  the 
baUle_was,Aliai^the  one  which  presented  the  fewest  problems." 
Their  life   was  ndrFrnpHsohe'd,  Iflce  ah' "Egyptian  mummy 
in  a  covering  which  was  common  to  all,  and  always  the  same. 
"Yes,"  she  added,  "  there  was  more  real   courage  in   going 
home  alone  at  eleven  o'clock  in  the  ev.,ning  when  one  came 
out  of  the  h6tel  de  Soissons    where   Catherine  de    Medicis 
lived  than  there  is  nowadays  in  running  over  to  Algiers.     A 
man's  life  was  then  a  scries  of  hazards.     Nowadays  civilisation 
has  banished  hazard.     There  are  no  more  surprises.     Ifany- 
I  thing  new  appears  in  any  idea  there  are  not  sufficient  epigrams 
I  to  immortalise  it,  but  if  anything  new  appears'  in  actual  life, 
|"ur  pnic  reaches  the  lowest  depth  of  cowardice.     Whatever 
folly  panic  makes  us  commit  is  excused.     What  a  degenerate 
«nd  boring  age!      What   would    Boniface   de  la  Mole  have 
said  if,  lifting  his  cut-off  head  out  of  the  tomb,  he  had  seen 
I  seventeen  of  his  descendants  allow  themselves  to  t«  raught 
juke  .sheep  in  1793  in  order  to  be  guillotined  two  days  after- 
wards !     Death  was  certain,  but  it  would  have  been  bad  form 
to  have  defended  themselves  and  to  have  killed  at  least  one  or 
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twojacobingj  Yes  1  in  the  heroic  days  of  France,  in  the  age 
of  BSHifaSede  La  Mole,  Julien  would  have  been  the  chief  of  a 
squadron,  while  my  brother  would  have  been  the  young  priest 
with  decorous  manners,  with  wisdom  in  his  eyes  and  reason  on 
his  lips."  Some  months  previously  Mathilde  had  given  up  all 
hope  of  meeting  any  being  who  was  a  little  different  from  the 
common  pattern.  She  had  found  some  happiness  in  allowing 
herself  to  write  to  some  young  society  men.  This  rash  pro- 
cedure, which  was  so  unbecoming  and  so  imprudent  in  a  young 
girl,  might  have  disgraced  her  in  the  eyes  of  M.  de  Croisenois, 
the  Duke  de  Chaulnes,  his  father,  and  the  whole  hotel  de 
Chaulnes,  who  on  seeing  the  projected  marriage  broken  off 
would  have  wanted  to  know  the  reason.  At  that  time 
Mathilde  had  been  unable  to  sleep  on  those  days  when  she 
had  written  one  of  her  letters.  But  those  letters  were  only 
answers.  But  now  she  ventured  to  declare  her  own  love. 
She  wrote  first  (what  a  terrible  word!)  to  a  man  of  the 
lowest  social  grade. 

This  circumstance  rendered  her  eternal  disgrace  quite  in 
evitable  in  the  event  of  detection.  Who  of  the  women  who 
visited  her  mother  would  have  dared  to  take  her  part  ?  What 
official  excuse  could  be  evolved  which  could  successfully  cope 
with  the  awful  contempt  of  society. 

Besides  speaking  was  awful  enough,  but  writing  !  "  There 
are  some  things  which  are  not  written  I "  Napoleon  had  ex 
claimed  on  learning  of  the  capitulation  of  Baylen.  And  it 
was  Julien  who  had  told  her  that  epigram,  as  though  giving 
her  a  lesson  that  was  to  come  in  useful  subsequently. 

But  all  this  was  comparatively  unimportant,  Mathilde's 
anguish  had  other  causes.  Forgetting  the  terrible  effect  it 
would  produce  on  society,  and  the  ineffable  blot  on  her 
scutcheon  that  would  follow  such  an  outrage  on  her  own  caste, 
Mathilde  was  going  to  write  to  a  person  of  a  very  different 
character  to  the  Croisenois',  the  de  Luz's,  the  Caylus's. 

She  would  have  been  frightened  at  the  depth  and  mystery 
in  Julien's  character,  even  if  she  had  merely  entered  into 
a  conventional  acquaintance  with  him.  And  she  was  going  to 
make  him  her  lover,  perhaps  her  master. 

"  What  will  his  pretensions  not  be,  if  he  is  ever  in  a  posi 
tion  to  do  everything  with  me?  Weill  I  shall  say,  like 
Medea  :  Au  milieu  de  tant  de  perils  il  me  resle  Moi" 
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a.e  believed  that  Julien  had  no  respect  for  nobility  of  blood 
What  was  more,  he  probably  did  not  love  her 

I  JVl'^^l^u  ""^T  • ''  .^^  **^"^  ^°"b^  her  feminine  pride 
su^ested  to  her  certam  ideas.  "  Everything  is  bound  to  be 
extraordinary  m  the  life  of  a  girl  like  me."  exclaimed  Mathilde 
•mpatien  ly  The  pr.de.  which  had  been  drilled  into  her  since 
her  cradle  began  to  struggle  with  her  virtue.  It  was  at  this 
moment  that  Julien's  departure  precipitated  everything 
I    (Such  characters  are  luckily  very  rare  ) 

Very  late  in  the  evening,  Julien  was  malicious  enough  to 
hma  very  heavy  trunk  taken  down  to  the  porter's  lodge  ^  He 
It   J      "^A^l'  "''^  *?'  *^°""'"«  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's 

ti    K    f  ii^T  «°"t-       ^^^y  ^•'^kled  by  this   humor^s 
■thought,  he  fell  asleep.     Mathilde  did  not  sleep  a  wink 

Juhen  left  the  hotel  very  early  the  next  morning  without 
Ibeing  seen,  but  he  came  back  before  eight  o'clock 
■  He  had  scarcely  entered  the  library  before  M."  de  la  Mole 
appeared  on  the  threshold.  He  handed  her  his  answe  He 
K  that  It  was  his  duty  to  speak  to  her.  it  was  certai"y 
tr^ll  K  "'''';  ^"'  "mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  would  not 
tSnn  u  'k'^  disappeared.  Julien  was  delighted.  He 
Bid  not  know  what  to  say. 

Lel/^thil  ?•'  ''  "°M  P"^.  ""^  J°^  ^"'^  ^^'"'e  Norbert.  it  is 
E^e  it?  h  /k-  '"^•^°''*  '^°'''  ""^'"^^  have  kindled  the  strange 
love  which  this  aristocratic  girl  chooses  to  entertain  for  me 
should  be  really  too  much  of  a  fool  if  I  ever  allowed  r^yS 

n?i  t  h  ml  H  ''"'  ^'^  ^'°"^^  ^°""     '^his  train  of  rea'son- 
ng^lelt  h.m  colder  and  more  calculating  than  he  had  ever 

'In  the  battle  for  which  we  are  preparing,"  he  added 
nde  of  birth  will  be  like  a  high  hill  w^ich^con.titutes  a 
tethT'^"  ^*-'^*-^*^"  her  and  me.  That  must  be  lu 
Wd  of  the  manoeuvres.  I  made  a  great  mistake  in  staying  in 
if  5'^,  Pr^P°"'"g  °f  "^y  departure  cheapens  and  ex^'se 
n^Ll  liV  '""P'^  \'"'^-  ^hat  danger  was  the?e  in 
S     Tf  '^^y.*^'"^  "^l^m  fun  of  me,  I  was  making  lun 

.kinatK  !  -^^^  '"^""'  ^°'  '"^  *'«"  i"  »"y  «ay  real,  I  was 
•king  that  .merest  a  hundred  times  more  intense  " 

M3denio,.eII.  de  l.n   Mole's  letter  had  .Mven   Iuli..„-s  v.nitv 


338 


THE  RED  AND  THE  BLACK 


fi" 


SO  keen  a  pleasure,  that  wreathed  as  he  was  in  smiles  at  his 
good  fortune  he  had  forgotten  to  think  seriously  about  the 
propriety  of  leaving. 

It  was  one  of  the  fatal  elements  of  his  character  to  be 
extremely  sensitive  to  his  own  weaknesses.  He  was  extreme  y 
upset  by  this  one,  and  had  almost  forgotten  the  mcredible 
victory  which  had  preceded  this  slight  check,  when  about 
nine  o'clock  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  appeared  on  the  thres 
hold  of  the  library,  flung  him  a  letter  and  ran  away.  ^^ 

•«So  this  is  going  to  be  the  romance  by  letters,  he  said 
as  he  picked  it  up.  "  The  enemy  makes  a  false  move ;  I  will 
reply  by  coldness  and  virtue." 

He  was  asked  with  a  poignancy  which  merely  mcreased  his 
inner  gaiety  to  give  a  definite  answer.  He  mdulged  in  the 
pleasure  of  mystifying  those  persons  who  he  thought  wanted 
to  make  fun  of  him  for  two  pages,  and  it  was  out  of  humoui 
again  that  he  announced  towards  the  end  of  his  answer  his 
definite  departure  on  the  following  morning.  ,.,.,, 

"  The  garden  will  be  a  useful  place  to  hand  her  the  letter, 
he  thought  after  he  had  finUhed  it,  and  he  went  there.  He 
looked  at  the  window  of  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  s  room. 

It  was  on  the  first  storey,  next  to  her  mother's  apartmeiH 
but  there  was  a  large  ground  floor. 

This  latter  was  so  high  that,  as  Julien  walked  under  tk 
avenue  of  pines  with  his  letter  in  his  hands,  he  could  not  be 
seen  from  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's  window.  The  dome 
formed  by  the  well  clipped  pines  intercepted  the  view. 
"  What !"  said  Julien  to  himself  angrily,  "  another  indiscretion^ 
If  they  have  really  begun  making  fun  of  me,  showing  mysell 
with  a  letter  is  nlaying  into  my  enemy's  hands."  ^  ..  .  .. 
Norbert's  roclt.  was  exactly  above  his  sisters  and  if  Juto 
came  out  from  under  the  dome  formed  by  the  clipped  branches 
of  the  pine,  the  comte  and  his  friend  could  follow  all  h^ 

™°Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  appeared  behind  her  window;  he 
half  showed  his  letter ;  she  lowered  her  head,  then  Julian  m 
UP  to  his  own  room  and  met  accidently  on  the  mam  staircw 
the  fair  Mathilde,  who  seized  the  letter  with  complete  sell 
possession  and  smiling  eyes. 

•'  What  passion  there  was  in  the  eyes  of  that  poor  raadaw 
de  Renal,''  said  Julien  to  himself,   "  when  she  ventured  to 
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receive  a  letter  from  me,  even  after  six  months  of  intimate 
relationship !  I  don't  think  she  ever  looked  at  me  whh 
smiling  eyes  in  her  whole  life." 

He  did  not  formulate  so  precisely  the  rest  of  his  answer  • 
was  he  perhaps  ashamed  of  the  triviality  of  the  motive  whfch 
were  actuating  him  ?  /         "c  mouve  wnicn 

"But  how  different  too,"  he  went  on  to  think    "are  her 
elegant  morning  dress  and  her  distinguished  appea'rance  .    A 
man  of  taste  on  seeing  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  thirty  ySds  off 
would   mfer   the   position    which    she   occupies     n  Setv 
That  IS  what  can  be  called  a  specific  merit ''  ^" 

In  spite  of  all  this  humorousness,  Julieii  was  not  vet  n„;f^ 
honest  with  himself ;  madame  de  Renal  had  no  ^^^'^f^^e 
Croisenois  to  sacrifice  to   him.      His  only  rival   wS  that 
grotesque  sub-prefect.  M.  Charcot,  who  assumedle  n?ml  o 
Maugiron.  because  there  were  no  Maugirons  left  in  FrancT 

At  five  o'clock  Juhen  received  a  third  letter.     It  waT "Sown 

way^Sr  '^W^:^?J'^\  Mademoiselle  de  laMo^^^rln 
away  agam.  WhaLajoaania  /or,  writing,"  he  said  to  himself 
witha^lau^jujji^^^^^  talk  ^^ily.  The  Sv 
wanTsmy  letters,  that  is  clear,  and  many  oTS."  He  diS  no? 
hurry  to  open  this  one  "  More  elegant  phrases."  h"'hough°' 
bu  he  paled  as  he  read  it.     There  were  only  eight  lines  ' 

"I  need  to  speak  to  you ;  I  must  speak  to  you  thLevening 
Be  m  the  garden  at  the  moment  when  one  o'clock  is  strikbf' 
Take  the  big  gardeners'  ladder  near  the  well ;  place  taS 
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CHAPTER  XLV 

IS    IT   A    PLOT? 

Oh.  how  cruel  i»  the  interval  betw.  en  the  conception 
and  the  execution  of  a  great  project.  What  vain  fears, 
what  fits  of  irresolution!  It  »  a  matter  of  hfe  and 
death  -even  more  is  at  stake  honour  \—SchtUa: 

"This  is  getting  serious,"  thought  Julien,  "and  a  little  too 
clear,"  he  added  after  thinking  a  little.  "Why  to  be  sure 
This  fine  young  lady  can  talk  to  me  in  the  library  with  a  free 
doni  which,  ihank  heaven,  is  absolutely  complete ;  the  marqms, 
frightened  as  he  is  that  I  show  him  accounts,  never  sets  foot  in 
it  Why '  M.  de  la  Mole  and  the  comte  Norbert,  the  only 
persons  who  ever  come  here,  are  absent  nearly  the  whole  day^ 
knd  the  sublime  Mathilde  for  whom  a  sovereign  prince  would 
not  be  too  noble  a  suitor,  wants  me  to  commit  an  abominable 

indiscretion.  .     i      ..       u    i 

"  It  is  clear  they  want  to  ruin  me,  or  at  the  least  make  i 
of  me  First  they  wanted  to  ruin  me  by  my  own  letters ;  they 
happen  to  be  discreet ;  well,  they  want  some  act  which  j 
clearer  than  daylight.  These  handsome  little  gentlemen  hirj 
fam  to!,  silly  o?too  conceited.  The  devil !  To  think  of  c  m^ 
inK  like  this  up  a  ladder  to  a  storey  twenty-five  feet  high  in  tfa. 
finest  moonlight.  They  would  have  time  to  see  me,  even  to 
the  neighbouring  houses.  I  shall  cut  a  pretty  figure  to  be  su. 
on  mv  ladder  ! "  Julien  went  up  to  his  room  again  and  bp^ 
°o  ^ck  his  trunk  whistling.     He  had  decided  to  leave  and  n« 

even  to  answer.  ...  ^c  ,„\,<e 

But  this  wise  resolution  did  not  give  him  j^ace  of  mi«: 
"  If  by  chance,"  he  suddenly  said  to  himself  after  he  m. 
closed  his  trunk,  "Mathilde  is  in  good  faith,  why  thcr  i 
cut   the   figure  of   an   .arrant  coward    m   her   eyes,      i 
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no  birth  myself,  so  I  need  great  qualities  attested  straicht 
away  by  speaking  actions—money  down— no  charitable 
credit. 

He  spent  a  quarter-of-an-hour  in  reflecting.  '«  What  is  the 
good  of  denying  it  ?  »  he  said  at  last.  "  She  will  think  me  a 
coward.  I  shall  lose  not  only  the  most  brilliant  person  in 
high  society,  as  they  all  said  at  M.  the  duke  de  Retz's  ball,  but 
also  the  heavenly  pleasure  of  seeing  the  marquis  de  Croisenois, 
the  son  of  J.  duke,  who  will  be  one  day  a  duke  himself,  .sacrificed 
0  me.    A  charming  young  man  who  has  all  the  qualities  I 

lack.     A  happy  wit,  birth,  fortune 

"This  regret  -ill  haunt  me  all  my  life,  not  on  her  account, 
there  are  so  many  mistresses  !  .  .  .  but  there  is  only  one 
honour!  says  old  don  Diego.  And  here  am  I  clearly 
and  palpably  shrinking  from  the  first  danger  that  presents 
Uself;  for  the  duel  with  M.  de  Beauvoisis  was  simply  a  joke 
This  IS  quite  different.  A  servant  may  fire  at  me  point  blank, 
but  that  is  the  least  danger  ;  I  may  be  disgraced 

"This  IS  getting  serious,  my  boy,"  he  added  with  a  Gascon 
gaiety  and  accent.  "  Honour  is  at  stake.  A  poor  devil  flunc 
by  chance  into  as  low  a  grade  as  I  am  will  never  find  such  an 
opportunity  again.  I  shall  have  my  conquests,  but  they  will 
be  inferior  ones "  ■<         ^         >  y 

He  reflected  for  a  long  time,  he  walked  up  and  down 
numedly  and  then  from  time  to  time  would  suddenly  stop 
A  magnificent  marble  bust  of  cardinal  de  Richelieu  had  been 
placed  m  his  room.  It  attracted  his  gaze  in  spite  of  himsrlf. 
I  his  bust  seemed  to  look  at  him  severely  as  though  reproach- 
ing h.m  with  the  lack  of  that  audacity  which  ought  to  be  so 
natural  to  the  French  character.  "  Wr.uld  I  have  hesitated  in 
your  age,  great  man  ?  " 

"At  the  worst,"  said  Julien  to  himself,  "suppose  all  this  is 
a  rap,  ,t  IS  pretty  black  and  pretty  compromising  for  a  vounu 
girl,  rhey  know  that  I  an^  not  the  man  to  hold  my  to  ,gue 
rhey  w,ll  therefore  have  to  kill  me.  That  was  right  .Ju^h 
•n  IS 74  '11  the  days  of  Boniface  de  la  Mole,  but  nobody  to- 
day would  ever  have  the  pluck.  They  arc  not  the  sam-  men. 
Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  is  the  object  of  so  murh  jealou.' 

I  and  ho"""!'"^  ^•?"'  '^°"'*^  ""8  *"h  her  disgrace  to-morro;, 
I  and  how  pleased  they  would  all  be. 

"The  servants  gossip  among  themselves  about  the  marked 
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favours  of  which  I  am  the  recipient.     I  know  it,  I  have  h«ard 

them 

"  On  the  other  hand  they're  her  letters.  They  may  think 
that  I  have  them  on  me.  They  may  surprise  me  in  her  room 
and  take  them  from  me.  I  shall  have  to  deal  with  two,  three, 
or  four  men.  How  can  I  tell  ?  But  where  are  they  going  to 
find  these  men  ?     Where  are  they  to  find  discreet  subordinates 

in  Paris  ?     Justice  frightens  them By  God  !     It  may 

be  the  Caylus's,  the  Croisenois',  the  de  Luz's  theiri  selves. 
The  idea  of  the  ludicrous  figure  I  should  cut  in  the  middle  of 
them  at  the  particular  minute  may  have  attracted  them. 
Look  out  for  the  fate  of  Abailard,  M.  the  secretary. 

"  Well,  by  heaven,  I'll  mark  you.  I'll  strike  at  your  faces 
like  CjEsar's  soldiers  at  Pharsalia.  As  for  the  letters,  I  can 
put  them  in  a  safe  place." 

Julien  copied  out  the  two  last,  hid  them  in  a  fine  volume  of 
Voltaire  in  the  library  and  himself  took  the  originals  to  the 

post.  .  •      1 

"  What  folly  am  I  going  to  rush  into,"  he  said  to  himselt 
with  surprise  and  terror  when  he  returned.  He  had  been  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  without  contemplating  what  he  was  to  do 
on  this  coming  night. 

"  But  if  I  refus. .  I  am  bound  to  despise  myself  afterwards. 
This  matter  will  always  occasion  me  great  doubt  during  my 
whole  life,  and  to  a  man  like  me  such  doubts  are  the  most 
poignant  unhappiness.  Did  I  not  feel  like  that  for  Amanda's 
lover !  I  think  I  would  find  it  easier  to  forgive  myself  for  a 
perfectly  clear  crime ;  once  admitted,  I  could  leave  off  thinking 

of  it.  ,     ^ 

"  Why  !  I  shall  have  been  the  rival  of  a  man  who  bears  one 
of  the  finest  names  in  France,  and  then  out  of  pure  light 
heartedness,  declared  myself  his  inferior  !  After  all,  it  j 
cowardly  not  to  go ;  these  words  clinch  everything,"  exclaimed 
Julien  as  he  got  up  ...  "  besides  she  is  quite  pretty." 

•'  If  this  is  not  a  piece  of  treachery,  what  a  folly  is  she  not 
committing  for  my  sake.  If  it's  a  piece  of  mystification,  by 
heaven,  gentlemen,  it  only  depends  on  me  to  turn  the  jest 
into  earnest  and  that  J  will  do. 

"  But  supposing  they  tie  my  hands  together  at  the  moment 
I  enter  the  room  :  they  may  have  placed  some  ingenioui 
machine  there. 
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"  It's  like  a  duel,"  he  said  to  himself  with  a  laugh.  "  Every- 
one makes  a  full  parade,  says  my  maitre  tfamies,  but  the 
good  God,  who  wishes  the  thing  to  end,  makes  one  of  them 
forget  to  parry.  Besides,  here's  something  to  answer  them 
with."  He  drew  his  pistols  out  of  his  pocket,  and  although 
the  priming  was  shining,  he  renewed  it. 

There  was  still  several  hour'  ;  t  wait.  Julien  wrote  to 
Fouque  in  order  to  have  some  in^;  t;  do.  "My  friend,  do 
not  open  the  enclosed  let" 
accident,  if  you  hear  that  s( 
me.    In  that  case  blot  out  u 


r.iK' 


which  I  am  sending  you 
to  the  papers  of  Marsr  > 
Ten  days  later  have  iV 
copy  to  M.  the  marqui 
throw  the  other  copies  &i 
Julien  made  this  little 
as  little  compromising   as   pc 
Mole.      Fouque  was  only   to 
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event    of    an 
happened  to 
'  manuscript 
1   ii    and  send  it 
ins    Lassels,  etc. 
'-'1,     jnd  the  first 
'  1     it.  qht  after  that 
uf   ts  c'  Verri^res. 
f  ;k.  of  his  position 
mad'  noiselle  de   la 
-  ,  !;•    •'  e  event   of  an 

accident.      It  was  put  in  the  form  of  a  story,  but  in  fact  it 
exactly  described  his  situation. 

Julien  had  just  fastened  his  packet  when  the  dinner  bell 
rang.  It  made  his  heart  beat.  His  imagination  was  distracted 
by  the  story  which  he  had  just  composed,  and  fell  a  prey  to 
tragic  presentiments.  He  saw  himself  .seized  by  servants, 
trassed,  and  taken  into  a  cellar  with  a  gag  in  his  mouth.  A 
servant  was  stationed  there,  who  never  let  him  out  of  sight, 
and  if  the  family  honour  required  that  the  adventure  should 
have  a  tragic  end,  it  was  easy  to  finish  everything  with  those 
poisons  which  leave  no  trace.  They  could  then  say  that  iie 
had  died  of  an  illness  and  would  carry  his  dead  body  b  k  into 
his  room. 

Thrilled  like  a  dramatic  author  by  his  own  story,  julien 
was  really  afraid  when  he  entered  the  dining-room.  He 
looked  at  all  those  liveried  servants— he  studied  their  faces. 
"  Which  ones  are  chosen  for  to-night's  expedition  ? "  he  said 
to  himself.  "The  memories  of  the  court  of  Henri  III.  are  so 
vivid  in  this  family,  and  so  often  recalled,  that  if  they  think 
they  havs  been  insulted  .ney  will  show  more  resolution  than 
other  persons  of  the  same  rank."  He  looked  at  mademoiselle 
de  la  Mole  in  o.der  to  read  the  family  plans  in  her  eyes  ;  she 
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was  pale  and  looked  quite  middle-age  1.  He  thought  that  she 
had  never  looked  so  great:  she  was  really  handsome  and 
imix)sing ;  he  almost  fell  in  love  with  her.  "  Pallida  mortt 
Jutura"  he  said  to  himself  (her  pallor  indicates  her  great 
plans).  It  was  in  vain  that  after  dinner  he  made  ft  point  of 
walking  for  a  long  time  in  the  garden,  mademoiselle  did  not 
appear.  Speaking  to  her  at  that  moment  would  have  lifted  a 
great  weight  off  his  heart. 

Why  not  admit  it  ?  he  was  afraid.  As  he  had  resolved  to 
act,  he  was  not  ashamed  to  abandon  himself  to  this  emotion. 
"  So  long  as  I  show  the  necessary  courage  at  the  actual 
moment,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  what  does  it  matter  what  I 
feel  at  this  particular  moment  ?  "  He  went  to  reconnoitre  the 
situation  and  find  out  the  weight  of  the  ladder. 

"This  is  an  instrument,"  he  said  to  himself  with  a  smilf. 
"  which  I  am  fated  to  use  both  here  and  at  Verricres.  What 
a  difrer«,Mu:e !  In  those  days,"  ho  added  with  a  sif;h,  "I  w,is 
not  obliged  to  distrust  the  jierson  for  whom  I  exj)osed  myself 
to  dangi!r.     Wliat  a  diflerence  also  in  the  danger  !  " 

"There  would  have  been  no  dishonour  for  me  if  I  had 
been  killed  in  M.  dc  Renal's  gardens.  It  would  have  kin 
easy  to  have  made  my  death  into  a  mystery.  But  here  al! 
kinds  of  abominable  scandal  will  be  talktd  in  the  salons  of 
the  hotel  dc  Ohaulnes,  the  hotel  de  Caylu.s,  de  Ret/,  etc, 
everywhere  in  fact.     I  shall  go  down  to  |K)sterity  as  a  monster.' 

"  Kor  tw(»  or  three  years,"  he  went  on  with  a  laugh,  makinc 
fun  of  himscif ;  but  the  idea  paralysed  him.  "  And  how  am 
I  going  to  manage  to  get  justified  ?  Suppose  thai  KoU(|UC 
d(K's  print  my  |)oslhumous  pamphlet,  it  will  only  'h  *aken  for 
an  additional  infamy.  Why  !  I  gel  received  into  a  l.ousi-,  ami 
I  rewarti  the  hospitality  which  I  have  reieived,  the  kindness 
with  which  1  have  been  loaded  by  printin}^  a  [)amphlet  alnnit 
what  has  happened  an«l  attacking  the  honour  of  wunicn 
Nay  !     I'd  a  thousand  times  rather  l)e  duped." 

The  evening  was  awful. 
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This  t;ar<ler>  wa.s  very  l.in,  it  had  been  plannrd  a  fow  yenrs  a^..  in 
perfect  t«sie.  But  the  trees  were  nmre  than  »  ceniurynld.  It 
had  »  certain  rustic  atmosphere.— .l/«j.t/M^r;. 

He  was  going  to  write  a  countermanding  letter  to  Kouque 
when  eleven  o'clock  struck.  He  noisily  turned  flic  lock  of 
the  door  of  his  r«x)m  as  titough  he  had  locked  himself  in. 
He  went  with  a  sleuth  like  step  to  observe  what  was  happen- 
ing over  the  house,  esfiecially  on  the  fourth  storey  where 
the  servants  slept.  There  was  nothing  unusual.  One  of 
madame  dc  la  Mole's  chambermaids  was  giving  an  entertain- 
ment, the  servants  were  taking  punch  with  much  gaiety 
"Thos.  who  laugh  like  that,"  thought  fulien,  "cannot  l»e 
|)artKi|)ating  in  the  nocturnal  e\|)edition  ;  if  they  were,  they 
would  be  more  serious." 

Kventually  he  stationed  himself  in  an  ob.scure  corner  of  the 
garden.  "If  their  plan  is  to  hide  themselves  from  the 
servants  of  the  liou.se,  they  will  despatch  the  jKirsons  whom  they 
have  told  off  t()  siirprisc  me  over  the  garden  wall. 

"  If  M.  de  Croisenois  shows  any  sense  of  projKirtion  in  this 
matter,  he  is  bound  to  (ind  it  less  compromising  for  the  young 
iwrson,  whom  he  wishes  to  make  his  wife  if  he  has  me 
surprised  l)eforc  I  enter  her  room." 

He  made  a  military  and  extremely  detailed  reconnaissaiK  c. 

My  honour  is  at  stake,"  he  thought.      "  If  I  tumble  into 
some  pitfall  It  will  not  be  an  excu.se  in  my  own  eyes  to  sav 
'  1  never  thought  of  it.' " 

The  weather  was  desi^rately  serene.  .Mtout  eleven  t.'clork 
Jc  n :,)on  rose,  at  half-iwst  twelve  it  completely  illuminated 
me  lacadc  of  the  hotel  looking  out  upon  the  gard<n. 
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"She  is  mad,"  Julien  said  to  himself.  As  one  o'clock 
struck  there  was  still  a  light  in  comtc  Norbcrt's  windows. 
Julien  had  never  been  so  frightened  in  his  life,  he  only  saw 
the  dangers  of  the  enterprise  and  had  no  enthusiasm  at  all. 
He  went  and  took  the  immense  ladder,  waited  five  minutes  to 
give  her  time  to  tell  him  not  to  go,  and  five  minutes  after  one 
placed  the  ladder  against  Mathilde's  window.  He  mounted 
softly,  pistol  in  hand,  astonished  at  not  being  attacked.  As 
he  approached  the  window  it  opened  noiselessly. 

"  So  there  you  are,  monsieur,"  said  Mathilde  to  him  with 
considerable  emotion.  "  I  have  been  following  your  move 
ments  for  the  last  hour." 

Julien  was  very  much  embarrassed.  He  did  not  know  hoA 
to  conduct  himself.  He  did  not  feel  at  all  in  love.  He 
thought  in  his  embarrassment  that  he  ought  to  be  venture 
some.     He  tried  to  kiss  Mathilde. 

"  For  shame,"  she  said  to  him,  pushing  him  away. 

Extremely  glad  at  being  rebuffed,  he  hastened  to  look 
round  him.  The  moon  was  so  brilliant  that  the  shadow; 
whic'.i  it  made  in  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's  room  were  black 
"  It's  quite  possible  for  men  <o  be  concealed  without  my  seeir; 
them,"  be  thought. 

"  What  have  you  got  in  your  pocket  at  the  side  ot'  y  • 
coat  ?  "  Mathilde  said  to  him,  delighted  at  finding  someth;  . 
to  talk  about.  .Sht  was  suffering  strangely  all  th' - 
sentiments  of  reserve  and  timidity  which  were  so  natural  t^  : 
girl  of  good  hirth.  had  reasserted  their  dominion  and  wr'^ 
torturing  her. 

"I  have  all  kinds  of  arms  and  pistols,"  answered  !u  - 
equally  glad  at  having  something  to  say. 

"  You  must  take  the  ladder  away,"  said  Mathilde 

"  It  is  very  big,  and  may  break  the  windows  of  llit   -" 
down  below  or  the  room  on  the  ground  floor." 

"You    must    not    break    the    windows,"    replied    M.i!h  : 
making  a    vain  effort    to  assumi-  an    ordinary  conversati: 
•one  ;  "it  seems  to  me  you  can  lower  the  ladder  by  tvir.. 
cord  to  the  first  rung      I   have  always  a  supply  of  <  urd'  : 
hand." 

"So    this    is   a  woman    in    love,"  thought    Julien 
actually  dares  to   .say  that    she  is    m    love.      So   much    r 
po'iscssion  and    such    shrewdness    in    taking   precaiiti'in-    " 


ONE  O'CLOCK  IN  THE  MORNING 


347 


sufficient  indications  that  I  am  not  triumphing  over  M.  de 
Cfoisenois  as  I  foolishly  believed,  but  that  I  am  simply 
succeeding  him.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  what  does  it  matter  to 
me?  Do  I  love  her?  I  am  triumphing  over  the  marquis  in 
so  far  as  he  would  be  very  angry  at  having  a  successor,  and 
angrier  still  at  that  su<:cessor  being  myself.  How  haughtily 
he  looked  at  me  this  evening  in  the  Cafe  Tortoni  when  he 
pretended  not  to  recognise  me !  And  how  maliciously  he 
bowed  to  me  afterwards,  when  he  could  not  get  out  of  it." 

Julien  had  tied  the  cord  to  the  last  rung  of  the  ladder.  He 
lowered  it  softly  and  leant  far  out  of  the  balcony  in  order  to 
avoid  its  touching  the  window  pane.  "  A  fine  opportunity  to 
kill  me,"  he  thought,  "  if  anyone  is  hidden  in  Mathilde's 
room  ; "  but  a  profound  silence  continued  to  reign  everywhere. 

The  ladder  tou<  hed  the  gn^und.  Julien  suraeded  in 
laying  it  on  the  border  of  the  exotir  flowers  along  side  the 
wall. 

"What  ....  my  mother  say,"  <aid  Mathilde,  "when  she 
sees  her  beautiful  plants  all  <  rushed  ?  Vou  must  throw  down 
the  ford.'she  added  with  grt-at  self  possessiori.  "If  it  were 
noticed  going  up  to  the  bal'ony,  it  would  lie  a  ditficult 
circumstance  to  explain." 

".-\nd  how  am  I  to  g«t  away?"  snid  julien  in  .t  jes'.ing 
low  affectuig  the  Creole  aerent.  (Oti"  of  ihe  chambermaids 
oithe  household  had  been  hf)rn  in  Saint  hominLjo./ 

"^ou?  Why  you  will  leave  t>y  the  door,'  s,iid  Mathilde, 
lirrhsht-d  at  the  idea. 

"Ah  !  hfjw  worthy  this  man  is  of  all  my  Io\t.    <hi   thought. 

lulif-n  had  just  let  the  «;ord  fall  into  the  gard-  n  .Mathilde 
jrasped  his  arm.  He  thought  he  had  been  seized  by  an 
enen-.y  and  turned  round  sharply,  drawing  a  dagger.  .She  had 
■h'Ught  that  she  had  heard  a  window  ojiening.  They 
fniain.<l  motionless  and  scarcely  breathed.  The  moonlight 
' '  u[>  everything.  'I'he  noise  was  not  renewed  and  there  wa-; 
m»  n)QT>-  cause  for  anxiety. 

fh'P  their  embarrassniit.t  !»ei;an  .ii;ain  ;  it  was  great  on 
•^"Hh  Sides.  Julien  assured  hiinselt  that  tiie  door  was 
^'•mpietriy  locked  :  he  thought  of  looking  under  the  Led,  but 
-e  did  not  dare:  "ihey  might  have  Rationed  one  or  twf. 
acievs  there."  Finally  he  feared  that  he  might  reproach 
"  aiie.;  u!  the  future  for  this  l;i<  k  of  prudence,  and  lii.l   look. 
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Mathilde  had  fallen  into  all  the  anguish  of  the  most 
extreme  timidity.     She  was  horrified  at  her  position. 

"  What  have  you  done  with  my  letters  ?  "  she  said  at  last. 

"  What  a  good  opportunity  to  upset  these  gentlemen,  if  they 
are  eavesdropping,  and  thus  avoiding  the  battle,"  thought 
Julien. 

"  The  first  is  hid  in  a  big  Protestant  Bible,  which  last  nights 
diligence  is  taking  far  away  from  here." 

He  spoke  very  distinctly  as  he  went  into  these  details,  soa< 
to  be  heard  by  any  [)ersons  who  might  be  concealed  in  twti 
large  mahogany  cupboards  which  he  had  not  dared  to  iiisiHici 

"The  other  two  are  in  the  post  and  are  bound  for  the  sank 
destination  as  the  first." 

"Heavens,  why  all  these  precautions?"  .said  Mathilde  ir 
alarm. 

"  What  is  the  good  of  my  lying?"  thought  julien,  and  h 
confessed  all  his  suspici<^ns. 

"So  that's  the  cause  for  the  coldness  of  your  letters,  dt.ir. 
exclaimed  Mathilde  in  a  tone  of  madness  rather  than  .^ 
tenderness. 

Julien  did  not  notice  that  nuance.  The  endeari.ient  made 
him  lose  his  head,  or  at  any  rate  his  suspicions  vanished.  He 
dared  to  clasp  in  his  arms  that  beautiful  girl  who  inspired  hiir 
with  such  resiK-'ct.  He  was  only  partially  rebuffed.  He  ki; 
back  on  his  memory  as  he  had  once  at  Hesancjon  hi;' 
Armanda  Minet,  and  recited  by  heart  .several  of  tiie  fiiif- 
phrases  out  of  the  XouvtHc  Ifcloiu  . 

"  You  have  the  heart  of  a  rnan,"  was  the  answer  slie  iii,i 
without  listening  too  attentively  to  his  phra.ses  ;   "  I   wanted  ' 
test  your  courage,  1  confess  it.      \'our  first  suspi(  ions  and  \"/ 
resoluticms  show  you  even   inoit    intrepid,  dear,   than   I  n 
l)elieved." 

Mathilde  had  to  make  an  effort  to  call  him  "  dear,  '  anil  vi 
evidently  paying  more    atti.ntion   to    this  strange    niet!ii<i 
six-ech  than  to  the  siilistanrc  of  wli.it  she  was  .saying.     Htm. 
called  "  dear  "  without  any  tcnderiu  ss  in  the  tone  afi'onlod  ■ 
pleasuro  to  Julien  :  lie  was  astonished  at  not  being  liajiin.  .m.: 
eventually  fell  back  on  his  rea.soning  in  oider  to  be  so     H 
saw  that  he  was  respecte<l  bv  this  proud  young  girl  who  it  v  • 
gave    undeserved    praise ;    by    means    of    this    reasoning  ii 
managed  to  enjoy  the  happiness  o'"  satisfied  vanity. 
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It  was  not,  it  was  true,  that  soulful  pleasure  which  he  had 
sometimes  found  with  madame  de  Rdnal.  There  was  no 
element  of  tenderness  in  the  feelings  of  these  first  few  minutes. 
It  was  the  keen  happiness  of  a  gratified  ambition,  and  Julien 
was,  above  all,  ambitious.  He  t.ilked  again  of  the  people 
whom  he  had  suspected  and  of  the  precautions  which  he  liad 
devised.  As  he  spoke,  he  thought  of  the  best  means  of 
exploiting  his  victory. 

Mathilde  was  still  very  embarrassed  and  seemed  paralysed 
by  the  steps  which  she  had  taken.  She  appeared  delighted  to 
find  a  topic  of  conversation.  They  talked  of  how  they  were 
to  see  each  other  again.  Julien  extracted  a  delicious  joy  from 
the  consciousness  of  the  intelligence  and  the  courage,  of 
which  he  again  proved  himself  possessed  during  this  discussion. 
They  had  to  reckon  with  extremely  sharp  people,  the  little 
Tanbeau  was  certainly  a  spy,  but  Mathilde  and  himself  as  well 
had  their  share  of  cleverness. 

What  was  easier  than  to  meet  in  the  library,  and  there  make 
all  arrangements  ? 

"I  can  appear  in  all  parts  of  the  hStel,"  added  Julien, 
"without  rousing  suspicion  almost,  in  fact,  in  madame  de  la 
.Mole's  own  room."  It  was  absolutely  necessary  to  go  through 
it  in  order  to  reach  her  daughter's  room.  If  Mathilde  thought 
It  preferable  for  him  always  to  come  by  a  ladder,  then  he 
would  expose  himself  to  that  paltry  danger  with  a  heart 
intoxicated  with  joy. 

.■\s  she  listened  to  him  speaking,  Mathilde  was  shocked  by 
this  air  of  triumph.  "  So  he  is  my  master,"  she  said  to 
herself,  she  was  already  a  prey  to  remorse.  Her  reason  was 
horrified  at  the  signal  folly  which  she  had  just  committed.  If 
she  had  had  the  power  she  would  have  annihilated  both 
herself  and  Julien.  When  for  a  few  moments  she  managed 
!>y  sheer  will-power  to  silence  her  {>angs  of  remorse,  she  was 
rendered  very  unhappy  by  her  timidity  and  wounded  shame. 
She  had  quite  failed  to  foresee  the  awful  plight  in  which  she 
now  found  herself. 

"  I  must  speak  to  him,  however,"  she  said  at  last.  "  That  is 
the  proper  thing  to  do.  One  does  talk  to  one's  lover.  And 
then  with  n  view  <if  acromplishin^  a  duty,  and  with  a 
tcndt-rncis  which  was  nsanifested  ratlur  in  the  words  which 
■'ttf  eur)li)y<il  than  in  tin-  it,rt«  rtion  ol  lui  uuei-.  slu-  ircnimted 
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various  resolutions  which    she  had   made    concerning  him 
during  the  last  few  days. 

She  had  decided  that  if  he  should  dare  to  come  to  her  room 
by  the  help  of  the  gardener's  ladder  according  to  his  instruc- 
tions, she  would  be  entirely  his.  But  never  were  such  tender 
passages  spoken  in  a  more  polite  and  frigid  tone.  Up  to  the 
present  this  assignation  had  been  icy.  It  was  enough  to  make 
one  hate  the  name  of  love.  What  a  lesson  in  morality  for  a 
young  and  imprudent  girl !  Is  it  worth  while  to  ruin  one's 
future  for  moments  such  as  this  ? 

After  long  fits  of  hesitation  which  a  superficial  observer 
might  have  mistaken  for  the  result  of  the  most  emphatic  hate 
(so  great  is  the  difficulty  which  a  woman's  self-respect  finds  in 
yielding  even  to  so  firm  a  will  as  hers)  Mathilde  became 
eventually  a  charming  mistress. 

In  point  of  fact,  these  ecstasies  were  a  little  artificial. 
Passionate  love  was  still  more  the  model  which  they  imitated 
than  a  real  actuality. 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  thought  she  was  fulfilling  a  duty 
towards  herself  and  towards  her  lover.  "  The  poor  boy  "  she 
said  to  herself,  "  has  shewn  a  consummate  bravery.  He 
deserves  to  be  happy  or  it  is  really  I  who  will  be  shewing  a 
lack  of  chpracter."  But  she  would  have  been  glad  to  have 
redeemed  the  cruel  necessity  in  which  she  found  herself  even 
at  the  price  of  an  eternity  of  unhappiness. 

In  spite  of  the  awful  violence  she  was  (ioing  lo  herself  she 
was  completely  mistress  of  her  words. 

No  regret  and  no  reproach  spoiled  that  night  which  Julien 
found  extraordinary  rather  than  happy.  Great  heavens  !  what 
a  difference  to  his  last  twenty-four  hours'  stay  in  Verricres. 
These  fine  Paris  manners  manage  to  spoil  everything,  even 
love,  he  said  to  himself,  Quite  unjusUy. 

Hie"  abandoned  TiTmseU  to*  these  reflections  as  he  stood 
upright  in  one  of  the  great  mahogany  cupboards  into  which 
he  had  been  put  at  the  sign  of  the  first  sounds  of  movement 
in  the  neighbouring  apartment,  which  was  madame  de  la 
Mole's.  Mathilde  followed  her  mother  to  mass,  the  servants 
soon  left  the  apartment  and  Julien  easily  escaped  before  they 
came  back  to  finish  their  work. 

He  mounted  a  horse  and  tried  to  find  the  most  solttxy 
sptrts   m    one   of  the    forests    near    Paris.        He   was   mure 
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astonished  than  happy.  The  happiness  which  filled  his  soul 
from  time  to  time  resembled  that  of  a  young  sub-lieutenant 
who  as  the  result  of  some  surprising  feat  has  just  been  made 
a  full-fledged  colonel  by  the  commander-in-chief;  he  felt 
himself  lifted  up  to  an  immense  height.  Everything  which 
was  above  him  the  day  before  was  no\/  on  a  level  with 
him  or  even  below  him.  Little  by  little  Julian's  happiness 
increased  in  proportion  as  he  got  further   away  from  Paris. 

If  there  was  no  tenderness  in  his  soul,  the  reason  was  that, 
however  strange  it  may  appear  to  say  so,  Mathilde  had  in 
everything  she  had  donc>  simply  accomplished  a  duty.  The 
only  thing  she  had  not  foreseen  in  all  the  events  of  that  night, 
was  the  shame  and  unhappiness  which  she  had  experienced 
instead  of  that  absolute  felicity  which  is  found  in  novels. 

"Can  I  have  made  a  mistake,  and  not  be  in  love  with 
him  ? "  she  said  to  herself. 
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I  now  mciin  to  be  serioux;  it  is  time 

Since  laugliter  nowadays  is  deemed  too  serious. 

A  jest  at  vice  by  virtue's  called  a  crime. 

Don  Juan,  <•.  xiii. 

She  did  not  appear  at  dinner.  She  came  for  a  minute  into 
the  salon  in  the  evening,  but  did  not  look  at  Julien.  He 
considered  this  behaviour  strange,  "  but,"  he  thought,  "  I  do 
not  know  their  usages.  She  will  give  me  some  good  reason 
for  all  this."  None  the  less  he  was  a  prey  to  the  mos: 
extreme  curiosity;  he  studied  the  expression  of  Mathildcs 
features ;  he  was  bound  to  own  to  himself  that  she  lookni 
cold  and  malicious.  It  was  evidently  not  the  same  woman 
who  on  the  proceeding  night  had  had,  or  pretended  to  have 
transports  of  happiness  which  were  too  extravagant  to  Ixr 
genuine. 

The  day  after,  and  the  subsequent  day  she  showed  the 
same  coldness ;  she  did  not  look  at  him,  she  did  not  notice 
his  existence.  Julien  was  devoured  by  the  keenest  anxiery 
and  was  a  thousand  leagues  removed  from  that  feelini:  ;: 
triumph  which  had  been  his  only  emotion  on  the  first  ^- 
"Can  it  be  by  chance,"  he  said  to  himself,  "a  return  ;. 
virtue?"  But  this  was  a  very  bourgeois  word  to  appiv  : 
the  haughty  Mathilde. 

"  Placed  in  an  ordinary  position  in  life  she  would  disl)ciic\r 
in  religion,"  thought  Julien,  "  she  only  likes  it  in  so  far  a>  •. 
very  useful  to  ♦^^t-i^ItfJ'*'^''  '^f  |»^x/'*^''«  " 

But  perhaps  she  may  as  a  mere  matter  of  delicacy  l>e  krr:  ■ 
re{>roach!  herself  for  the  mistake  which  she  ha>i  comir.  --: 
Julien  heliv  cd  that  h»'  ^vas  her  first  lover. 
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"  But,"  he  said  to  himself  at  other  m<,m"xMH,  -  I  must  admit 
that  there  IS  no  trace  of  naivety,  simplicity,  or  tenderness  in 
her  own  demeanour;  I  have  never  seen  her  nu.r^  hnuuhtv 
can  she  despi.se  me?  It  wouM  l,e  worthy  of  her  to  reproach 
herself  simply  because  of  my  low  hirth,  for  what  she  l-.as  done 
for  me. 

While  Julien,  full  of  those  preconreived  ideas  which  he  had 
found  m  books  and  m  his  memories  of  Verrieres,  was  chasinu 
the  phantom  of  a  tender  mistress,  who  from  the  minute  when 
she  has  made  her  lover  happy  no  longer  thinks  of  her  own 
existence,  Mathilde  s  vanity  was  infuriated  against  him 

As  for  the  last  two  months  she  had  no  longer  U-en  bored, 
she  was  not  frightened  of  lK)redom  ;  consequently,  without 
viing  able  to  have  the  slightest  suspicion  of  it,  Julien  had  lost 
ni3  greatest  advantage. 

•'I  have  given  myself  a  master,"  said  mademoiselle  de  la 
Moie  to  herself,  a  prey  to  the  blackest  sorrow.  •'  I  uckilv 
..e  IS  honour  itself,  but  if  I  offend  his  vanity,  he  will  revenge 

Tui  I  T^^'"^  J'T*"  '^^'  "^^"'^'  "^  ^^'  relations  " 
Mathilde  had  never  had  a  lover,  and  though  passing  through 
1  ;U^e  of  life  which  affords  some  tender  illusions  even  to  the 
o.id^t  souls,  she  fell  a  prey  to  the  most  bitter  reflections 

He  has  an  immense  dominion  over  me  since  his  reicn  is 
:ne  ot  terror,  and  he  is  capable,  if  I  provoke  him,  of  punishing 
me  with  an  awful  penalty."  This  idea  alone  was  enough  to 
-ndace  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  to  insult  him.  Courage  was 
:-epr.mary  quality  in  her  character.  The  onlv  thing  which 
cou.d  give  her  an;.-  thrill  and  cure  her  from  a  fundamental  and 
-rjonxaliy  recurnng  ennui  was  the  idea  that  she  was  stakinir 
-cr  -ntire  existence  on  a  single  throw.  ^ 

l.^  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  obstinately  refused  to  look  at 
■re.  fuiien  on  the  third  day  in  spite  of  her  evident  objection 
X  owfi  ncr  into  the  billiard  room  after  dinner 

•'Veii.  sir.  you  think  you  have  acquired  som.   verv  strong 

ic::i  ^ver  me?"   she  said  to  him  with   srar.:e!v  r-,ntro!l.  d 

''r-'    ■  v.n  e  you  venture  to  speak  to  me.  in  sp-te  r  f  my  vry 

-eirv  manifested  wish?     Do  vou  kno-v  that  no  on*-  :n   the 

'*'<^  3^'  had  such  effrontery.' 

■•.  :.alogue  of  these  two  lovers  was  incomparably 
im,:i-n...  Without  suspeidn^'  :-.  thev  were  animated  by 
itiia.   ^nnments  of  the   most  ^  v-d   hate.     As  neither  the 
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one  nor  the  other  had  a  meekly  patient  character,  while  fhey 
were  both  disciples  of  good  form,  they  soon  came  to  informing 
each  other  (juite  clearly  that  they  would  break  for  ever. 

"  I  swear  eternal  secrecy  to  you,"  said  Julien.  "  I  should 
like  to  add  that  I  would  never  address  a  single  word  to  you, 
were  it  not  that  a  marked  change  might  perhaps  jeopardise 
your  reputation."     He  saluted  respectfully  and  left. 

He  accomplished  easily  enough  what  he  believed  to  be  a 
duty ;  he  was  very  far  from  thinking  himself  much  in  love 
with  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole.  He  had  certainly  not  loved 
her  three  days  before,  when  he  had  been  hidden  in  the  hk 
mahogany  cupboard.  But  the  moment  that  he  found  himself 
estranged  from  her  for  ever  his  mood  underwent  a  complete 
and  rapid  change. 

His  memory  tortured  him  by  going  over  the  least  details  in 
that  night,  which  had  as  a  matter  of  fact  left  him  so  cold 
In  the  very  night  that  followed  this  announcement  of  .i  final 
rupture,  Julien  almost  went  mad  at  being  obliged  to  own  to 
himself  that  he  loved  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole. 

This  discovery  was  followed  by  awful  struggles :  all  his 
emotions  were  overwhelmed. 

Two  days  later,  instead  of  being  haughty  towards  M.  dt 
Croisenois,  he  could  have  almost  burst  out  into  tears  an: 
embraced  him. 

His  habituation  to  unhappiness  gave  him  a  gleam  of  rommon 
sense,  he  decided  to  leave  for  I^nguedoc,  packed  his  trunk 
and  went  to  the  post. 

He  felt  he  would  faint,  when  on  arriving  at  the  office  of  the 
mails,  he  was  told  that  by  a  singular  chance  there  was  a  place 
in  the  'I'oulouse  mail.  He  booked  it  and  returned  to  th< 
hotel  de  la  Mole  to  announce  his  departure  to  the  marquis. 

M.  de  la  Mole  had  gone  out.  More  dead  than  afo 
Julien  went  into  the  library  to  wait  for  him.  What  was  hii 
emotion  when  he  found  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  there. 

As  she  saw  him  come,  she  assumed  a  malicious  expression 
which  it  was  impossible  to  mistake. 

In  his  unhappiness  and  surprise  Julit  n  lost  his  head  an-; 
was  weak  enough  to  say  to  her  in  a  tone  of  the  most  heartfel: 
tenderness.     *'  So  you  love  me  no  more." 

"  1  ani  horrified  at  having  given  myself  to  the  first  man  who 
canic  along,"  said  Mathilde  crying  with  rage  against  herself. 
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was 


Julien,  and  he 
kept  in  the 


"The  first  man  who  aime  alo.ig,"  cried 
made  for  an  old   mediaeval  sword  which 
library  as  a  curiosity. 

His  grief— which  he  thought  was  at  its  maximum  at  the 
moment  when  he  had  spoken  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole— had 
been  rendered  a  hundred  times  more  intense  by  the  tears  of 
shame  which  he  saw  her  shedding. 

He  would  have  been  the  happiest  of  men  if  he  had  l)een 
able  to  kill  her. 

When  he  was  on  the  point  of  drawing  the  sword  with  some 
difficulty  from  its  ancient  scabbard,  Mathilde,  rendered  hanr)y 
by  so  novel  a  sensation,  advanced  proudly  towards  him  her 
tears  were  dry.  ' 

The  thought  of  his  benefactor— the  marquis  de  la  Mole- 
presented  itself  vividly  to  Julien.     "  Shall  I  kill  his  daughter  ?  " 
he  said  to  himself,  "  how  horrible."     He  made  a  movement 
to  throw  down  the  sword.     •'  She  will  certainly,"  he  thought 
"  burst  out  laughing  at  the  sight  of  such  a  melodramatic  pose  •  '' 
that  Idea  was  responsible  for  his  regaining  all  his  self-possession 
He  looked  curiously  at  the  blade  of  the  old  sword  as  though 
he  had  been  looking  for  some  spot  of  rust,  then  put  it  back  m 
the  scabbard  and  replaced  it  with  the  utmost  tranquillity  on 
the  gilt  bronze  nail  from  which  it  hung. 

The  whole  manoeuvre,  which  towards  the  end  was  very  slow 
lasted  quite  a  minute ;  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  looked  at 
him  in  astonishment.  "  So  I  have  been  on  the  verge  of  Ijeing 
killed  by  my  lover,"  she  said  to  herself. 

This  idea  transported  her  into  the  palmiest  days  of  the  age 
of  Charles  IX.  and  of  Henri  HI. 

She  stood  motionless  before  Julien,  who  had  just  replaced 

i  Je  sword;  she  looked  at  him  with  eyes  whose  hatred  had 

disappeared.     It  must  be  owned  that  she  was  very  fascinating 

at  this    moment,   certainly   no    woman    looked    less    like   a 


Parisian  doll  (this  expression  symbolised  Julien's  great  ob- 
jection to  the  women  of  this  city). 

,  "I  shall  relapse  into  some  weakness  for  him,"  thought 
j  Mathilde ;  "  it  is  quite  likely  that  he  will  think  himself  my  lord 
[  and  master  after  a  relapse  like  that  at  the  very  moment  that  I 
I     ..  n   u"  ''''•""8  to  him  so  firmly."     She  ran  away. 

I ,  A  rJ'  .  ^I!^"'  "'^'^^  ''^  P''*-'"^  ^^'^  J"'"'-"  as  »ie  watched  her  run  • 
and  that  s  the  creature  who  threw  herself  into  my  arms  with  so 
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much  passion  scarcely  a  week  ago  .  .  .  and  to  think  that 
those  moments  will  never  come  back  ?  And  that  it's  my  fault, 
to  think  of  my  being  lacking  in  appreciation  at  the  very 
moment  when  I  was  doing  something  so  extraordinarily 
interesting  !  I  must  own  that  I  was  born  with  a  very  dull 
and  unfortunate  character." 

The  marquis  appeared ;  Julien  hastened  to  announce  hi 
departure. 

"  Where  to  ?  "  said  M.  de  I^  Mole. 

•'  For  I^nguedoc." 

"  No,  if  you  plea.se,  you  are  reserved  for  higher  destinici:. 
If  you  leave  it  will  be  for  the  North.  ...  In  military 
phraseology  I  actually  confine  you  in  the  hotel.  You  will 
compel  me  to  be  never  more  than  two  or  three  hours  away. 
I  may  have  need  of  you  at  any  moment." 

Julien  bowed  and  retired  without  a  word  leaving  the  marquis 
in  a  state  of  great  astonishment.  He  was  incapable  of  speaking 
He  shut  himself  up  in  his  room.  He  was  there  free  to 
exaggerate  to  himself  all  the  awfulness  of  his  fate. 

"  So,"  he  thought,  "  I  cannot  even  get  away,  God  knows  ho» 
many  days  the  marquis  will  keep  me  in  Paris,  great  God  what 
will  become  of  me,  and  not  a  friend  whom  I  can  consult. 
The  abbe  I'irard  will  never  let  me  finish  my  first  sentence. 
while  the  comte  Altamira  will  propose  enlisting  me  in  some 
conspiracy.  And  yet  I  am  mad ;  I  feel  it,  I  am  mad  Who  \ 
will  be  able  to  guide  me,  what  will  become  of  me  ?  " 
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And  she  confesses  it  lo  me  !  She  goes  into  even  the 
smallest  deiails  !  Her  beautiful  eyes  fixed  on  mine,  and 
(liscribes  the  love  which  she  felt  for  another.— 5, /i(7/«. 

The  delighted  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  thought  of  nothiriLr 
but  the  Happiness  of  having  been  nearly  killed.  She  went  so 
far  as  to  say  to  herself,  "  he  is  worthy  of  being  my  master  since 
he  was  on  the  jwint  of  killing  me.  How  many  handsome 
young  society  men  would  have  to  be  melted  together  before 
they  were  capable  of  so  passionate  a  transport." 

"  I  must  admit  that  he  was  very  handsome  at  the  time 
when  he  chmbed  up  on  the  <:hair  to  replace  the  sword  in  the 
same  picturesque  position  in  which  the  decorator  hung  it  i 
Alter  all  it  was  not  so  foolisii  of  me  to  love  him." 

If  at  that  moment  some  honourable  means  of  reconcilia- 
lion  had  presented  itself,  she  would  have  embraced  it  with 
pleasure  Julien  locked  in  his  room  was  a  prey  to  the  most 
violent  despair.  He  thought  in  his  madness  of  throwing 
nmself  at  her  feet.  If  instead  of  hiding  himself  in  an  out  of 
tie  way  place,  he  had  wandered  about  the  garden  of  the  hotel 
so  as  to  keep  within  reach  of  any  opportunity,  he  would  per- 
haps have  changed  in  a  single  moment  his  awful  unhappiness 
into  the  keenest  happiness. 

Hul  the  tact  for  whose  lack  we  are  now  reproaching  him 
Ijould  have  l>een  incompatible  with  that  sublime  seizure  of 
i'le  sword,  which  at  the  present  time  rendered  him  so  handsome 
m  the  eyes  of  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole.  'I'his  whim  in 
I'llien  s  favour  lasted  the  whole  day  ;  MathiKIe  conjured  up 
•  ^..arunng  image  of  tiu'  short  monuiUs  during  which  she  had 
''Jved  hini  :  she  regretted  them. 
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"  As  a  matter  of  fact,"  she  said  to  herself,  '•  my  passion  for  this 
poor  boy  can  from  his  point  of  view  only  have  lasted  from  one 
hour  after  midnight  when  I  saw  him  arrive  by  his  ladder  with 
all  his  pistols  in  his  coat  pocket,  till  eight  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  It  was  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  that  as  I  listened 
to  mass  at  Sainte-Val^re  that  I  began  to  think  that  he  might 
very  well  try  to  terrify  me  into  obedience." 

After  dinner  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole,  so  far  from  avoiding 
Julien,  spoke  to  him  and  made  him  promise  to  follow  her  into 
the  ga.uen.     He  obeyed.     It  was  a  new  experience. 

Without  suspecting  it  Mathilde  was  yielding  to  the  love 
which  she  was  now  feeling  for  him  again.  She  found  an 
extreme  pleasure  in  walking  by  his  side,  and  she  looked 
curiously  at  those  hands  which  had  seized  the  sword  to  kill  her 
that  very  morning. 

After  such  an  action,  after  all  that  had  taken  place,  some  of 
the  former  conversation  was  out  of  the  question. 

Mathilde  gradually  began  to  talk  confidentially  to  him  about 
the  state  of  her  heart.  She  found  a  singular  pleasure  in  this 
kind  of  conversation,  she  even  went  so  far  as  to  describe  to 
him  the  fleeting  moments  of  enthusiasm  which  she  had 
expcnjnced  for  M.  de  Croisenois,  for  M.  de  Caylus 

"  What !  M.  de  Caylus  as  well !  "  exclaimed  Julien,  and  all 
the  jealousy  of  a  discarded  lover  burst  out  in  those  words, 
Mathilde  thought  as  much,  but  did  not  feel  at  all  insulted. 

She  continued  torturing  Julien  by  describing  her  former 
sentiments  with  the  most  picturesque  detail  and  the  accent  ol 
the  most  intimate  truth.  He  saw  that  she  was  portraying  what 
she  had  in  her  mind's  eye.  He  had  the  pain  of  noticing  that 
as  she  spoke  she  made  new  discoveries  in  her  own  heart. 

The  unhappiness  of  jealousy  could  not  be  carried  fuither. 

It  is  cruel  enough  to  siisi)ect  that  a  rival  is  loved,  but  there 
is  no  doubt  that  to  hear  the  woman  one  adores  confess  in 
detail  the  love  which  rivals  inspires,  is  the  utmost  limit  oi 
anguish. 

Oh,  how  great  a  punishment  was  there  now  for  those 
impulses  of  pride  which  had  induced  Julien  to  place  himself  as 
superior  to  the  ('aylus  and  the  Croisenois  1  How  deeply  did 
In;  feel  his  own  unhappiness  as  he  exaggerated  to  himself  then 
most  petty  advantages.  With  what  hearty  good  laiih  ii> 
despised  himself. 
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Mathilde  struck  him  as  adorable.     All  words  are  weak  to 

express  his  excessive  admiration.     As  he  walked  beside  her  he 

looked   surreptitiously  at    her  hands,  her   amis,  her  queenly 

bearing.     He  was  so  completely  overcome   by  love  and  un- 

j  happmess  as  to  be  on  the  point  of  (kUing  at  her  feet  and  crying 

I      "  Yes,  and  that  person  who  is  so  beautiful,  who  is  so  superior 

J  to  everything  and  who  loved  me  once,  will  doubtless  scon  love 

.  M.  de  Caylus." 

\  Julien  could  have  no  doubts  of  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  s 
sincerity,  the  accent  of  truth  was  only  too  palpable  in  every- 
thing she  said.  In  order  that  nothing  might  be  wanting  to 
complete  his  unhappiness  there  were  moments  when,  as  a  result 
of  thinking  about  the  sentiments  which  she  had  once 
experienced  for  M.  de  Caylus,  Mathilde  came  to  talk  <  <•  him 
as  though  she  loved  him  at  the  present  time.     She  certainly 

ft  dmi'"  ""^  ^""^^  '"^°  '"""  ^''''''''     •'"'''"'"  ^'sl'"g"'shed 

He  would  have  suffered  less  if  his  bosom  had  been  filled 
mside  with  molten  lead.  Plunged  as  he  was  in  this  abyss  of 
unhappiness  how  could  the  poor  boy  have  guessed  that  it  was 
simply  because  she  was  talking  to  him,  that  mademoiselle  de 
la  Mole  found  so  much  pleasure  in  recalling  those  weaknesses 
01  love  which  she  had  formerly  experienced  for  M.  de  (^avlus 
or  M.  de  Luz. 

Words  fail  to  express  J  ulien's  anguish.  He  listened  to  these 
detailed  confidences  of  the  love  she  had  experienced  for  ..thers 
in  that  very  avenue  of  pines  where  he  had  waited  so  few  days 
ago  tor  one  o'clock  to  strike  that  he  might  invade  her  room. 
Mo  human  being  can  undergo  a  greater  degree  of  unliappiness. 

ims  kind  of  familiar  cruelty  lasted  for  eight  long  days. 
Mathilde  sometimes  seemed  to  seek  opportunities  of  speaking 
to  him  and  sometimes  not  to  avoid  them  ;  and  the  one  topic  of 
conversation  to  which  they  both  seemed  to  revert  with  a  kind 
01  cruel  pleasure,  was  the  description  of  the  sentiments  she  had 
leu  lor  others.  She  told  him  about  the  letters  which  she  had 
written,  she  remembered  their  very  words,  she  recited  whole 
sentences  by  heart. 

She  seemed  during  these  last  days  to  be  envisaging  Julien 
wuh  a  kind  ot  malicious  joy.  She  found  a  keen  enjoyment  in 
"IS  pangs. 
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One  sees  that  Julien  had  no  experience  of  life ;  he  had  not 
even  read  any  novels.  If  he  had  been  a  little  less  awkward  and 
he  had  coolly  said  to  the  young  girl,  whom  he  adored  so  much 
and  who  had  been  giving  him  such  strange  confidences: 
"admit  that  though  1  am  not  worth  as  much  as  all  these 
gentlemen,  I  am  none  the  less  the  man  whom  you  loved,"  she 
would  perhaps  iiave  been  happy  at  being  at  thus  guessed ;  at 
any  rate  success  would  have  entirely  depended  on  the  grace 
with  which  Julien  Iiad  expressed  the  idea,  and  on  the  moment 
which  he  had  chosen  to  do  so.  In  any  case  he  would  have 
extricated  himself  well  and  advantageously  from  a  situation 
which  Mathilde  was  beginning  to  find  monotonous. 

"  And  you  love  me  no  longer,  me,  who  adore  you  ! "  said 
Julien,  to  her  one  day,  overcome  by  love  and  unhappiness. 
This  piece  of  folly  was  perhaps  the  greatest  which  he  could  have 
committed.  These  words  inimediately  destroyed  ail  the 
pleasure  which  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  found  in  talking  to 
him  about  the  .state  of  her  heart.  She  was  beginning  to  he 
surprised  that  he  did  not  after  what  had  happened  take  offence 
•it  what  she  told  him,  she  had  even  gone  so  far  as  to  imagine 
at  the  very  moment  when  he  made  that  foolish  remark  that 
perhaps  he  did  not  love  her  any  more.  "  His  pride  has  douht 
less  extinguished  his  love,"  she  was  saying  to  herself.  "  He  i^ 
not  the  man  to  sit  still  and  see  people  like  Caylus,  de  Lm. 
Croisenois  whom  he  admits  are  so  superior,  preferred  to  him. 
No,  I  shall  never  see  him  at  my  feet  again." 

Julien  had  often  in  the  naivety  of  his  unhappiness,  dmnvz 
the  previous  days  praised  sincerely  the  brilliant  (jualities  oi 
these  gentlemen ;  he  would  even  go  so  far  as  to  exaggerate 
them.  This  nuance  had  not  escaped  mademoiselle  de  h 
Mole,  she  was  astonished  by  it,  but  did  not  guess  its  reason 
Julien's  frenzied  soul,  in  praising  a  rival  whom  he  thought  was 
loved,  was  sympathising  with  his  happiness. 

These  frank  but  stupid  words  changed  everything  in  a  single 
moment  :  confident  that  she  was  loved,  Mathilde  despised  li:n. 
utterly. 

She  was  walking;  with  him  when  he  made  his  ill  timed 
remark  :  she  left  him  and  her  parting  look  expressed  the  nio-t 
awful  contempt.  She  returned  to  the  salon  and  did  not  iouL 
at  him  again  during  the  whole  evening.  I'his  conlciiipi 
monopolised  her  mind  the  following  day.     The  impulse  whitr 
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dunng  the  ast  week  had  made  her  find  so  much  pleasure  in 
treating  Juhen  as  her  most  intimate  friend  was  out  of  the 
question;  the  very  sight  of  him  was  disagreeable.  The 
sensation  Math.lde  felt  reached  the  point  of  disgust;  nothing 
,  can  express  the  extreme  contempt  which  she  experienced  when 
her  eyes  fell  upon  him. 

Julien  had  understood  nothing  of  the  history  of  Mathilde's 
heart  during  th.Ia.st  week,  but  he  distinguished' the  contempt. 
He  had  the  good  sense  only  to  appear  before  her  on  the  rarest 
possible  occasions,  and  never  looked  at  her 

But  it  was  not  without  a  mortal  anguish'that  he,  as  it  were 
depnved  himself  of  her  presence.  He  thought  he  felt  his  un- 
happ.ness  increasing  still  further.     "The  courage  of  a  man's 

cart  cannot  be  earned  further,"  he  said  to  himself.  He  passed 
h.s  life  seated  at  a  little  window  at  the  top  of  the  bote  ; '  the 
ohnd  was  care  ully  closed,  and  from  here  at  anyrate  he  could 
..c  mademoisel  e  de  la  Mole  when  she  appeared  in  the  garden 

U  ha.  were    his  emotions   when    he  saw  her  walking  after 
umner  with  M.  de  Caylus,  M.  de  Lu.,  or  some  other  for^vho„ 
"',  r     ^"I^'^'^d  to  h>m  some  former  amorous  weakness  ' 

Juhcnhad  no  idea  that  unl.appiness  could  be  so  intense- 
a=  was  on  the  point  of  shouting  out.     This  firm  soul  was  at  last 
^mpletdy  overwhelmed. 

Thinking  about  anything   else  t-xcc-pt  Mademoiselle  de  la 

■ ',n    1  T  ?'^'°"'  '°  ^''"-  ^^    ''^'^^"le    incapable  of 

>r;iing  the  simplest  letters. 

■  Vou  are  mad,"  the  marquis  said  tu  him 

j  ul.en  was  frightened  that  his  secret  might  be  guessed,  talk.d 

^;  h'n    ,r'  ^"'■■^^•ed-'d  in  being  belicNed.     Fortunately 

■  '.  ^^  u'fi'^""  '■^""''^  ''""  ''''  d'""^'--  af'out  his  next 
.^^^--y :  Mathilde  understoo:!  tiiat  it  might  be  a  very  long 
ne  It  was  now  several  days  that  Julien  had  avoided  herT 
-d  t:.e  ,)r,ll.ant  young  men  who  had  all  that  this  pale  sombre 
-n,  .he  had  once  loved,  was  lacking  in,  had  no  longer  the 
r' *er  of  drawing  her  out  of  her  reverie. 

•  Jn  ordinary  girl,"  she  .aid  to  herself,  "  would  have  sought 

;-  E..0  man  .he  {.referred  among  those  young  people  who  are 

•c  un,,  u.e  ol    a  salon:    but    one  of  the  characteristics  of 

.--u,  1,  ,.ot  to  dnv.  !t.  thouKlUs  ovrr  the  rut  traced  by  the 

^^i'}.  iJ   I  were  the  companion  of  a  man   like  Julien,  who 
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only  lacks  the  fortune  that  I  possess,  I  should  be  continually 
exciting  attention,  I  should  not  pass  through  life  unnoticed. 
Far  from  incessantly  fearing  a  revolution  like  my  cousins,  who 
are  so  frightened  of  the  people  that  they  have  not  the  pluck  to 
scold  a  postillion  who  drives  them  badly,  I  should  be  certain 
of  playing  a  role  and  a  great  role,  for  the  man  whom  I  have 
chosen  has  character  and  a  boundless  ambition.  What  does 
he  lack  ?  Friends,  money  ?  I  will  give  them  him."  But  she 
treated  Julien  in  her  thought  as  an  inferior  being  whose  love 
one  could  win  whenever  one  wanted. 
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How  the  spring  of  love  reseml.l.  ih 

The  uncertain  glory  of  an  April  day, 
Which  now  shows  all  the  linauty  of  the  sun, 

And  l.y  and  by  a  cloud  takes  all  ay/aiy.-Shakes/.eare 

Engrossed  by  thoughts  of  her  future  and  the  singular  r6le 
which  she  hoped  to  play.  Mathilde  soon  came  to  miss  the 
dry  metaphysical  conversations  which  she  had  often  had  with 
lulien.  l-atigued  by  these  lofty  thoughts  she  would  sometimes 
also  niiss  those  moments  of  happiness  which  she  had  found  by 
his  side ;  these  last  memories  were  not  unattended  by  remorse 
which  at  certain  times  even  overwhelmed  her. 

"But  one  may  have  a  weakness,"  she  said  to  herself,  «'a  uirl 
I'ke  I  am  should  only  forget  herself  for  a  man  of  real  merit  • 
they  will  not  say  that  it  is  his  pretty  moustache  or  his  skill  in 
horsemanship  which  have  fascinated  me,  but  rather  his  deeo 
discussions  on  the  future  of  France  and  his  ideas  on  the  an- 
alogy between  the  events  which  are  going  to  burst  upon  us 
and  the  Lnghsh  revolution  of  1688." 

"  I  have  been  seduced,"  she  answered  in  her  remorse  "  I  am 
a  w^ak  woman,  but  at  least  I  have  not  been  led  astray  like  a 
doll  by  exterior  advantages." 

thr^-V^To^f^'''*"''°"  why  should  not  Julien  Sorel  play 
the  role  of  Roland  and  I  the  r61e  of  Madame  Roland?  I 
prefer  that  part  to  Madame  de  Stael's ;  the  immorality  of  my 
tonduct  will  constitute  an  obstacle  in  this  age  of  ours  I  will 
certainly  not  let  them  reproach  me  with  an  net  of  weakness  • 
1  snouid  die  of  shame."  ' 

*)J^'hilde's  reveries  were  not  all  as  grave,  one  must  admit 
••»  the  thoughts  which  we  have  just  transcribed. 
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Sh  ^  would  look  at  Julien  and  find  a  charming  grace  in  his 
slightest  action. 

"  I  have  doubtless,"  she  would  say,  "  succeeded  in  destroy- 
ing in  him  the  very  faintest  idea  he  had  of  any  one  else's 
rights." 

"  The  air  of  unhappiness  and  deep  passion  with  which  the 
poor  boy  declared  his  love  to  me  eight  days  ago  proves  it ;  I 
must  own  it  was  very  extraordinary  of  me  to  manifest  anger 
at  words  in  which  there  shone  so  much  respect  and  ^o  much  of 
passion.  Am  I  not  his  real  wife  ?  Those  words  of  his  were  quite 
natural,  and  I  must  admit,  were  really  very  nice.  Julien  still 
continued  to  love  me,  even  after  those  eternal  conversations 
in  which  I  had  only  spoken  to  him  (cruelly  encigh  I  admit), 
about  those  weaknesses  of  love  which  the  boredom  of  the  hfe 
I  lead  had  inspired  me  for  those  young  society  men  of  whom 
he  is  so  jealous.  Ah,  if  he  only  knew  what  little  danger  I 
have  to  fear  from  them  ;  how  withered  and  stereotyped  they 
seem  to  me  in  comparison  with  him." 

While  indulging  in  these  reflections  Mathilde  made  a  random 
pencil  sketch  of  a  profile  on  a  page  of  her  album.  One  of  tlie 
profiles  she  had  just  finished  surprised  and  delighted  her.  It 
had  a  striking  resemblance  to  Julien.  "  It  is  the  voice  of 
heaven.  That'.s  one  of  the  miracles  of  love,"  she  cried 
ecstatically;  "Without  suspecting  it,  I  have  drawn  his 
portrait." 

She  fled  to  her  room,  shut  herself  up  in  it,  and  with  much 
application  made  strenuous  endeavours  to  draw  J  alien's 
portrait,  but  she  was  unable  to  succeed ;  the  profile  she  had 
traced  at  random  still  remained  the  most  like  him.  Mathilde 
was  delighted  with  it.  She  saw  in  it  a  palpable  proof  of  the 
grand  passion. 

She  only  left  her  album  very  late  when  the  marquise  had 
her  called  to  go  to  the  Italian  Opera.  Her  one  idea  was  to 
catch  sight  of  Julien,  so  that  .she  might  get  her  mother  to 
request  him  to  keep  them  company. 

He  did  not  appear,  and  the  ladies  had  only  ordinary  vulgar 
creatures  in  their  box.  During  the  first  act  of  the  open, 
Mathilde  dreamt  of  the  man  she  loved  with  all  the  ecstasies  01 
the  most  vivid  passion  ;  hut  a  Invemaxim  in  the  second  V- 
sung  it  must  be  owned  to  a  melody  worthy  of  Cimarosa 
pierced  her  heart.     The  heroine  of  the  opera  said  '•  Vou  must 
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punish  me  for  the  excessive  adoration  which  I  feci  for  him 
I  love  him  too  much." 

From  the  moment  that  Mathilde  heard  this  sublime  song 
everything  m  the  world  ceased  to  exist.     She  was  spoken  to 
she  did  not  answer;  her  mother  reprimanded  her,  she  could 
scarcely  bring  herself  to  look  at  her.     Her  ecstasy  reached  a 
state  of  exultation  and  passion  analogous  to  the  most  violent 
transports  which  Julien  had  felt  for  her  for  some  days      The 
divinely  graceful  melody  to  which  the  maxim,  which  seemed 
to  have  such  a  striking  application  io  her  own  position,  was 
sung,  engrossed  all  the  minutes  when  she  was  not  actually 
thinking  of  Juhen.     Thanks  to  her  love  for  music  she  was  on 
this  particular  evening   like  madame  de  Renal  always    was 
when  she  thought  of  Julien.     Love  of  the  head  has  doubtless 
more  intelligence  than  true  love,  but  it  only  has  moments  of 
enthusiasm.      It  knows  itself  too  well,  it  sits  in  judgment  on 
Itself  incessantly;  far  from  distracting  thought  it  is  made  by 
sheer  force  of  thought.  ^ 

On  returning  home  Mathilde,  in  spite  of  Madame  de  la 
Moles  remonstrances,  pretended  to  have  a  fever  and  spent  a 
part  of  the  night  in  going  over  this  melody  on  her  piano.  She 
sang^he  words  of  the  celebrated  air  which  had  so  fascinated 

Devo  puniimi,  devo  punirmi. 
Sc  troppo  amai,  etc. 

As  the  result  of  this  night  of  madness,  she  imagined  that 
she  had  succeeded  in  triumphing  over  her  love.  This  naer 
will  be  prejudicial  in  more  than  one  way  to  the  unfortunate 
author  I- rigid  souls  will  accuse  him  of  indecency.  But  the 
young  ladies  who  shine  in  the  Paris  salons  have  no  right  t< 
fee  insulted  at  the  supposition  that  one  of  their  number  might 
be  liable  to  those  transports  of  madness  which  have  been  dc 
grading  the  character  of  Mathilde.  That  character  is  purely 
■magmary,  and  is  even  drawn  quite  differently  from  that  social 
code  which  will  guarantee  so  distinguished  a  place  in  the 
world  s  history  to  nineteenth  century  civilization. 

The  young  girls  who  have  adorned  this  winter's  balls  are 
certainly  not  lacking  in  prudence. 

I  do  not  think  either  that  they  can  be  accused  of  being  un- 
duly scornful  of  a  brilliant  fortune,  horses,  fine  estates  and  all 
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the  guarantees  of  a  pleasant  position  in  society.  Far  from 
finding  these  advantages  simply  equivalent  tc  boredom,  they 
usually  concentrate  on  them  their  most  constant  desires  and 
and  devote  to  them  such  passion  as  their  hearts  possess. 

Nor  again  is  it  love  which  is  the  dominant  principle  in  the 
career  of  young  men  who,  like  Julien,  are  gifted  with  soiiit 
tplent;  they  attach  themselves  with  an  irresistible  grij)  tu 
some  coterie,  and  when  the  coterie  succeeds  all  the  good 
things  of  society  are  rained  upon  them.  Woe  to  the  studious 
man  who  belongs  to  mo  coterie,  even  his  smallest  and  most 
doubtful  successes  will  constitute  a  grievance,  and  lofty  virtue 
will  rob  him  and  triumph.  Yes,  monsieur,  a  novel  is  a  mirror 
which  goes  out  on  a  highway.  Sometimes  it  reflects  the  azure 
of  the  heavens,  sometimes  vhe  mire  of  the  pools  of  mud  on 
the  way,  and  the  man  who  carries  this  mirror  in  his  knapsack 
is  forsooth  to  be  accused  by  you  of  being  immoral !  His 
mirror  shows  the  mire,  and  you  accuse  the  mirror  !  Rather 
accuse  the  main  road  where  the  mud  is,  or  rather  the 
inspector  of  roads  who  allows  the  water  to  accumulate  and 
the  mud  to  form. 

Now  that  it  is  quite  understood  that  Mathilde's  character 
is  impossible  in  our  own  age,  which  is  as  discreet  as  it  is 
virtuous,  I  am  less  frightened  of  offence  by  continuing  the 
history  of  the  follies  of  this  charming  girl. 

During  the  whole  of  the  following  day  she  looked  out  for 
opportunities  of  convincing  herself  of  her  triumph  over  her 
mad  passion.  Her  great  aim  was  to  displease  Julien  in 
everything  ;  but  not  one  of  his  movements  escaped  her. 

Julien  was  too  unhappy,  and  above  all  too  agitated  to 
appreciate  so  complicated  a  stratagem  of  passion.  Still  les.- 
was  he  capable  of  seeing  how  favourable  it  really  was  to  him 
He  was  duped  by  it.  His  unhappiness  had  perhaps  never 
been  so  extreme.  His  actions  were  so  little  controlled  by  hi> 
intellect  that  if  some  mournful  philosopher  had  said  to  hir;. 
'•  Think  how  to  exploit  as  quickly  as  you  can  those  symptorri= 
which  promise  to  be  favourable  to  you.  In  this  kind  of  head 
love  which  is  seen  at  Paris,  the  same  mood  cannot  last  more 
than  two  days,"  he  would  not  have  understood  him.  Bu: 
however  ecstatic  he  might  feel,  Julien  was  a  man  of  bono jr 
Discretion  was  his  first  duty.  He  appreciated  it.  .Aski  . 
advice,  describing  his  agony  to  the  first  man  who  came  alon;. 
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would  have  constituted  a  happiness  analogous  to  that  of  the 
unhappy  man  who,  when  traversing  a  burning  desert  receives 
from  heaven  a  drop  of  ,cy  water.  He  realised  the  danger, 
was  fnghtened  of  answering  an  indiscreet  question  by  a 
torrent  of  tears,  and  shut  himself  up  in  his  own  room 

■  ivh  T  f^'''^'  ^^r""  ""^'.^'"S  '"  '^"^  g^'-d^"  'or  a  long  time. 
When  she  at  last  left  It  he  went  down  there  and  approached 
the  rose  bush  from  which  she  had  taken  a  flower 

The  night  was  dark  and  he  could  abandon  himself  to  his 
unhappiness  without  fear  of  being  seen.       It  was  obvious  to 
him  that  niademoiselle  de  la  Mole  loved  one  of  those  vounc 
officers  with  whom  she  had  chatted  so  gaily.      She  had  IovpH 
hmi,  but  she  had  realised  his  little  merit  ''and  as  a  mat  er  of 
fact  I  have  very  little."  Julien  said  to  himself  with  S  con 
viction.     "  laking  me   all  round    I    am    a   very  dull,  vulgar 
person,  very  boring  to  others  and  quite  unbearable  to  myseff  >' 
He  was  mortally  disgusted  with  all  his   good   qualities    and 
with  all  the  things  which  he  had  once  loved  so  enthu  iSaUv 
and  It  was  when  his  imagination  was  in  this  distorted  condhion 
tha   he  undertook  to  judge  life  by  means  of  its  aid.      ThTs 
mistake  is  typical  of  a  superior  man. 

The  idea  of  suicide  presented  itself  to  him  several  times  • 
the  Idea  was  full  of  charm,  and  like  a  delicious  rest  •  because 
■t  was  the  glass  of  iced  waier  offered  to  the  w  etcl  S 
of  thirst  and  heat  in  the  desert.  ^"^ 

"  My  death  will  increase  the  contempt  she  has  for  me  "  he 
exclaimed.     «'  What  a  memory  I  should  leave  her  " 

Courage  ,s  the  only  resource  of  a  human  being  who  ha^ 
alien   into   this   last    abyss  of  unhappiness.     Jul^^n  did  no 
have  sufficient  genius  to  say  to  himself.  "  I  mus    Sa^e  "  bu 
as  he   looked   at    the    window  of   Mathilde's   room    he   saw 
through  the  blinds  that  she  was  putting  out  her  Hght      Ho 
conjured  up  that  charming  room    which    he  had     efn    alas^ 
once  in   his   whole  life       "-   :—-•---•         •  •         "'  ^'*^ 
further. 

One  o'clock  struck. 
saying   to   himself.     "I 
took  a  moment. 

..:V''./!'f  ^^'\  °f  g'^nius.  good  reasons  crowded  on  his 
-na  'May  I  be  more  fortunate  than  before  "  he  said  f^ 
^.mself.     He  ran  to  the  ladder.     The  garden^rhaS  chained 


His   imagination   did  not  go  any 

Hearing  the  stroke  of  the  clock  and 
will   chmb  up  the    ladder,"  scarcely 
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it  up.  With  the  help  of  the  cock  of  one  of  his  little  pislols 
which  he  broke,  Julien,  who  for  the  time  being  was  animated 
by  a  superhuman  force,  twisted  one  of  the  links  of  the  chain 
which  held  the  ladder.  He  was  master  of  it  in  a  few  minutes, 
and  placed  it  against  Mathilde's  window. 

"  She  will  be  angry  and  riddle  me  with  scornful  words ! 
What  does  it  matter  ?  I  will  give  her  a  kiss,  one  last  kiss,  I 
will  go  up  to  my  room,  and  kill  myself  .  .  .  my  lips  will 
touch  her  cheek  before  I  die." 

He  flew  up  the  ladder  and  knocked  at  the  blind ;  Mathildt 
heard  him  after  some  minutes  and  tried  to  open  the  blind  but 
the  ladder  was  in  the  way.  Julien  hung  to  the  iron  hook 
intending  t'  keep  the  blind  open,  and  at  the  imminent  risk  of 
falling  down,  gave  the  ladder  a  violent  shake  which  moved  it 
a  little.     Mathilde  was  able  to  open  the  blind. 

He  threw  himself  into  the  window  more  dead  than  alive. 

"  So  it  is  you,  dear,"  she  said  as  she  rushed  into  his  arms. 
**♦♦»♦ 

The  excess  of  Julien's  happiness  was  indescribabK 
Mathilde's   almost   equalled   his   own. 

She  talked  against  herself  to  him  and  denounced  herself. 

"  Punish  me  for  my  awful  pride,"  she  said  to  him,  claspinj 
him  in  her  arms  so  tightly  as  almost  to  choke  him.  "  Ynu 
are  my  master,  dear,  I  am  your  slave.  I  must  ask  your  pardoi 
on  my  knees  for  having  tried  to  rebel."  She  left  his  arms  to 
fall  at  his  feet.  "  Yes,"  she  said  to  him,  still  intoxicated  witii 
happiness  and  with  love,  "  You  are  my  master,  reign  over  nu 
for  ever,  when  your  slave  tries  to  revolt,  punish  her  severely.' 

In  another  moment  she  tore  herself  from  his  arms,  and 
lit  a  candle,  and  it  was  only  by  a  supreme  effort  that  Julier 
could  prevent  her  from  cutting  off  f  whole  tress  of  her  hair. 

"  I  want  to  remind  myself,"  she  said  to  him,  "  that  I  am 
your  handmaid.  If  I  am  ever  led  astray  again  by  my 
abominable  pride,  show  me  this  hair  and  say,  •  It  is  not  a 
question  of  the  emotion  which  your  soul  may  be  feeling  at 
present,  you  have  sworn  to  obey,  obey  on  your  honour.' " 

But  it  is  wiser  to  suppress  the  description  of  so  intense  a 
transport  of  delirious  hapj)iness. 

Julien's  tinselfishness  was  equal  to  his  happiness.  "  1  mu*' 
go  down  by  the  laddtr,"  he  said  to  Mathilde,  when  lie  5.1" 
the  dawn  of  day  appear  from  the  quarter  of  the  east  over  the 
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distant  chimneys  beyond  the  garden.     "The  sacrifice  that  I 
impose  on  myself  is  worthy  of  you.     I  deprive  myself  of  some 
hours  of  the  most  astonishing  happiness  that  a  human  soul 
can  savour,  but  it  is  a  sacrifice  I  make  for  the  sake  of  your 
reputation       If  you  know  my  heart  you  will  appreciate  how 
violent  is  the  strain  to  which  I  am  putting  myself.     Will  you 
always  be  to  me  what  you  are  now?     But  honour  speaks,  it 
suffices.       ^t  me  tell  you  that  since  our  last  interview;  thieves 
have  not  been  the  only  object  of  suspicion.      M.  de  la  Mole 
has  set  a  guard  in  the  garden.      M.  Croisenois  is  surrounded 
by  spies :  they  know  what  he  does  every  night." 

Mathilde  burst  out  laughing  at  this  idea.  Her  mother  and 
a  chamber-maid  were  woken  up,  they  suddenly  began  to 
speak  to  her  through  the  door.  Julien  looked  at  her.  she 
grew  pale  as  she  scolded  the  chamber-maid,  and  she  did  not 
deign  to  speak  to  her  mother.  "  But  suppose  they  think  of 
opening  the  window,  they  will  see  the  ladder."  Julien  said  to 
her. 

He  clasped  her  again  in  his  arms,  rushed  on  to  the  ladder 
and  slid,  rather  than  climbed  down ;  he  was  on  the  ground 
in  a  moment.  ^ 

J^xf  UM??''!^^^*''  ^^^  ladder  was  in  the  avenue  of  pines, 
and  Mathildas  honour  was  saved.  Julien  returned  to  his 
room  and  found  that  he  was  bleeding  and  almost  naked.  He 
had  wounded  himself  in  sliding  down  in  that  dare-devil 
way. 

Extreme  happiness  had  made  him  regain  all  the  energy  of 
his  character.  If  twenty  men  iiad  presented  themselves  it 
would  have  proved  at  this  moment  only  an  additional  pleasure 
to  have  attacked  them  unaided.  Happily  his  military  prowess 
was  not  put  to  the  proof.  He  laid  the  ladder  in  iis  usual 
place  and  replaced  the  chain  which  held  it.  He  did  not 
orget  to  eflace  the  mark  which  the  ladder  had  kft  on 
fJtd  of  exotic  flowers  under  Mathilde's  window. 

As  he  was  moving  his   hand  over  the  soft  ground  in 
darkness  and  satisfying  himself  that  the  mark  had  entirely 
appeared,  he  felt  something  fall  down  on  his  hands.     It  was  a 
whole  tress  of  Mathilde's  hair  which  she  had  cut  off  and  thrown 
uowntohim. 

She  was  at  the  window. 

"  That's  what  your  servant  sends  you,"  she  said  to  him  in  a 
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fairly  loud  voiiv,    "It  is  thi   sign    ofeterni!  gratitude.     In 
nouiico  the  exercise  of  my  reason,  be  my  master." 

Julien  was  quite  overcome  and  was  on  the  point  of  going!, 
fetch  the  ladder  again  and  climbing  back  into  her  roor. 
Finally  reason  prevailed. 

I 'letting  back  into  the  hotel  from  the  garden  was  not  fa<\ 
He  succeeded  in  forcing  the  door  of  a  cellar:  Once  in  th: 
house  he  was  obliged  to  bre.ik  through  the  door  of  his  roor.. 
as  silently  as  possible.  In  his  agitation  he  had  left  in  :h, 
little  room  which  he  had  just  abandoned  so  rapidly,  the  kr. 
which  was  in  the  pocket  of  his  coat.  I  only  hope  she  th:rk? 
of  hiding  that  fatal  trophy,  he  thought. 

Finally  fatigue  prevailed  over  happiness,  and  as  the  sun  \ii> 
rising  he  fell  into  a  deep  sleep. 

The  breakfast  bell  only  just  managed  to  wake  him  uj).  H; 
appeared  in  the  dining  room.  Shortly  afterwards  -Nlath  :: 
came  in  Julien's  pride  felt  delieiously  flattered  as  he  s-iw  :•; 
love  which  shone  in  the  eyes  of  this  beautiful  creature  \vhow:^ 
surrounded  by  so  much  homage :  but  soon  his  discretion  ..; 
occasion  to  be  alarmed. 

Making  an  excuse  of  the  little  time  that  she  had  had  to  : 
her  hair,  Mathilde  had  arranged  it  in  such  a  way  that  Ju.r 
could  see  at  the  first  glance  the  full  extent  of  the  sacrilicc  :.•: 
she  had  made  for  his  sake,  by  cutting  off  her  hair  <.  r  ::: 
pre\ious  night. 

If  it  had  been  possible  to  spoil  so  beautiful  a  face  I  \  i' 
thing  whatsoever,  Mathilde  would  have  succeeded  in  dc.r. 
A  whole  tress  of  her  beautiful  blonde  hair  was  cut  off  to  «  " 
half  an  inch  of  :he  scalp. 

Mathilda's  whole  manner  during  breakfast  was  in  k.t;  ■. 
with  this  initial  imprudence.  One  might  have  said  tha:  ^■ 
had  made  a  specific  point  of  trying  to  inform  the  whole-  »  '. 
of  ht-r  mad  passion  for  Julien.  Happily  on  this  particu.ar  - 
M.  de  la  Nlole  and  the  marquise  were  very  much  co:  c- T'  - 
about  an  approaching  bestowal  of  "  blue  ribbons"  wh  .:.  ».. 
going  to  take  place,  and  in  which  M.  de  Chaulnes  »2.'  '• 
comprised.  Towards  the  end  of  the  meal,  Mathilde.  ».h  ». 
talking'  to  Julien.  happened  to  call  him  "  My  Master  r.r 
ijlushcd  up  to  the  whites  of  his  eyes 

.Matluldt.-  was  not  ielt  alone  for  an  instant  tru:  - 
whether  by  chance  or  the  deliberate  ptjlicy  t»i   mad.;;,  r  -■ 
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Mo!e      In  the  evening  when  she  passed  from  the  dining  room 
mto  he  salon,  however,  sh..-  managed  to  say  to  Juhen  :  ^"  You 

ci^-ded  that  one  of  her  women    is  to  spend  the  nightin  my 

This  day  passed  with  hghtning  rapidity.  Juh'en  was  at 
nc  zemth  of  happmess.  At  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning  o 
he  followmg  day  he  mstailed  .'.imself  in  the  Hbrary  He 
nof^d  the  mademoiselle  de  ia  Mole  would  deign  to  ^apoTar 
:ncrc  he  had  wntten  her  an  interminable  letter  He^S 
aw  her  several  hours  afterwards  at  breakfast.  Her  hair  wa^ 
done  to-day  w.th  the  very  greatest  care  :  a  marvellous  at  had 
mar.aged  to  h.de  the  place  where  the  hair  had  been  cut      sSe 

■f  Al^^"  ''"""  ""'  '*"^^'  ^"»  ^^'  ^-yes  were  pol  e  and 
-aiin  and  there  was  no  question  of  calling  him  '«  My  Master  " 
Jahen's  astonishment  prevented  hinf  from  breathTngl 
Ma.hilde  was  reproachmg  herself  for  all  she  had  done  for  hfm 
^Uter  mature  reflection,  she  had  come  to  the  conclusion  Z[ 
he  .a.  a  person  who,  though  not  absolutely  commonolace 
ns  yet  not  sufficiently  different  from  the  commorruck  to 
^-e  all  the  strange   follies  that   she  had   ventured  TorVis 

•    '-.  J°  r""."^  t^  '^''^  "°'  «•""  '^^«  ^  «*"g'^'  though"  •  on 
-..  particular  day  she  was  tired  of  loving 

A^tor  Julien,  his  emotions  were  those  of  a  child  of  sixteen 
H.wasa  successive  prey  to  awful  doubt,  astonishment  and 
^n^^dunng  this  breakfast  which   he  thought  wollld  nev"^ 

n^^T"  ^  ^^  """u"^  *^^^"^'>'  ?«t  "P  f^°m  the  table,  he  flew 
n±er^.^ranto  the  stable,  saddled  his  horse  hims'elf?  and 

h«-      f  .f  !""''  •""  "">'  ^""^'^    through  sheer  force  of 

-fev, -.a.  fatigue."  he   said  to  himself  as  he  galloped    hroul 
;^M.udon  woods      "What  have  I  done,  wh'at  hj^e  I  J^d I0 

.i^r.  -  X  disgrace  like  this  ? 

v.- J'lH°K""H^;"f  ""^  <«»>  nothing  to-day.  he  thought  as 
-a  ••        r  ,  ^  ^''  ^"•"''  ^  ^^  '^'-'^^  physically  as  I  am 

'^^^Jt::^  """"^  ^">  "^-^-  -^  -^  -•>  his  corpse 
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Ilis  lioatl  iloos  not  first  realise  the  full  exiremity  of  his  unhapp: 
lies-. :  he  is  more  trouhleil  than  moveit.  Hut  as  reason  returns  he 
feels  the  depth  of  his  misfortune.  All  th«  pleasures  of  life  seen 
to  have  been  dc-iroye<l,  he  can  •  niy  feci  the  sharp  harl>s  oi .-. 
lacerating  despair.  But  what  in  the  use  of  talking  of  jih)sical 
(viin  ?  What  pain  which  is  only  felt  by  the  body  can  Ik-  loni 
[Mrod  to  this  [Miin  1—Jeaii  Paul. 

The  dinner  bell  rang,  Julien  had  barely  time  to  dress:: 
found  Mathilde  in  the  salon.  She  was  pressing  htr  hrotrc; 
and  M.  de  Croisenois  to  promise  her  that  they  would  no: ;; 
and  spend  the  evening  at  Suresnes  with  madame  the  nurcchu.: 
de  Fervaques. 

It  would    have  beer,   difficult  to  have  shown  herseli  n;  :t 
amiable  or  fascinating  to  them.     M.  de    Luz,  de  Cayluf  a-: 
several  of  their  friends  came  in  after  dinner.     One  would  hae 
said  that  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  had  commenced  aj:.:  r. 
cultivate  the  most  scrupulous  conventionality  at  the  sanie:.. 
as  her  sisterly  affection.     Although  the  weather  was  dcli;:: 
this  evening,  she  refused  to  go  out  into    the  garden,  anc 
sisted  on  their  all  staying  near  the  arm  chair  when  n;a^ 
de  la  Mole  was  sitting.     The  blue  sofa  was  the  centre  o; : 
group  as  it  had  been  in  the  winter. 

Mathilde  w.is  out  of  temper  with  the  garden,  or  a:  a:  v  r: 
she   found  it   absolutely   boring:  it  was   bound  up  v»::r 
memory  of  Julien. 

Unhappiness   blunts  the  edge  of  the  intellect.     C:  ■"- 
had  the  bad  taste  to  stop  by  that  little  straw  chair  w.'.icr.  - 
forrsjerU  witnessed  his  most  brilliant  triumphs.      Todj^ 
s|Kjkc  to  him.  his  presence  seemed  tobu  unnoticed,  an^  ''  ' 
liijii  that        1  hc<-,c  of  luadtmoi-'lli.-  d.-  la  Mole  s  i;;r:,..  ' 
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*ere  sitting  near  him  at  the  end   of  th.  sofa,  made  a  noint  of 
Zghrsa'"    ''  '"'"'"^  '^''"  ''''^  ""  ^''"'  ''  ^"y  ^-'<^  he 
"  It  is  a  court  disgrace,"  he    thought.     He  tried    to  studv 
or  a  moment  the  i^eople  who  were  en'deavoun^g  o  overwheln' 
him  w,th  their  contempt.     M.  de  Luz  had  an  important  pos 
m  the  king's  suite,  the  result  of  which  was  that  the  handsome 
officer  began  every  conversation  with  every  listener  who  cime 
along  by  tehng    him  this  special  piece  of  information      His 
uncle  had  started  at  seven  o'clock  for  St.  Cloud  and  reckoned 
on  spendmg  the  n.ght  there,     'fhis  detail  was  introduced  whh 

ItVr'T'';  y  *''°°^  ""'"^^'  ^'"^  i'  "-ver  failed  to  be 
worked  m.  A.S  Juhen  scrutinized  M.  de  Croi.senois  with  a 
..ern  gaze  of  unhappmess,  he  observed  that  this  good  amiable 
young  man  attributed  a  great  influence  to  occult  causes  He 
^en  went  so  far  as  to  become  melancholy  and  out  of  temper 
:  he  saw  an  event  of  the  slightest  importance  ascribed  to  \ 
^mple  and  perfectly  natural  cause. 

-.msIi?-''Vh''"  '■'''""'"u  "f '"«'^"'^««  i"  this,"   lulien  said  to 
•^r      ,K    p      "'^"\?haracter   has  a   striking  analogy  with 

acsmhed  It  to  nie.     During  the  first  year  of  his  stay  in   Paris 
.^r    uhen,  fresh  from  the  seminary  and  dazzled  by   he  g  ace 
Kdlrr'';i''^'V°""«  P'^^P'^'  ^^•h«"'he  found  so  nov^T 
-^nning  to  become  outlined  in  his  eyes 

■oLr    -n^''"^   '?•   ""•^'8"'fi'^d    "-""e    here,"    he    suddenly 

•n^'l'  •        u   '^^^^^'O"  "■'^s,  how  he  could  leave  the   little 

I    t!^S  "'  "  dT'  T^"^  awkwardness.     He  wanted  to  inv  nt 

-tt  to  M  IK    L  '"^'  "'herwise  engrossed.      He  was  rom- 
!:r.  '"  '^'"  ^^'^   °"   his   memory,   which   was,  it   must   be 
*-^d.  somewhat  poor  in  resources  of  this  kind 
l^.e  '.jor  boy  was  still  very  much  out  of  his  element,  and 

I  u   -'V  S^  J'?"  ,'',^  ?°^"P  ^"  '^■''•••^-  the  salon.      His  misery 

£;  :.  f;/'?^  'f  ^  ^hree  quarters  of  an  hour,  the  rolo  of  .n 
.^.^^.nfcnor  from  whom  one  docs  nut  lake  the  trouble  to 
2/ 'Jt  one  really  thinks. 
•  •=  err    al  observations   he  had  just  made  on  his  rivals 
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prevented  him,  however,  from  taking  his  own  unhappi'iess  t(\i 
tragically.  His  pride  could  take  support  in  wlvit  had  taker. 
place  the  previous  day.  "  Whatever  may  be  their  advantage* 
over  me,"  he  thought,  as  he  went  into  the  garden  aloni, 
"  Mathilde  has  never  been  to  a  single  one  of  them  what,  twice 
in  my  life,  she  has  deigneti  to  be  to  me!"  His  i)enetrat:or 
did  not  go  further.  He  absolutely  failed  to  appreciatt-  the 
character  of  the  extraordinary  jwrson  whom  chance  had  iu<: 
made  the  supreme  mistress  of  all  his  happiness. 

He  tried,  on  the  following  day,  to  make  himself  and  h* 
horse  dead  tired  with  fatigue.  He  made  no  attempt  in  tr; 
evening  to  go  near  the  blue  sofa  to  which  Mathilde  rem.T.ni,: 
constant.  He  noticed  that  comte  Norbert  did  not  tver 
deign  to  look  at  him  when  he  met  him  about  the  hoc>e 
"  He  must  be  doing  something  very  much  against  the  j:r.ii:-. 
he  thought ;  "  he  is  naturally  so  polite." 

Sleep  would  have  been  a  ha|)piness  to  Julien.     In  spite 
hi?  physical  f;Uigue,  memories  which  were  only  too  scdiu;  \ 
commenced    to  invade    his  imagination.       He   had    no:    r; 
genius  to  see  that,  inasmuch  as  his  long  rides  on  hcrsc^aa 
over  forests  on  the  outskirts  of  I'ari.«  only  affected  him. .;:- 
had   no  effect  at  all  on   Mathilde's  heart  or  mind,   he  ff. 
conseijuently  leaving    his  eventual  destiny  to  the  capr  c 
chance.     He  thought  that  one  thing  would  give  his  j^sr  i 
infinite  relief:    it  would  be  to  speak  to  Mathilde.     \\:  «"; 
would  he  venture  to  say  to  her  ? 

He  was  dreaming  deeply  about  this  at  seven  o\lork 
morning  when  he  suddenly  saw  her  enter  the  library. 

"  I  know,  monsieur,  that  you  are  anxious  to  speak  to  n  . 

"  Great  heavens  !  who  told  you  ?  " 

"  I  know,  anyway ;  that  is  enough.     If  you  are  dis:^ 
able,  you  can  ruin  me,  or  at  least  try  to.      But  thi-  v.  ".: 
which  I  do  not  believe  to  be  real,  will  certainly  noi  .  - 
me  from  being  sincere.     I  do  not  love  you  any  more,  m  : -  ■■'. 
I  have  been  led  astray  by  my  foolish  imagination.'' 

Distracted   by  love  and  unhappiness,  as  a  resul;     '    ■■ 
terrible  blow,  Julien  tried  to  justify  himself.     Nothiij.      - 
have  been   more  absurd.      Does  one  make  any  evcu?-- 
f.Til'jr'.'  to  rilf-a^-?  ?      H',it  re-p.snn  h.^d  no  longer  anv  r'.>!-.t'-' 
his  ariions.     .\  blind  instinct  urged  him  to  get  the  d'.;."  - 
tion  of  his  fate  postponed.     He  thought  that,  so  Ion;  a^ 
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kept  on  speaking,  all  could  not  he  over.  Mathilde  had  not 
listened  to  his  words ;  their  sound  irritated  her.  She  could 
not  conceive  how  he  could  have  the  audacity  to  interrupt  her 
She  was  rendered  erpially  unhappy  this  morning  by  remorse- 
"''!^  jnd  remorseful  pride.  She  felt  to  some  extent 
pulvensed  by  the  idea  of  havmg  given  a  little  abbe,  who  was 
the  son  of  a  peasant,  rights  over  her.  "  It  is  almost,"  she  said 
•0  nerself,  in  those  moments  when  she  exaggerated  her  own 
misfortune,  "as  though  I  had  a  weakness  for  one  of  my 
-^tmen  to  reproach  myself  with."  In  bold,  proud  natures 
tnere  is  only  one  .step  from  anger  against  themselves  to  wrath 
uainst  others.  In  the.se  ca.ses  the  very  transports  of  fury 
constitute  a  vivid  pleasure.  ^ 

In  a  single  minute  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  reached  the 
r^int  of  loading  Julien  with  the  signs  of  the  most  extreme 
>n  empt.      She    had    infinite  wit,  and   this   wit   was  always 
:-.  :mphant  in   the  art  of  torturing  vanity  and  wounding   it 
.nieiiy.  " 

for  the  first  time  in  his  life-  Julien  found  himse'f  subjected 

-'    '!  I'^'^'^l  ^l  '"*  '"''"-'"'''  '"''-'"'-''='•   ^^''''-'1    '"-^^   animated 
...i.nst  him   by  the  most  violent  hate.       Far   from   liavinc  at 
.:r-.-5en:  the  slightest  thought  of  defending  himself,  he  came  to 
-^oise   himself.      Hearing    himself  overwhelmed   with    such 
-.i.-K.i  of  contempt  which  were  so  cleverly  calculated  to  destroy 
=r.v  ;oo<i  opinion  that  he  might  have  of  himself,  he  thouRht 
a-  Matnilde  was  right,  and  that  she  did  not  .sav  enouirh 
v,  ror  her,  she  found  it  deliciously  gratifving  to  her  pride 
:  --•-:^  '"Jh's  way  both  herself  and  him   for  the  adoration 
•'  :.. :  nad  felt  some  days  previously. 

^--r  i:d  not  have  to  invent  and  improvise  th,:  cruel  remarks 
•  .  >ne  addressed  to  him  with  .so  much  gusto. 

r.  ■     ''•'  u""?  !''  '^"  ''■'''•'  ^"^  '■^■i^^'  ^^'^•'»f  '''<-•  advocate  of  the 
c.   -:e  had  been  .saying  against  her  love  in  her  own  heart 
■i  ia^t  eight  days. 

-a-  *.,rd  intensified  a  huiulrdfold  julieii's  awful  unhappi- 
-'  He  wanted  to  run  away,  hut  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole 
•  •<  "    1  0;  his  arm  authoritatively. 

f  ;  ---Hi  enough  to  remark. '  he  .saul  to  her,  •'  that  you  are 
-  >  -r>  loud.      \  ou  will  lu.  heard  -n  the  ncNt  roonu" 

■     it  d.xs  It  matter?"  nudemoiselie  .le  la  Mole  answered 
'v-    :-.     -Uho  will  dare  to  say  tliev  have  heard  mc  ?      I 
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want  to  cure  your  miserable  vanity  once  and  for  all  of  any 
ideas  you  may  have  indulged  in  on  my  account." 

When  Julien  was  allowed  to  leave  the  library  he  was  so 
astonished  that  he  was  less  sensitive  to  his  unhappiness, 
"  She  liots  not  love  me  any  more,"  he  repeated  to  himself, 
speaking  aloud  as  though  to  teach  himself  how  he  stood.  "  It 
.seems  that  she  has  loved  nie  eight  or  ten  days,  but  I  shall  love 
her  all  my  life." 

"  Is  it  really  possible  she  was  nothing  to  me,  nothing  to  mv 
heart  so  few  days  bark  ?  " 

Mathilde's  heart  was  inundated  by  the  joy  of  satisfied  pride. 
So  she  had  been  able  to  break  with  him  for  ever  !  So  complete 
a  triumph  over  so  strong  an  inclination  rendered  her  completelv 
happy.  "So  this  little  gentleman  will  understand,  once  .mi 
for  all,  that  he  has  not,  and  will  never  have,  any  dominion 
over  me."  She  was  so  happy  that  in  reality  she  cea.sed  t^ 
love  at  this  particular  moment. 

In  a  less  passion.ito  being  than  Julien  love  would  h.i\t 
become  inipossible  after  a  scene  of  such  awful  humiliatior 
Without  deviating  for  a  single  minute  from  the  retjuirement?  • 
her  own  self-respect,  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  had  addrc«-cd 
to  him  some  of  those  unpleasant  remarks  which  are  fo  we' 
thought  out  that  t'lcy  may  seem  true,  even  when  remeniherei 
in  cold  blocd. 

The  conclusion  which  Julien  drew  in  the  first  moment  o\  so 
surprising  a  scene,  was  that  Mathilde  was  infinitely  projc" 
He  firmly  believed  that  all  w.-.s  over  between  them  for  <.\e . 
and  none  the  less,  he  was  awkward  and  nervous  toward^  h  • 
at  breakfast  on  the  following  day.  This  was  a  fault  '-.-: 
which  up  to  now  he  had  been  exempt. 

Both  in  small  things  as  in  big  it  was  his  habit  to  know  «'r.- 
he  ought  and  wanted  to  do,  and  he  u-ed  to  act  accordingH . 

The  same  day  after  breakfast  madame  de  la  Mole  a^ie; 
him  for  a  fairly  rare,  seditious  pamphlet  which  her  cure  r:: 
surreptitiously  brought  her  in  the  morning,  and  Julien.  ,i«  ' 
took  it  from  a  bracket,  knocked  over  a  blue  porcelain  v:.v 
which  was  as  ugly  as  it  could  possibly  be. 

Madame  de  la  Mole  got  up,  uttering  a  cry  of  distres";.  a  : 
proceeded  to  contemplate  at  close  quarters  the  ruins  of  hr 
beloved  vase.  "  It  was  old  Japanese,"  she  said.  "It  --ar: 
;o  me  from  my  great  aunt,  the  abbess  of  Chelles.     It  wa^  : 
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present  from  the  I),m:h  to  the  Regent,  the  Duke  of  Orleans 
who  had  given  it  to  his  daughter  "  v^ncdns, 

Mathilde  had  followed  her  mother's  movements,  and  felt 
delighted   at    seemg   that    the    blue    vase,    that   she    though 
hornbly  ugly,  was  broken.     Julien  was  taciturn,  and  no"  un 
'^tZ^'-     ';',^,  ''''  ."J-demoiselle  de  la  Mole  quite  near  him. 

•  Ih.s  vase,    he  said  to  her.  "has  l^en  destroyed  for  eve 
The  same  is  the  case   with   the  sentiment  which   was  once 
mas  er  of  my  heart      I  would  ask  you  to  accept  my  apologies 

"One  would  really  say."  said  madame  de  la  Mole,  as  he 

S^^^s^uiS.-^'^'^^^^^^-^-^'  '-'"'-  i>-^^ 
These  words  went  right  home  to  Maihilde's  heart.  "It  ic 
•rue.  she  said  to  herself;  "my  mother  has  guessed  r  eh 
roat  ,s  the  sentiment  which  animates  him."  It  Conlylen 
hat  she  ceased  rejo.cmg  over  yesterday's  scene.  "  Wei'  t  Ts 
a  I  over  she  sa.d  to  herself,  with  an  apparent  calm  "  j'  '^^ 
a  areat  lesson,  anvwav.  It  is  an  auf.,l  ...a  u  •,•  ■ 
^.take .     It  IS  enough  to  make  me  prudent  all  the  rest  of 

'Why  didn't  I  speak  the  truth  ?"  thought   lulien      "  Whv 
^.J^st,,.  tortured  by  the  love  which  I  onci  hai  for'that  I'd' 

Fir.  however,  from  being  extinguished  as  he  had  hoped  it 

.d  he  h.s  love  grew  more  and  more  rapidly.     "  She  is  mad 

;^^       e  said  to  himself     "  Is  she  iny  \he  less  ad^r'ile 

■at.     Js    t  possible  for  anyone  to  be  prettier?     Is  nm 

'^  pleasures    of  the   most   elegant    civilisation?"      These 
_^mnr,es  of  a  bygone  happiness  seized  hold  of  Julien's  mind 
';  ,u:ckly  proceeded  to  destroy  all  the  work  of  his  reason 

-i-a-'^       h?  ,  '^^'?   ^■'^'^'"'   "'■''^  memories  of  this 

Ti;Xfo.'  I     "  T^^\'  r'y  *""^^^^  '^^  fascination. 
.     'e  :>  four  hours  after  the  breaking  of  the  Japanese  vase 
-n  ...  unquestionably  one  of  the^most  unU>py  !;,;„?" 
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I  have  seen  everything  I  relate,  ami  if  I  may  have 
made  a  mistake  when  1  siw  it,  I  am  certainly  ni)t  de- 
ceiving you  in  teliini;  you  of  ii. 

l.ellcr  to  the  author. 


re- 


The   marquis  summoned  him  ;   M.   de     la  Mole  looked 
juvenated,  his  eye  was  brilliant. 

"  I^t  us  discuss  your  memory  a  little,"  he  said  to  Julien, 
"  it  is  said  to  be  prodigious  Could  you  learn  four  pages  bv 
heart  and  go  and  say  them  at  I^ndon  ?  But  without  altcrin: 
a  single  word  ?  " 

The  marquis  was  irritably  fingering  the  day's  Quotidhnm. 
and  was  trying  in  vain  to  hide  an  extreme  seriousness  which 
Julien  had  never  noticed  in  him  before,  even  when  discussing 
the  Frilair  lawsuit 

Julien  had  already  learned  sufficient  manners  to  appreciate 
that  he  ought  to  appear  completely  taken  in  by  the  lightness 
of  tone  which  was  being  manifested. 

"  This  number  of  the  Qtiotidicmw  is  not  very  aniusin: 
possibly,  but  if  M.  the  marquis  will  allow  me,  I  shall  do  mvseii 
the  honour  to-morrow  morning  of  rec:iting  it  to  him  from 
beginning  to  end." 

"  What,  even  the  advertisements  ?  " 

"  Quite  accurately  and  without  leaving  out  a  word." 

"  You  give  mc  your  word,"  replied  the  marquis  witli  suddc" 
gravity. 

*'  Yes,  monsieur,  the  only  thing  which  could  upset  nu 
memory  is  the  fear  of  breaking  my  promise." 

"  The  fact  is,  I  forgot  to  put  this  question  to  you  ycsterdav 
I  am  not  going  to  ask  for  your  oath  never  to  repeat  what  yo: 
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are  going  to  hear.  I  know  you  too  well  to  insult  you  like 
that  I  have  answered  for  you.  I  am  going  to  take  you  into 
a  salon  where  a  dozen  persons  will  be  assembled.  You  will 
make  a  note  of  what  each  one  says. 

"  Do  not  be  uneasy.  It  will  not  l,e  a  confused  conversation 
by  any  rneans.  Each  one  will  speak  in  his  turn,  though  not 
ntcessanly  m  an  orderly  manner."  added  the  marquis  falling 
back  into  that  l.ght,  subtle  manner  which  was  so  natural  to 
him.  While  we  are  talking,  you  will  write  out  twenty  pages 
and  will  come  back  here  with  me,  and  wc  will  get  those  tienty 
pages  down  to  four,  and  those  are  the  four  pages  you  will 
Tlf  n  '"^f°'"°"°J  "loaning  instead  of  the  four  pages 
of  the  Quottdtenne.     You  will  leave  immediately  afterwards 

ou  must  post  about  like  a  young  man  travelling  on  pleasure. 
\our  aim  will  be  to  avoid  attracting  attention.  You  will 
amve  at  the  house  of  a  great  personage.  You  will  there  need 
more  skill.  Your  bu rness  will  then  be  to  take  in  all  his 
tntourage  for  among  secretaries  and  his  servants  are  some 
r.ople  who  have  .sold  .  mselves  to  our  enemies,  and  v.ho  .spy 
n  our  travelling  agents  m  order  to  intercept  them 

"^ou  will  have  an  insignificant  letter  of  introduction 

s  watch  of  mme  which  I  will  lend  you  for  the  journey. 
Uear  ,t  now,  it  will  be  so  much  done,  at  any  rate  give  ml 

•'The  duke  himself  will  be  good  enough  to  write  at  your 
Gictation  the  four  pages  you  have  learnt  by  heart  ^ 

"Having  done  this,  but  not  earlier  mind  you.  you  ran  if 
ms  Excellency  questions  you,  tell  him  about  the  meetinr' at 
«hKh  you  are  now  going  to  be  present. 

ClZ  p"-^  P^^^^-^nt'-'d  from  boring  yourself  on  the  jou..,ey 

et.een   Pans  and   the   minister's  residence   bv   the  thought 

^.^at  there  are  people  who  would  like  nothing  better  than  to 

^^^i^^^ff  'ri-   ^"  '''''  ^^'^  ''^'  ^'-''--'" 

-.5  on  u.ll  be  finished,  and  I  see  a  great  delay,  for  how  are 
-.  to  know  of  your  death,  my  dear  friend  ?  l-^en  your  /ea^ 
annot  go  to  the  length  of  informing  us  of  it  ^ 

..n!?^!?^^^/;'^"!?'  '^'^^  b.">-  =;  ^«!"P'-»'^  «"it/'  -ent  on  the 
Tn^f'L  ^"^  ^^-  ,  J^'"'-'""  '"  f''^  '"^hion  of  two  years  ago. 
1 0  .,  gh.  you  must  look  somewhat  badly  groomed.  When  you 
'  a^e.,  on  the  other  hand,  you  will  be  as  usual.     Does  this 
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surprise  you?  Docs  your  suspiciousness  guess  the  secret? 
Yes,  my  friend,  one  of  the  venerable  personages  you  are  goini; 
to  hear  deliver  his  opinion,  is  perfectly  capable  of  giving 
information  as  the  result  of  which  you  stand  a  very  good 
chance  of  being  given  at  'jast  opium  some  fine  evening  in 
some  good  inn  where  you  will  have  asked  for  supper." 

'•  It  is  bettor,"  said  Julion,  "to  do  an  extra  thirty  leagues 
and    not   take  the   direct  road.       It   is  a  case  of   Rome,  I 

sup[H>se "     The  marquis  assumed  an  expression  of 

extreme  haughtiness  and  dissatisfaction  which  Julien  had  never 
seen  him  wear  since  Bray  le-Haut. 

"  That  is  what  you  will  know,  monsieur,  when  I  think  it 
proper  to  tell  you.     I  do  not  like  cjuestions." 

"  That  was  not  one,"  answered  Julien  eagerly.  "  I  swear. 
monsieur,  I  was  thinking  quite  aloud.  My  mind  w=«  trvinc 
to  find  out  the  safest  route." 

"  Yes,  it  seems  your  mind  was  a  very  long  way  ofi.  Re 
memlH?r  that  an  emissary,  and  particularly  one  of  your  ace 
should  not  appear  to  be  a  man  who  forces  confidences." 

Julien  was  very  mortified  ;  he  was  in  the  wrong.  His  vani:v 
tried  to  find  an  excuse  and  did  not  find  one. 

"  You  understand,"  added  .uonsieur  de  la  Mole,  "  that  ine 
always  falls  back  on  one's  heart  when  one  has  committed  son 
mistake." 

.\n  hour  afterwards  Julien  was  in  the  marquis's  antt 
chamber.  He  looked  (juite  like  a  servant  with  hi?  o'c 
clothes,  a  tie  of  a  dubious  white,  and  a  certain  touch  of  the 
usher  in  his  whole  appearance.  The  marquis  burst  o  : 
laughing  as  he  saw  him,  and  it  was  only  then  that  Jii!u'> 
justification  was  complete. 

"  If  this  young  man  betrays  me,"  said  M.  de  la  M^le  • 
himself,  "  whom  is  one  to  trust  ?  And  yet,  when  one  act>. 
one  must  trust  someone.  My  son  and  his  brilliant  friend-  ■  ■ 
the  sanT?  calibre  have  as  much  courage  and  loyalty  .i«  :. 
hundred  thousand  men.  If  it  were  necessary  to  fight,  thtv 
would  die  on  the  steps  of  the  throne.  They  know  everytii'n^ 
— except  what  one  needs  in  emergency.  Devil  take  me  ;!  ! 
can  find  a  single  one  among  them  who  can  learn  four  pa.e- 
hy  heart  and  do  a  hundred  leagues  without  being  tra-k.-; 
down.  Norbert  would  know  how  to  .sell  his  life  as  dearly  :; 
his  grandfathers  did.     But  any  conscript  could  do  as  much. 
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The  marquis  fell  into  a  profound  reverie.  «' As  for  selling 
ones  life  too,  he  said  with  a  sigh,  "  perhaps  this  Sorel  would 
manage  it  quite  as  well  as  he  could. 

"Let  us  get  into  the  carriage,"  said  the  marquis  as  though 
to  chase  away  an  unwanted  idea. 

"Monsieur,"  said  Julien,  "  while  they  were  getting  this  suit 
reajy- for  me,  I  learnt  the  first  page  of  to-days  QuotiUienne  by 

The  marquis  took  the  paper.  Julien  r-cited  it  without 
making  a  single  mistake.  •'  Good."  said  .he  marquis,  who 
this  night  felt  very  diplomatic."  "During  the  time  he  takes 
over  this  our  young  man  will  not  notice  the  streets  through 
which  we  are  passing.  '  ° 

They  arrived  in  a  big  salon  that  looked  melancholy  enough 
and  was  partly  upholstered  in  green  velvet.  In  the  middle  of 
the  room  a  scowling  lackey  had  just  placed  a  big  dining-table 
which  he  subsequently  changed  into  a  writing-table  by  means 
of  an  immense  green  inkstained  tablecloth  which  had  been 
plundered  from  some  minister. 

The  master  of  the  house  was  an  enormous  man  whose  name 
was  not  pronounced.  Julic-n  thought  he  had  the  appearance 
and  eloquence  of  a  man  who  ruminated.  At  a  sign  from  the 
marquis,  Julien  had  remained  at  the  lower  end  of  the  table 
In  order  to  keep  himself  in  countenance,  he  began  to  cut 
quills  He  counted  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye  seven  visitors 
but  Juhen  could  only  see  their  backs.  Two  seemed  to  him' 
0  be  speaking  to  M.  de  la  Mole  on  a  footing  of  equality,  the 
others  seemed  more  or  less  respectful. 

A  new  person  enteied  without  being  announced.  "  This 
;^^  strange,  thought  Julien.  "  People  are  not  announced 
n  this  saion.  Is  this  precaution  taken  in  my  honour  ? " 
-vcr>body  got  up  to  welcome  the  new  arrival.  He  wore  the 
same  extremely  distinguished  decoration  as  three  of  the  other 
persons  who  were  in  the  salon.  They  flked  fairly  low.  In 
endeavouring  to  form  an  opinion  of  th  new  comer,  Julien 
*ai  reduced  to  seeing  what  he  could  le^rn  from  his  features 
ind  his  appeareance.  He  was  short  and  thick-set.  He  had 
i  high  colour  and  a  brilliant  eye  and  an  expression  that 
1'-' »eu  :;.<e  s  maiignant  boar,  and  iioihing  else. 

Julicn's    attention    was    partly   distracted    by    the    almost 
■T.u.c,.utc  arrnul  t,l  a  vc.)  dilTerent  kind  of  person.      It  was  i 
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a  tall  very  thin  man  who  wore  three  or  four  waistcoats.     His 
eye  was  caressing,  his  demeanour  polite. 

"  He  looks  exactly  like  the  old  bishop  of  Besan^on,  thought 
Julien."  This  man  evidently  belonged  to  the  church,  was 
apparently  not  more  than  fifty  to  fifty-five  years  of  age,  and 
no  one  could  have  looked  more  paternal  than  he  did. 

The  young  bishop  of  Agde  appeared.  He  looked  very 
astonished  when  in  making  a  scrutiny  of  those  present  his 
gaze  fell  upon  JulTeh;  He  Bad  "not  spoken  to  him  since  the 
cerettiohy  of  Bray  le-Haut.  His  look  of  surprise  embarrassed 
and  irritated  Julien  "What!"  he  said  to  himself,  "will 
knowing  a  man  always  turn  out  unfortunate  for  me  ?  I  don't 
feel  the  least  bit  intimidated  by  all  those  great  lords  whom  I 
have  never  seen,  but  the  look  of  that  young  bishop  freezes  me. 
I  must  admit  that  I  am  a  very  strange  and  very  unhappy 
person." 

An  extremely  swarthy  little  man  entered  nci.-ly  soon 
afterwards  and  started  talking  as  soon  as  he  reached  the  door 
He  had  a  yellow  complexion  and  looked  a  little  mad.  As 
soon  as  this  ruthless  talker  arrived,  the  others  formed  them 
selves  into  knots  with  the  apparent  object  of  avoiding  the 
bother  of  listening  to  him. 

As  they  went  away  from  the  mantelpiece  they  came  near 
the  lower  end  of  the  table  where  Julien  was  placed.  His 
countenance  became  more  and  more  embarrassed,  for  whatever 
efforts  he  made,  he  could  not  avoid  hearing,  and  in  spite  oi 
all  his  lack  of  experience  he  appreciated  all  the  moment  of  the 
things  which  they  were  discussing  with  such  complete  frank 
ness,  and  the  importance  which  the  high  personages  whom 
he  apparently  had  under  his  observation  must  attach  to  their 
being  kept  secret. 

Julien  had  already  cut  twenty  quills  as  3'jwly  as  possible, 
this  distraction  would  shortly  be  no  long<!r  available.  He 
looked  in  vain  at  M.  de  La  Mole's  eyes  for  an  order ;  the 
marquis  had  forgotten  him. 

*•  What  I  am  doing  is  ridiculous,"  he  said  to  himself  as  Ik 
cut  his  quills,  "  but  persons  with  so  mediocre  an  appearance 
and  who  are  handling  such  great  interests  either  for  themselves 
or  for  others  must  be  extremely  liaole  »c  take  offence.  .My 
unfortunate  look  has  a  cctiaiii  quesliuning  and  scatcci) 
respectful  expression,  which  will  doubtless  irritate  them.    But 
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if  I  palpably  lower  my  eyes  I  shall  look  as  if  I  were  picking  up 
every  word  they  said."  ^        °  ^ 

^^_ms  embarrassment  was  extreme,  he  was  listening  to  strange 
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The  republic  : — For  oiil'  man  to-day  who  will  sacrifice 
evf  rything  for  the  public  w  rare,  there  are  thousands  and 
millions  who  think  of  not'  (j  except  their  enjoyments  ami 
tlieir  vanity.  One  is  requeste<l  in  Paris  by  reason  of 
the  qualities  not  of  ones  self  but  of  one's  carriage. 
—NAPOLEihV,  Memorial. 

TuK  foottnan  rushed  in  saying    "  Monsieur  the  duke  dc- 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  you  are  just  a  fool,"  said  the  dukr 
as  he  entered.  He  spoke  these  words  so  well,  and  with 
much  majesty,  that  Julien  could  not  help  thinking  this  grca: 
person's  accomplishments  were  limited  to  the  science  o: 
snubbing  a  lackey.  Julien  raised  his  eyes  and  immediate;^ 
lowered  them.  He  had  so  fully  appreciated  the  significiiui; 
of  the  new  arrival  that  he  feared  that  his  look  miglit  k-  an 
indiscretion. 

The  Duke  was  a    man  of  fifty  dressed  like  a  dandy  ar.i 
with  a  jerky  walk.     He  had  a  narrow  head  with  a  lar-e  iKsf 
and  a  face  that  jutted  forward  ;  it  woiild  have  been  ditticui: :: 
have  looked  at  the  same  time  more  insignifi'  ant.     His  arr:v. 
was  the  signal  for  the  opening  of  the  meeting. 

Julien  was  sharply  interrupted  in  his  physiognoniici 
<)bs*'rvations  by  de  la  Mole's  voice.  "I  present  to  viu  M 
the  abbe  Sorel,"  s^'d  the  Marquis.  "He  is  gifted  «i;:.  y 
astonishing  memory  :  it  is  scarcely  an  hour  ago  since  I  ^i.^ » 
to  him  of  the  mission  by  which  he  tnight  be  honoured.  ~:c 
he  has  learned  the  first  page  of  the  Quo/idienm  l\  i.-.' 
in  order  to  give  proof  of  his  memory." 

"  Ah  !  foreign  news  of  that  poor  N — "  said  the  ma-ttr 
the  house.     He  took    up  the    [)aj>er  eagerly  and    loi.lt.i 
julien    ill    a    manner    rt-ncicred    hiiniorous    I'V'    it»;     '■^i  •     ' 
nnjiortanic.       '  Sji  ak,  iinii;  >i(ur,  lie  .-aiJ  to  him." 
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The  silence  was  profound,  all  eyes  were    fixed  on  Tulien 

I  ?'  ■■'» 'ru  '°  '^^"  ^^*'  '^^  ^"'^'^  '^'d  at  the  end  of  twenty 
I  mes,  That  is  enough."  The  little  man  who  looked  like  a 
boar  sat  down.  He  was  the  president,  for  he  had  scarcely 
taken  his  place  before  he  showed  Julien  a  card-table  and 
signed  to  him  to  bring  it  near  him.  Julien  established 
himself  at  it  with  writing  materials.  He  counted  twelve 
persons  seated  round  the  green  table  cloth 

"M.  Sorel,;;  said  the  Duke,   "retire  into  next  room,  you 
will  be  called.  ' 

i  ..-i?*  u""''"'  °^  ^^^   ^°"'^   '^^g*"    t°   'ook  very   anxious. 
I  "The  shutters  are  not  shut,"   he  said  to  his  neighbour  in  a 
K  semi-whisper      "  It  is  no  good  looking  out  of  the  window."  he 
stupidly  cried  to  Julien-"  so  here  I  am  more  or  less  mixed  ud 
ma  conspiracy  "thought  the  latter.     "  Fortunately  it  is  not  one 
of  those  which  lead  to  the    Place-de-Greve.      Even   though 
there  were  danj,  r.  I  owe  this  and  even  more  to  the  marqui^ 
and  should  be  gi      to  be  given  the  chance  of  making  up  for 
'llllf,**'"?*  .«'h«ch  my  madness  may  one  day  occasion  him." 
While  thinking  of  his  own  madness  and  his  own  unhappiness 
he  regarded  the  place  where  he  was,  in  such  a   way  as   to 
■mprmt  It  upon  his  memory  for  ever.     He  then  remembered 
tor  the  first    ime  that  he  had  never  heard  the  lackey  tell  the 
name  of  the  street,  and  that  the  marquis  had  taken  a  fiacre 
which  he  never  did  in  the  ordinary  way.     Julien  was  left  to 
his  own  reflections   for  a   long   time.     He   was  in  a   salon 
upholstered  in  red  velvet  with  large  pieces  of  gold  lace      A 
iirge  ivor>'  crucifix  was  on  the  consol-table  and  a  gilt  cdced 
magnificently  bound  copy  of  M.  de  Maistre's  book   T/,f  Pofie 
"fas  on  the  mantelpiece.     Julien  opened  it  so  as  not  to  anpt^r 
'•  ^'*'  eavesdropping.     From  time  to  time  they  talked  loudly  in 
the  next  room.     At  last   the  door  was  oi)ened  and  he    was 
^aJed  in. 

"  Remember,  gentlemen,"  the  president  was  saying  "  that 
"•m  this  moment  we  are  talking  in  the  presence  of  the  duke 
c'  This  gentleman,"  he  said,  pointing  to  fulien,  "  is  a 

^'^un,:  acolyte  devoted  to  our  sacred  cause  who  l)y  the  aid  of 
li    marvellous   memory   will     repeat    quite   easily    our    very 
Nghtcst  words." 

li  b  your  turn  to  speak.  Monsieur,"  he  said  pointing  to 
e  paternal  looking  personage  who  wore  three  or  four  waist- 
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coats.  Julien  thought  it  would  have  been  more  natural  to 
have  called  him  the  gentleman  in  the  waistcoats.  He  took 
some  paper  and  wrote  a  great  deal. 

(At  this  juncture  the  author  would  have  liked  to  have  put  a 
page  of  dots.  "  That,"  said  his  publisher,  "  would  be  riumsy 
and  in  the  case  of  so  light  a  work  clumsiness  is  death.' 

"  Politics,"  replies  the  author,  "  is  a  stone  tied  round  the 

neck  of  literature  which  submerges  it  m  less  than  six  months 

Politics  in  the  midst  of  imaginative  matter  is  like  a  pistol  shot 

in  the  middle  of  a  concert.     The  noise  is  racking   without 

belftg-  energetic.     It    does   not   harmonise'  with  tfte  soimd 

of  awy  in«trument.     These  pcJfitIci  will  give  mbrtal"  ofTence  to 

one  half  of  the  readers  and  will  bore  the  other  half,  who  will . 

have  already       ;d  the  ideas   in   question  as   set   out   in  the 

I        morning  paper  !n  its  own  drastic  manner," 

J  "  If  your  characters  don't  talk  politics,"  replied  the  publisher, 

',         "  they  cease  to  be  Frenchmen  of  1 830,  and  your  book  is  no 

;        longer  a  mirror  as  you  claim  ?  ") 

•  Julien's  record  ran  to  twenty-six  pages.      Here  is  a  ven 

I        diluted   extract,    for    it    has    been    necessary   to   adopt  tht 

invariable  practice   of  suppressing  those  ludicrous   passages, 

whose    violence    would    have     seemed    either    offensive  or 

intolerable  (see  the  Gazette  des  Trtbunaux). 

The  man  with  the  waistcoats  and  the  paternal  expression 
(he  was  perhaps  a  bishop)  often  smiled  and  then  liis  eyes. 
which  were  surrounded  with  a  floating  forest  of  eyebrow.s 
assumed  a  singular  brilliance  and  an  unusually  decided  expres 
sior.  This  personage  whom  they  made  speak  first  before  the 
duke  ("but  what  duke  is  it?"  thought  Julien  to  himstlfi 
with  the  apparent  object  of  expounding  various  points  of  vie» 
and  fulfilling  the  functions  of  an  advocate-general,  appeared  to 
Julien  to  fall  into  the  uncertainty  and  lack  of  definiteness  witi' 
which  those  officials  are  ■  >  often  taxed.  During  Iht:  course"! 
the  discussion  the  duke  went  so  far  as  to  reproach  him  on 
this  scor» .  .After  several  sentences  of  morality  and  indulgen' 
philosophy  the  man  in  the  waistcoats  said, 

"  Noble  England,  under  the  guiding  hand  of  a  great  man, 
the  immortal  Pitt,  has  spent  forty  milliards  of  francs  ir 
opposing  the  revolution.  If  this  meeting  will  allow  me  to 
treat  so  melancholy  a  subject  with  some  frankness,  England 
fails  to  realise  sufficiently  that  in  dealing  with  a  man  like 
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Buonaparte,  especially  when  thev  havf>  nnfh.V.,,  »„ 

.i<h,  except   a   bundle   of  goS  Ynl"!  "  ,  ^eTn'h  ™ 

decisive  except  personal  methods  "  nothing 

hoi'se  aLsr """""''"" "«''" ' " "'"  ''= ""'-  of  •"« 

"Spare  us  your  sentimental  sermons"  crieH  fh^  ,.,.  vi 

■■^'L-l!i  ^s't-z  *-^^•v  ^™*'-  '*- 

w  on,     ne   said  to  the  man   with   the  waUtrnatc       tu 

"  NoSle'p'^'"^^."'  f  '""^  P^^^'^-^^  became  pu^le     "^'^ 

Noble  England," -.eplied  the  advocate-general   "iVrn.ch  ^ 

to  day  :  for  each  Englishman  before  pavinf  for  hu  '       u      ^ 

iai^ged  to  pay  the  interest  on  forty^mSds  ofLnT"  X'^'i 

w.e  used  against  the  Jacobins.     S^e  has  not  o  e  J^t"""'"^' 

She  has  the  Dake  of  VVeninirfnn  "  c^;^  -i- 

looking  very  important.  "^^'""«'°"'    '""^  »  ""'"^'y  Parsonage 

"  Please  genllenien,  silence,"  exclaimed  the  president      "  If 
^e^are^snll  go.ng  to  d.sp.te,  there  was  no  poin^tTn'tlg  m' 

"Wc  know  that  monsieur  has  many  ideas  »  siirf  ,h.  j  i, 
.mtably,  looking  at  the  ii^terrupter  who  .'as  S  „ih  m      ,       " 
ganaral.    J„,ie„  saw  that  .hese";,,*  conui  cdtme^:  Sai 

ot  hringmg  his  listeners  to  reason      «'  Tf  th.  r„  ^  ^^ 

.s  eager  for  me  to  finish,  it  is  not  grateful  to  me  for 
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the  efforts  I  am  making  to  offend  nobody's  ears,  however  long 
they  may  be.     Well,  gentlemen,  I  will  be  brief. 

"  I  will  tell  yo)i  in  quite  common  words :  England  has  not 
got  a  sou  with  which  to  help  the  good  cause.  If  Pitt  himself 
were  to  come  back  he  would  never  succeed  with  all  his  genius 
in  duping  the  small  English  landowners,  for  they  know  that 
the  short  Waterloo  campaign  alone  cost  them  a  milliard  of 
francs.  As  you  like  clear  phrases,"  continued  the  speaker, 
becoming  more  and  more  animated,  "  I  will  say  this  to  /ou : 
Help  yourselves,  for  England  has  not  got  a  guinea  left  to 
help  you  with,  and  when  England  does  not  pay,  Austria, 
Russia  and  Prussia — who  will  only  have  courage  but  have  no 
money — cannot  launch  more  than  one  or  two  campaigns 
against  France. 

"  One  may  hope  that  the  young  soldiers  who  will  be  recruited 
by  the  Jacobins  will  be  beaten  in  the  first  campaign,  and 
possibly  in  the  second ;  but,  even  though  I  seem  a  revolutionary 
in  your  prejudiced  eyes,  in  the  third  campaign — in  the  third 
campaign  I  say — you  will  have  the  soldiers  of  1 794  who  were 
no  longer  the  soldiers  enlisted  in  1792." 

At  this  point  interruption  broke  out  simultaneously  from 
three  or  four  quarters. 

!  i  **  Monsieur,"  said  the  president  to  Julien,  "  Go  and  make  a 
precis  in  the  next  room  of  the  beginning  of  the  report  which 
you  have  written  out." 

Julien  went  out  to  his  great  regret.  The  speaker  was  just 
dealing  with  the  question  of  probabilities  wnich  formed 
the  usual  subject  for  his  meditations.  "  They  are  frightened 
of  my  making  fun  of  them,"  he  thought.  When  he  was 
railed  back,  M.  de  la  Mole  was  saying  with  a  seriousues? 
which  seemed  quite  humorous  to  Julien  who  knew  him  so 
well, 

"  Yes,  gentlemen,  one  finds  the  phrase,  '  is  it  god,  table  or 
tub  ? '  especially  applicable  to  this  unhappy  people.  '  //  is^od 
exclaims  the  writer  of  fai)les.  It  is  to  you,  gentlemen,  that 
this  noble  and  profound  phrase  seems  to  apply.  Act  on  your 
own  initiative,  and  noble  F"rance  will  appear  again,  almost  such 
?[S  our  ancestors  made  her;  and  as  our  own  eyes  have  seen  her 
before  the  death  of  I^ouis  XVI.      l'.':.:'.^.;^':  "  _ 

"  England  execrates  disgraceiul  Jacobinism  as  much  as  we 
do,  or  at  any  rate  her  noble  lords  do.     Without  English  gold, 


THE  DISCUSSION  389 

Austria  and  Prussia  would  only  be  able  to  give  battle  cwo  or 
three  tjmes      Would  that  be  sufficient  to  ensure  a    uccT'ssfu 

fair|d  to  exploit  JO  181 7  ?     I  donot  thiak  ^  ;."=^'^"  ^°**^^'y 

the  huSiesTfh!!'''.  r  *"  '"^^""P^io"  "hi^h  was  stifled  by 
the  hushes  of  the  whole  room.     It  came  again  from  the  old 
mpenal  general  who  wanted  the  blue  ribbon  and  wished    o 
figure  among  the  authors  of  the  secret  note 

had  subsided''' h;?";'^^!''^^  ""■  '^  '^  ^°''^'  ^^'^  '»^«  "P^oar 

"That's  a  pretty  piece  of  acting,"  he  said  to  himself  as  he 

™'m    Z  ruT''  ^""'^  ^''^  ^''''h  the  marquis-  Trd  '. 

M.  de  la  Mole  annihilated  the  twenty  cimpai-ms  of  the 
turncoat  with  a  well  turned  phrase.  '*»'P'i'b"s  ot   the 

"It  IS  not  only  on  foreign  powers."  continued  the  marquis  in 
a  more  even  tone,  "on  whom  we  shall  be  able  to  TeW  for  a 
new  military  occupation.  All  those  young  men  who  w^ite 
mflammatory  articles  in  the  G/obe  will  provide  yo"  with  three 
or  four  thousand  young  captains  among  whon/you  may  hnd 
men  with  the  genius,  but  not  the  good  intentions'"?  a  Kleber 
a  Hoche,  a  Jourdan,  a  Pichegru  "  i^'cuer, 

"HellSr'  ^"r  ^°''  '"  S^°"^y  h'"^'"  «^'d  the  president. 
He  bhould  have  been  immortalized." 

"Finally,  it  is  necessary  for  France  to  have  two  oartie^  " 

lords    »     K    "'"?«')""«  "s->lf  wilh  -he  „oi«  of  us  o™  vain 

At  this  point  there  was  another  interruption. 
A.   tor   you,    monsieur,"   said    M.    de    !a    Mole    to    the 

ret'"'    "?    "'    ''  ■•'■^^''^    ^'-^'^^--■^    -d    else    "f 
d    ou   ih  ^r.'^r^'  '^f^*^"^'  'f  ^'"-'  ^^^^'^^    '>"kes  you,  but  you 

ci«V'.        ^  ^'^^'y  "'°"^"^  ^^''»^h  you  receive  from  the 

-.ou]h'';o'"ukt"'''  "'T  ^'"^  ^"'''  '"^'  ^"  '■'•  I  ^*"  be  bold 
'ough    to    take   you     for    an    example.       Like    your    noble 
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ancestors,  who  followed  Saint  Louis  to  the  crusade,  you  ought 
in  return  for  those  hundred  and  twenty  thousand  francs  to 
show  us  at  any  rate  a  regiment ;  a  company,  why,  what  am  I 
saying  ?  say  half  a  company,  even  if  it  only  had  fifty  men, 
ready  to  fight  and  devoted  to  the  good  cause  to  the  point  of 
risking  their  lives  in  its  service.  You  have  nothing  but  lackeys, 
who  in  the  event  of  a  rebellion  would  frighten  you  yputselves." 
"  Throne,  Church,  Nobility  are  liable  to  perish  to-morrow, 
gentlerggfli^^^^^jogj^a^  in  each 
departtnent  a  force  of  fivenfiundred''3ev^53TTien,  devoted  J 
mean,  not  only  with  afl'tlie  French  courage,  but  wkF all  the 
Spanish  oohstaricv,*  '     -     >     •-'•^ -"-«-—      

""Hairortnis  force  ought  to  be  composed  of  our  children, 
our  nephews,  of  real  gentlemen,  in  fact.  Each  of  them  will 
have  beside  him  not  a  little  talkative  bourgeois  ready  to  hoist 
the  tricolor  cockade,  if  1815  turns  up  again,  but  a  good, 
frank  and  simple  peasant  like  Cathelineau.  Our  gentleman 
will  have  educated  him,  it  will  be  his  own  foster  brother  if  it 
is  possible.  Let  each  of  us  sacrifice  the  fifth  of  his  income  in 
order  to  form  this  little  devoted  force  of  five  hundred  men  in 
each  ilepartment.  Then  you  will  be  able  to  reckon  ou  i 
foreign  occupation.  The  foreign  soldier  wi"  never  penetratt 
even  as  far  as  Dijon  if  he  is  not  certain  of  finding  five  hundred 
friendly  soldiers  in  each  department. 

"The  foreign  kings  will  only  listen  to  you  when  you  are  in  a 
position  to  announce  to  them  that  you  have  twenty  thousand 
gentlemen  ready  to  take  up  arms  in  order  to  open  to  them  the 
gates  of  France.  The  service  is  troublesome,  you  say. 
(.lentlemen,  it  is  the  only  wuy  of  saving  our  lives.  There  is 
war  to  the  death  between  the  liberty  of  the  press  and  our 
existence  as  gentlemen.  Become  manufacturers,  become 
peasants,  or  take  up  your  guns.  Be  timid  If  yo^i.like,  but  do 
not  be  stupid.     Open  your  eyes. 

"  '  Form  yo!  r  battalions,'  I  would  say  to  you  in  the  words 
of  the  Jacobl  songs.  Some  noble  Gustavus  Adolphus  wil! 
then  be  found  who,  touclieiT'  bythe  imminent  peril  of  the 
monarchical  principle,  will  make  a  dash  three  hundred  leagues 
tVuiu  his  own  country,  and  will  do  for  jou  what  Gustavus  did 
fur  th(-  Protestant  princes.  Do  you  A'ant  to  i^u  on  talkii- 
without  acting?  In  fifty  years'  time  there  will  be  o:.!; 
prejidenls  or  republics  in   Europe  and  not  one  king,  and  w:i" 
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those  three  letters  R   O.  I.  you  will  see  the  last  of  the  priests 
^;;^.I?P.''^»en,  J  can  se^^^  caadidates  paying 

-^t  IS  no  use  your  saying  that  at  the  present  time  France 
has  not  a  single  accredited  general  who  is  universally  known 
and  loved  that  the  army  is  only  known  and  organised  in  the 
mterests  of  the  throne  and  the  church,  and  that  it  has  been 
deprived  of  all  its  old  troopers,  while  each  of  the  Prussian  and 
Austrian  regiments  count  fifty  non-commissioned  officers  who 
have  seen  fire. 

"Two  hundred  thousand  young  men  of  the  middle  classes 
are  spoiling  for  war — " 

"  A  truce  to  disagreeable  truths,"  said  a  grave  personage  in 

a  pompous  tone      He  was  apparently  a  very  high  ecclesiastical 

dignitary,  for  M.  de   la  Mole   smiled    pleasantly,  instead    of 

getting  angry,  a  circumstance  which  greatly  impressed  Julien 

A  truce  to  unpleasant  truths,  let  us  resume,  gentlemen. 

he  nian  who  needs  to  have  a  gangrened  leg  cut  off  would  be 
li  advised  to  say  to  his  surgeon,  'this  disease  is  very  healthy  ' 
If  I  may  use  the  metaphor,  gentlemen,  che  noble  duke  of 
IS  our  surgeon." 

"So  the  great  words  have  at  last  been  uttered,"  thouKht 
Julien.     '.  It  IS  towards  the that  I  shall  gallop  to-night." 
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The  first  law  of  every  Ixring,  is  to  pre.serve  itself  an>I  live.     Vou 
sow  hemlock,  and  expect  to  see  ears  of  corn  npen.—MacchiaTelli. 

The  great  personage  continued.  One  could  see  that  he  knew 
his  subject.  He  proceeded  to  expound  the  following  great 
truths  with  a  soft  and  tempered  eloquence  with  which  Julieii 
was  inordinately  delighted  : — 

"  I.  England  has  not  a  guinea  to  help  us  with  ;  economv 
and  Hume  are  the  fashion  there.  Even  the  saints  will  not 
give  us  any  money,  and  M.  Brougham  will  make  fun  of  us. 

"2.  The  impossibility  of  getting  the  kings  of  Europe  to 
embark  on  more  than  two  campaigns  without  English  gold: 
two  campaigns  will  not  be  enough  to  dispose  of  the  middle 
classes. 

"  3.  The  necessity  of  forming  an  armed  party  in  France 
\yithout  this,  the  monarchical  principle  in  Europe  will  not 
risk  even  two  campaigns. 

"  The  fourth  point  which  I  venture  to  suggest  to  you,  as 
self  evident,  is  this  : 

"The  impossibility  of  forming  an  armed  party  in  France 
without  the  clergy.  I  am  bold  enough  to  tell  you  this  because 
I  will  prove  it  to  you,  gentlemen.  You  must  make  every 
sacrifice  for  the  clergy. 

"  Firstly,  because  as  it  is  occupied  with  its  mission  by  day 
and  bjlltght,  and  guided  by  highly  capable  men  established 
Jar^liP"!  these  sjorms  gt  jhiree  hundred  leagues  from  voar 
trontiacs-.^ " 

"  Ah,  Rome,  Rome  !  "  exclaimed  the  master  of  the  houic 

"  Yes,  monsieur,   Rome,"  replied   the  Cardinal   haughti'y 

"  Whatever  more  or  less  ingenious  jokes  may  have  been  the 
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St"r«'''"r"  *f\y°""g.  I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying 
Ihl  Z.fit     "  '^"1^  '^  "'"'Sy.  under  the  guidance  of  Rome 
who^hasthe  ear  of  ihe  lower  classes* 

"Fifty  thousand  priests  repeat  the  same  words  on  the 
day  appomted  by  their  chiefs,  and  the  people-who  after  all 
provide  sold.ers-will  be  more  touched  by  the  voLs  of  fts 

^J^  '^  f  i'^  ^^"''^y'^g  '"  'he  wh'oll  world  "     (Th 
personality  provoked  some  murmurs.)  ^ 

"The  clergy  has  a  genius  superior  to  yours  "  went  on  fh^ 

cardinal  raismg  his  voice.     "All  the  progress  thafhas  bien 

made  towards  this  essential  point  of  haLg'an  a  med  "arty  n 

mtroduced.         V\  ho  used  eighty  thousand  rifles  in  Vend-'   ?  " 

KuhV^TsLZ  T  ''"'^^  ''  7?^"'  '''  f°^«^'«  '^  '^  helpless. 
At  the  tir.st  war  the  minister  of  finance  will  write  to  his  apent« 

that  there  is  no  money  to  be  had  except  Tor  the  cure'      A 
bottom  France  does  not  believe,  and  she  loves^^^r      Whoe;e 
gives  her  war  will  be  doubly  popular,  for  making  war  is  to  use 
a  vulgar  phra.se,    the   same  as  starving  the  Jesui's     mak^ne 
war  means  delivering  those  monsters  of  pride-tl  ^  men  "f 
France-from  the  menace  of  foreign  intervention." 
he  sad  ''will  h^v    :  'r""''^'  *^^^""g-     "^'-  ^-  Nerval," 


ime'  ''TwUlt  r7'^°dy««^"P-nd  talked  at  the  same 
tally's  Ir'rK  ""'f  ^'  '''  height,  as  the  papers  say  when  they 


double.  ,hc  forces  „f  ihe  Jacobins  bj  making  ,„any 
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moderates  divide  against  us.  I  should  therefore  be  willing  to 
retire ;  but  the  ways  of  the  Lord  are  only  visible  to  ;i  small 
number;  but,"  he  added,  looking  fixedly  at  the  cardinal,  "I 
have  a  mission.  Heaven  has  said  :  '  You  will  either  loose 
your  head  on  the  scaffold  or  you  will  reestablish  the 
njonarchy  of  Fraiice  and  reduce  the  Chambers  to  the  condition 
of  '>  parliament  of  Louis  XV.,'  and  that,  gentlemen,  I  shall 
do. 

He  finished  his  speech,  sat  down,  and  there  was  a 
silence. 

"  What  a  good  actor,"  thought  Julien.  He  made  his  usual 
mistake  of  ascribing  too  much  intelligence  to  the  people.  K.\- 
cited  by  tne  debates  of  so  lively  an  evening,  and  above  all  Ijy 
the  sincerity  of  the  discussion,  M.  de  Nerval  did  at  this  moment 
believe  in  his  mission.  This  man  had  great  courage,  but  at 
the  same  time  no  sense. 

During  the  silence  that  followed  the  impressive  words,  '•  I 
shall  do  it,"  midnight  struck.  Julien  thought  that  the  striking 
of  the  clock  had  in  it  a  certain  element  of  funereal  majesty. 
He  felt  moved. 

The  discussion  was  soon  resumed  with  increasing  energy, 
X  .'  above  vill  'vith  an  incredible  naivety.  "These  people  will 
have  me  poisoned,"  thought  Julien  at  times.  •'  Ho.'  can  they 
say  such  things  before  a  plebian." 

They  were  still  talking  when  f.o  o'clock  struck.  The 
master  of  the  house  had  been  sleeping  for  some  time.  M.  de 
la  Mole  was  obliged  to  ring  for  new  candles.  M.  de  Nerval, 
the  minister,  had  left  at  the  quarter  to  two,  but  not  without 
having  repeatedly  studied  Julien's  face  in  a  mirror  which  was 
at  the  minister's  side.  His  departure  had  seemed  to  put 
everybody  at  their  ease. 

While  they  were  bringing  new  candles,  the  man  in  the 
waistcoats,  whispered  to  his  neighbour  :  "  God  knows  what 
that  man  will  say  to  the  king.  He  may  throw  ridicule  upon 
us  and  spoil  our  future." 

"One  must  own  that  he  must  possess  an  unusual  self 
assurance,  not  to  say  impudence,  to  put  in  an  appearance  here. 
There  werj  signs  of  it  before  he  became  a  minister;  but  a 
portfolio  changes  everything  and  swamps  all  a  man's  interests; 
he  must  have  felt  its  effect." 

The    minister    had    scarcely   left    before   the    general  of 
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Buonaparte  closed  his  eyes.     He  now  talked  of  his  heahh 
and  his  wounds,  consulted  his  watch,  and  went  away 

"I  will  wager,"  said  the  man  in  the  waistcoats,  •' that  the 
general  is  running  after  the  minister;  he  will  apologise  for 
having  been  here  and  pretend  that  he  is  our  leader  " 

"Let  us  now  deliberate,  gentlemen,"  said  the'  president 
after  the  sleepy  servants  had  finished  bringing  and  li^htinJ 
new  candles  Let  us  leave  off  trying,  to  persuade  each  other 
Let  us  thmk  ot  the  contents  of  the  note  which  will  be  read 
by  our  friends  outside  in  forty-eight  hours  from  now.  We 
have  heard  ministers  spoken  of.  Now  that  M.  de  Nerval 
has  left  us  we  are  at  lil^erty  to  say  'what  we  do  care  for 
ministers.  v,  mi 

The  cardinal  gave  a  subtle  smile  of  approval 

"  Nothing  is  easier  it  seems  to  me  than  summing  up  our 

posuion,    said  the  young  bishop  of  Agde.  with  the  restrained 

oncen  rated  fire  of  the  most  exahed  tanaticism.       He  had 

kept  silent  up  to  this  time;  hi^  eye,  which  Julien  had  noticed 

.  be.ng  soft  and  calm  at  the  beginniug,  had  become  fie'y 

uring  the  first  hour  of  the  discussion.      His  soul  was  now 

bubbling  over  like  lava  from  Vesuvius. 

"Kngland  only  made  one  mistake  from  1806  lo  1814  "  l,e 

f  '  At"  ,'''  ''■^'  '"  "'''  ^^''■"g  '^''■^ct  and  personal  mea'sures 
against  Napoleon.  As  soon  as  that  man  had  made  dukes  and 
chamberlains,  as  soon  as  he  had  reestablished  the  throne  t  e 
ssion  that  God  had  entrusted  to  him  was  finished.  The 
only  thing  to  do  with  him  was  to  .sacrifice  him.  'rhe 
^riptures   teach   us   in    more   than   one   place   how   to   make 

;uin1).^'"'"^"  ^"   ''''  ^°'"^   ^^-—  ---1   I  at 

./'•P'l^y'   gentlemen,    it    is    not   a    man    who   has    to   be 

acrificed,  it  is  Paris.     What  is  the  use  of  armin.^  your  five 

ndred  men   in   each   department,  a    hazaidous'^nS    n  er- 

mable  enterprise  ?      What  is  the  good  of  involving  F  ."  ^e 

?%lon  p:dsh.'''  "^  ^"""^'^  ^"^  •'  ^^'-^-     ^-^  ^^^  -' 

'  and  P?rir"'q  ^'u^  ^°  ^"  """^  ^-      "^""^'^^  ^'■^"■^^'^  the  church 
uu  re^K    f  .f"''^  ""  ^catastrophe  v.ould  even  be  in  the  worldly 

^orJ  under  Buonaparte  ?     Asi.   the  cannon  of  Saint-Roc  '" 
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F"or  tiir   l^r 

b'.s   One  w, 

'■  reveal  t! 

wl.ich    -hanr.- 


Julien  did  not  leave  with  M.  de  la  Mole  before  three  o'clock 
in  the  morning. 

The  marquis  seemed  tired  and  ashamed, 
time  in  his  life  in  conversation  with  Juliei 
plaintive.  He  asked  him  for  his  word  nev 
excesses  of  zeal,  that  was  his  expression,  oi 
had  just  made  him  a  witness.  "  Only  mention  it  to  our  foreign 
friend,  if  he  seriously  insists  on  knowing  what  our  young 
madmen  are  like.  What  does  it  matter  to  them  if  a  state  is 
overthrown,  they  will  become  cardinals  and  will  take  refuge 
in  Rome.  As  for  us,  we  shall  be  massacred  by  the  peasants 
in  our  chSteaus." 

The  secret  note  into  which  the  marquis  condensed  lu'ieii's 
full  report  of  twenty-six  pages  was  not  ready  before  a  quarter 
to  five. 

"I  am  dead  tired,"  said  the  manjuis,  "as  is  quite  ol)vior 
from  the  lack  of  clearness  at  the  end  of  this  note  ;  I  am  more 
dissatisfied  with  it  than  with  anything  I  ever  did  in  my  whole 
life.  Look  here,  my  friend,"  he  added,  "  go  and  rest  for  some 
hours,  and  as  I  am  friglitened  you  might  be  kidnapped,  I  sli 
lock  you  up  in  your  room." 

The  marquis  took  Julien  on  the  following  day  to  a  londy 
chateau  at  a  good  distance  from  Paris.  There  were  strange 
guests  there  whom  Julien  thought  were  priests.  He  was 
^;iver)  a  passport  which  was  made  out  in  a  fictitious  name, 
but  indicated  the  real  destination  of  his  journey,  which  he 
had  always  pretended  not  to  know.  He  got  into  a  carriage 
alone. 

The  marquis  had  no  anxiety  on  the  score  of  his  iiifinury 
Julien  had  recited  the  secret  note  to  him  several  times  but  he 
was  very  apprehensive  of  his  being  intercepted. 

"  Above  all,  mind  you  look  like  a  coxcomb  who  is  simpl; 
travelling  to  kill  time,"  he  said  affecti(mately  to  hini  when  he 
was  leaving  the  salon.  "  Perhaps  there  was  more  than  out 
treacherous  brother  in  this  evening's  meeting." 

Ti)e  journey    was   (juicrk    and    very    melancholy.      Juhen 
had  scarcely  got  out  of  the  marquis's  sight  before  \u:  lorgi: 
is    secret   note   .\nd    his   mission,   and    only  thought  aboui 
[athilde's  disdain. 

''   T  village  M)mv   'eagiie.s   leyond    Met/,   the    por.tim:!;- 
»nd   told  him  that  there  were  no   horses.      It  w;is  t. ; 
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o'clock  in  the  evening.  Julien  was  very  annoyed  and  asked 
for  supper.  He  walked  in  front  of  the  door  and  gradually 
r.^hout  being  noticed  passed  into  the  stable  yard.  He  did 
not  see  any  horses  there. 

wllu^^  .mT  '°°''^'^  '":^"g«  'hough,"  thought  Julien  to 
himself.        He  was  scrutinizing  me  with  his  brutal  eyes  " 

h/hL?r  T  \l  ^■^l'^g;""'"g  to  he  slightly  sceptical  of  all 

e  heard.     He  thought  of  escaping  after  supper,  and  in  order 
0  learn  at  any  rate  something  about  the  surrounding  country 
he  left  his  room  to  go  and  warm  himself  at  the  kifchen  fire 
Ldma  ^'^"^       '°  '^^'^  '^"  celebrated  singer,  signor 

The  Neopolitan  was  ensconced  in  an  armchair  which  he  had 
had  brought  near  the  fire.  He  was  groaning  aloud,  and  was 
speaking  more  to  himself  than  to  the  twenty  dumbfounded 
German  peasants  who  surrounded  him 

"Those  people  will  be  my  ruin,"  he  cried  to  Julien,  "I 
have  promised  to  smg  tomorrow  at  Mayence.  Seven 
sovereign  princes  have  gone  there  to  hear  me.  I  et  us  Jo 
and  take  the  air,"  he  added,  meaningly.  ^ 

When  he  had  gone  a  hundred  yards  down  the  road,  and  it 
was  impossible  to  be  overheard,  he  said  to  Julien  • 

When  T^'°"  ''."°*  '''/  '^^'  """'h'  '^^  postmaster  is  a  scoundrel. 
When  I  went  out  for  a  walk  I  gave  twenty  sous  to  a  little 
^gamuffin  who  told  me  everything  There  are  twelve  ho  s! 
-n  the  stable  at  the  other  end  of  the  village.  They  wan  To 
stop  some  courier."  ''  ^        '  to 

"  Really,"  said  Julien  innocently. 

awIvTrr^  ""'  ^''"'^  71""'  ""°"R'' '  '^'  'f^*"K  ^-^^  to  get 
dcinilhis.  °  •"'  ^""'^'  '°"'^   not  succeed   in 

"Ut  us  wait  for  daybreak,"  .said  the  singer  at  last,  "  thev 
mistrustful  o    us^     It  is  perhaps  you  or  me  whom    hey' 

^^S"  .0  L"'!        ^l'  '\«o"^  breakfast  to  morrow  morning! 
«e  win  go  for  a  walk   while   they  are   Liettini;   it  readv    wf 
;;li.then   escape,   we    will    hire    horses,  ^nd  'gain  "he'Wxt 

DeZ".''r''*  about  your  luggage  ?  "  said  Julien.  who  thought 

still  i„  u'r         ,  supper  ana  go  lo  bed.     fuiien  was 

^""<n  his  first  sleep  when  he  was  woken  up  with  a  start  by 
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the  voices  of  two  persons  who  were  speaking  in  his  room  with 
utmost  freedom. 

He  recot  "^ised  the  postmaster  armed  with  a  dark  lantern 
The   light  was  turned  on  the  carriage  seat  which  Julien  h?.( 
had  taken  up  into  his  room.     Beside  the  postmaster  was 
man  who  was  cahiily  searching  the  open  seat.     JuHen  cou 
see  nothing  except  the  sleeves  of  his  coat  which  were  biac 
and  very  tight. 

••  It's  a  cassock,"  he  said  to  himself  and  he  softly  seized  the 
little  pistol  which  he  had  placed  under  his  pillow. 

'•  Don't  be  frightened  of  his  waking  up,  cure,"  said  the  pos? 
master,  "the  wine  that  has  been  served  him  was  the  stur 
prepared  by  yourself." 

"  I  can't  find  any  trace  of  papers,"  answered  the  cure.    'A 
lot  of  linen  and  essences,  pommades,  and  vanities.      It's 
young  man  of  the  world  on  pleasure  bent,     'i'he  other  on- 
who  effects  an  Italian  accent  is  more  likely  to  be  the  emissary 

The  men  approached  Julien  to  search  the  pockets  of  h 
travelling  coat.  He  felt  very  tempted  to  kill  them  for  thieves 
Nothing  could  be  safer  in  its  consequences.  He  was  very 
desirous  of  doing  so  .  .  .  "I  should  on.y  be  a  fool,"  he  saii: 
to  himself,  "  I  should  compromise  my  mission."  "  He  is  no 
a  diplomatist,"  said  the  priest  after  searching  his  coat.  H; 
went  away  and  did  well  to  do  so. 

•'  It  will  be  a  bad  business  for  him,"  Julien  was  saying  t 
himself,  "  if  he  touches  me  in  my  bed.  He  may  have  s\[X( 
well  come  to  stab  me,  and  I  won't  put  up  with  that." 

The  cure  turned  his  head,  Julien  half  opened  his  eyes.  H-: 
was  inordinately  astonished,  he  was  the  abbe  Castanede.  .\- 
a  matter  of  fact,  alt  ho  ^  'i  these  two  persons  had  made  a  [xiin: 
of  talking  in  a  fairly  low  voice,  he  had  thought  from  the  tir^: 
that  he  recognised  one  of  the  voices.  Julien  was  seized  wit 
an  inordinate  desire  to  purge  the  earth  of  one  of  irs  nin< 
cowardly  villains ;     "  But  my  mission,"  he  said  to  himsi if. 

The  cure  and  his  acolyte  went  out.  A  quarter  of  in  hm 
afterwards  Julien  pretended  to  have  just  woken  u|)  Ht 
railed  out  and  woke  u[)  the  whole  house. 

"  I  am  poisoned,"  he  exclaimed,  "  I  am  suffering  horrihlv 
He   wanted  an  excuse  to  goto  ("leronimo's  help.     He  founo 
him  half  siifforated  by  tlic  laudanum  that  had  hvcn  t  orstainfi 
in  the  wine. 
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Julien  had  been  apprehensive  of  som-  trick  of  this  character 
and  had  supped  on  some  chocolate  whicl,  he  had  brought 
from  Pans.  He  could  not  wake  Geronimo  up  sufficiently  to 
induce  him  to  leave.  ' 

•'If  they  were  to  give  me  the  w'lole  kingdon  of  Naples" 
s|ud  the  singer,  "I  would  not   now  give  up  the  pleasure  ^of 

"  But  the  seven  sovereign  princes  ?  " 

"  Let  them  wait." 

Julien  left  ilone,  and  arrived  at  the  house  of  the  ureit 
imonage  without  other  incident.  He  wasted  a  whole 
morning  in  vainly  soliciting  an  audience.  Fortunately  about 
four  o  clock  the  duke  wanted  to  take  the  air.  Julien  saw  him 
go  out  on   oot  and  h.  did  not  hesitate  to  ask  him  for  almT 

ifn  .  T  y^"^' ."^''l^^^^  f'-oni  the  great  personage  he 
pulled  out  the  Marquis  de  la  Mole's  watch  and  exhibited  it 
ostentatiously,  "/b//.,,  „,,  ^t  a  distancer  said  the  man 
without  looking  at  him. 

At  a  quarter  of  a  league's  distance  the  duke  suddenly  entered 

a  1.  tie  coffee-house.       •      ^s  in  a  room  of  this  low  class  inn 

•'  WK   ^l"^  \he  honour  of  reciting  his  four  pages  to  the 

du..e.    When  he  had  finished  he  was  told  to  "../„,?  ^r.a,„  „Td 

go  more  slirwij:  * 

nnl^'^  ''"l"''  '°°''  ''^'''-     "  '^^"'^  '^"^  '''^'  P««'i"S  station 
on  foot.     Leave  your  luggage  and  your  carriage  here.     Get  t^ 

Strasbourg  a.s  best  you  can   and  at  half-past  twelve  on   the 

twenty-sccond  of  the  month  (it  was  at  present  the  tenth)  come 

.ojhis  same  cofTee-house.       Do  not   leave  for   half-an-hour 

These    were    the    only    words    which  julien   heard.     They 

utfircd  to  inspire  him  with  the  high.-st  admiration.     '•  That  is 

e  way.    he  thought,  "  that  real  business  is  done  ;  what  would 

this  great  statesman  say  if  he  were  to  listen  to  the  impassioned 

ranters  heard  three  days  ago  ?  "  ""passioned 

Julien  took   two  days  to  reach  Stra.sbourg      He  thourrht  he 
would  have  no.n.ng  to  do  there,     He  made  a  grc.rd^..  r 
no  t        in''  f      '"  •■»';he  Casfaricde  has  r.cogni.se.l  me  he  ,s 
not  the  km    of  man  to  loose  track  of  me  easiU  And 

how  he  would  revel  in  making  a  fool  „f  me.  and  cau.in.^v 
JTiission  to  ioii.'  ^       5^ 

fortunately   the   Abbe   Castanede,  who  was  chief  of  the 
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congregational  police  on  all  the  northern  frontier  had  nnt 
recognised  him.  And  the  Strasbourg  Jesuits,  although  very 
zealous,  never  gave  a  thought  to  observing  Julicn,  who  with 
his  cross  and  his  blue  tail  coat  looked  like  a  young  militarv 
man,  very  much  engrossed  in  his  own  personal  appearance. 


CHAPTER  LIV 


STRASKOURO 
Fascination  !  Love  L'ivesih..»!iii  i,:.  i 

JLLiEN  was  compelled  to  spend  eight  dnvs  in  <5f,,ei 

juiien  saw  failure  in  every  phase  of  tliat  fnfi.r,.      ni  • 

-.oJesty  "• '""'  ^''""'"  '"'"  •■"'  <^^^«»»  of  BroKs>|Ue 

■al'Sed'^fhelbW  cr"!/""'  ';-"^'  '"™  "">  l""-"  •" 
.T,1H  h   .        .     ,         Castan^de,  and  .low,  at  Suasbouri?   if  , 

-J^dd   was,n    the   right.      I„    thinkinK   u.ain  aho  t    fh^ 

I  ■^*  ur'r,^'"^  'i^'"'"  ''''"'"  '>^-  ''^^  '"-•I  »'  '^'^  liJ*--  I'e  always 
I  •    ^ht  that  he,  J„I.en,  had  been  in  th,  wrong.     The  fact  was 
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that  the  same  powerful  imagination  which  had  formerly  been  con- 
tinously  employed  in  painting  a  successful  future  in  the  most 
brilliant  colours  had  now  been  transformed  into  his  implacable 
enemy. 

The  absolute  solitude  of  a  traveller's  life  increased  the 
ascendancy  of  this  sinister  imagination.  What  a  boon  a  friend 
would  have  been !  But  Julien  said  to  himself,  "  Is  there  a 
single  heart  which  beats  with  affection  for  me?  And  even  ii 
I  did  have  a  friend,  Wv.uld  not  honour  enjoin  me  to  eternal 
silence  ?  " 

He  was  riding  gloomily  in  the  outskirts  of  Kehl ;  it  is  a 
market  town  on  the  banks  of  the  Rhine  and  immortalised  by 
Desaix  and  Gouvion  Saint-Cyr.  A  German  peasant  showed 
him  the  little  brooks,  roads  and  islands  of  the  Rhine,  which  have 
ac(iuired  a  name  through  the  courage  of  these  great  generals. 
Julien  was  guiding  his  horse  with  his  left  hand,  while  he  held 
unfolded  in  his  right  the  superb  map  which  adorns  the 
Memoirs  of  the  Marshal  Saint  Cyr.  A  merry  exclamation 
made  him  lift  his  head. 

It  was  the  Prince  Korasoff,  that  London  friend  of  his,  who  had 
initiated  him  some  months  before  into  the  elementary  rules  of 
high  fatuity.  Faithful  to  this  great  art,  Korasoff,  who  had  just 
arrived  at  Strasbourg,  had  been  one  hour  in  Kehl  and  had 
never  read  a  single  line  in  his  whole  life  about  the  siege  o 
1796,  began  to  explain  it  all  to  Julien.  The  German  j)easani 
looked  at  him  in  astonishment ;  for  he  knew  enough  French 
to  appreciate  the  enormous  blunders  which  the  prince  was 
making.  Julien  was  a  thousand  leagues  away  from  the 
peasant's  thoughts.  He  was  looking  in  astonishment  at  the 
handsoffie  young  man  and  admiring  his  grace  in  sitting 
horse 

"What  a  lucky  temperament,"  he  said  to  himself,  and  ho» 
his  trousers  suit  him  and  how  elegantly  his  hair  is  cut  I  .%. 
if  I  had  been  like  him,  it  might  have  been  that  she  would  no; 
have  come  to  dislike  me  after  loving  me  for  three  days. 

When  the  prince  had  finished  his  siege  of  Kehl,  he  said  to 
Julien,  "  You  look  like  a  Trappist,  you  are  carrying  to  exass 
that  principle  of  grrvity  which  I  enjoined  upon  you  in  I^ndon 
A  melancholy  manner  cannot  be  good  form.  What  is  wanted ij 
an  uir  of  boredom.  If  you  are  mel.nncholy,  it  is  because yot 
lack  something,  because  you  have  failed  in  something.' 
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"That  means  showing  one's  own  inferiority;  if,  on  the  other 
hand  you  are  bored,  u  is  only  what  has  made  an  unsuccessfu 
attemp  to  please  you   woich  is  inferior.     So  realise  my  dea 
friend,  the  enormity  of  your  mistake."  ^ 

Julien    tossed   a    crown    to   the   Kapine   neasnnf  „,K^ 
listening  to  tliem.  ^  *  ^   peasant  who   was 

•'Good,''  said  the  prince,  "that  shows  grace  and  a  nnhl . 
disdam,  very  good!"  And  he  put  his  horse  to  L  n 
Full  of  a  stupid  admiration,  JuIieS  folbwed Tm  ^'  ^'""P" 
Ah  !  ,f  I  have  been  like  that,  she  would  not  have  nreferreH 
Cro.seno.s  to  me  !  '  The  more  his  reason  was  offended  bv  he 
grotesque  affectations  of  the  prince  the  more  h^^  ^-5 
himself  for  not  having  them  It  wn7;J?^  u,  J^^P'^ed 
disgust  to  be  carried  fufther  '  '"ipossible    for   self- 

"Th'J  Russians  copy    French  manners,   but  alwavs  .t   . 
interval  of  fifty  years.     They  have  now  'reached'Te\^e  of 

"Whfc'h^'u  f'°"'  '°'^  ^'""g'^^  ^he  tears  to  Julien's  eves 
saK  himtlf.'  ""  ^""^"'^  ''''  ^^^-'"^  -n,"^heTudd7nTy 
"Well  yes,  my  dear  friend."  he  said  to  the  prince  "vou 
see  ,  me  a  man  who  is  very  much  in  love  and  iUted  imo  Ihl 
bargain.  A  charming  woman  who  lives  in  a  nelahh 
town  has  left  me  stranded  here  after  thrplJ^  neighbouring 
and  the  change  kills  me  "  '^^  Passionate  days, 

con^t^'nd'ir  "•  '^  '""''^^  ^°  '''  P""-  ^^^'^i'de's 
"Vou  need  not  finish,"  said  Korasoff     "  In  ord^r  f«    • 

something."  ^^  "^  P*^"""  about 

Julien  nodded  his  head,  he  had  no  longer  the  cour..-  ». 

•    ^ee  madame \^'h^t  is  her  name,  every  day  ?  " 
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"  Madame  de  L  ibois." 

"  What  a  name !  "  said  the  prince  bursting  into  laughter. 
"  But  forgive  me,  you  find  it  sublime.  Your  tactics  must  be  to 
see  Madame  de  Dubois  every  day;  ab)ove  all  do  not  appear  to 
be  cold  and  piqued.  Remember  the  great  principle  of  your 
century  :  be  the  opposite  of  what  is  expected.  Be  exactly  a 
you  were  the  week  before  you  were  honoured  by  her  favours. 

"  Ah  !  I  was  calm  enough  then,"  exclaimed  Julien  in  despair, 
"  I  thought  I  was  taking  pity  on  her.  .  .  ." 

"  The  moth  is  burning  itself  at  the  candle,"  continued  the 
prince  using  a  metaphor  as  old  as  the  world. 

"  I.  You  will  see  her  every  day. 

"  2.  You  will  pay  court  to  a  woman  in  her  own  set,  liu: 
without  manifesting  a  passion,  do  you  understand  ?  I  do  n^ 
disguise  from  you  that  your  role  is  difBcult ;  you  are  playing  a 
part,  and  if  she  realises  you  are  playing  it  you  are  lost.  " 

"  She  has  so  much  intelligence  and  I  have  so  little,  I  siuii 
be  lost,"  said  Julien  sadly. 

"  No,  you  are  only  more  in  love  than  I  thought.  Mada:i;e 
de  Dubois  is  preoccupied  with  herself  as  are  all  women  who 
have  been  favoured  by  heaven  either  with  too  much  pedigree  o: 
too  much  money.  She  contemplates  herself  instead  of  conicii; 
plating  you,  consequently  she  does  not  know  you.  During 
the  two  or  three  fits  of  love  into  which  she  managed  to  wurs 
herself  for  your  especial  benefit,  she  saw  in  you  the  hero  ol 
her  dreams,  and  not  the  man  you  really  are. 

"  But,  deuce  take  it,  this  is  elementary,  my  dear  Sord,  are 
you  an  absolute  novice  ? 

"  Oddslife !  I  Ait  us  go  into  this  shop.  Look  at  that  charra;!)^ 
black  cravat,  one  would  say  it  was  made  by  John  Aiider«o.T 
of  Burlington  Street  Be  kind  enough  to  take  it  and  tiiru* 
far  away  that  awful  black  cord  which  you  are  wearing  roun: 
your  neck." 

"  And  now,"  continued  the  prince  as  they  came  out  of  ::e 
shop  of  the  first  hosier  of  Strasbourg,  "  what  is  the  sucic:;.  ". 
which  madame  de  Dubois  lives  ?  Great  God,  what  a  naa;:. 
don't  be  angry,  my  dear  Sorel,  I  can't  help  it.  .  .  .  Nj». 
whom  are  you  going  to  pay  court  to  ?  " 

"To  an  absi^lute  prude,  the  <i:)t!ghtcr  of  an  inin:-. ::-->■  '  ' 
•  tucking-inerchant.  Slie  has  t!)e  finest  eves  in  tlit- vv.iriu  i - 
llicy    please    me   intiiiiiely  :    siie  cLuilitlLSs    iiulds   uit   .... 
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place  in  the  society  of  the  district,  h„t  in  the  midst  of  nil  her 
greatness  she  blushes  and  becomes  positively  confused  if  n   v 
one  starts    talking   about    trade    or   shops        And     u  form" 

"So,"  said  the  prince  with  a  laugh,  "you  are  sure  that  when 
one  talks  about  trade  your  fair  lady  thinks  about  I.erself  and 
not  about  you.  This  silly  weakness  is  divine  an  ev 
tremely  useful,  ,t  w,ll  prevent  you  from  yielding  to  a  single 
moments   folly  when    near   her   sparkling'  eyes.'    Succe"'!: 

Julien  was  thinking  of  madame  the  marochale  de  Fervauues 
who  often  came  to  the  h6tel  do  !a  Mole.     She  was  a  b^an  ,fn 
ore,gner  who    had  married    the  marechal  ay:."  Cforrhi 
death.      I  he    one  obj.  ct  of   her  wlu.Ie  life  se.med  to  l^  to 
make  people  forget  thnt  she  was  the  daughter  of  a  manufacturer 
In  order  to  cut  some  figure  in    Paris  she  had  placed  herse    a^ 
the  head  of  the  party  of  piety.  "cr.scii  ai 

Julien    sincerely  admired    the  prince;    what  would  he  not 
have  given  to  have  possessed  his  affectations  ' 
t  on  between  the  two  friends  was  interminable. 


I'lie  conversa- 
Korasofl"  was 


No  Frenchman  had  ever  listened  t.  him  for  so 


delighted 

j'^ng  "So  I  have  succeeded  at  rast',"""sai'd  the  i)ruicc  to 
htrnsel  complacently,  .'  in  getting  a  proper  hearing  an  Zt  too 
through  givmg  lessons  to  my  master  " 

"So  we  are  ,,uite  agreed,"  he  repeated  to  Julien  for  the  tenth 
r,  • .       c   u    ^'""   '^"^   ^"  ^^"^  >•""%'    f'eauty,  I  mean    the 

thcr    and  be  ardently  passionate  when'you   write.      Reading 
-el  written    love  letter    is   a    prude's  'supremest    n\cZu 

■^^Jiten  to  her  own  heart;  consecjuently  two  letters  a 
-roumT  in  T'^'y^^  /"'"'"  'iospondently,  "  I  would  rather  be 

^vThe'roa'd  sSe."      '"•   ^"'"  "°'^'"^'  ^"""  "^^^     '"''  '"^'  ^'^^ 

0'  ;;vli''"  '"  r"*""'"^  •'"'•^"^  "'^'^'"f^'  "P  phrases?  I  have 
.._  IV  volumes  of  copied-out  love-letters  in  my  bag.  I  have 
-er,  to  suit  every  variation  of  feminine  character,  includ- 
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ing  the  most  highly  virtuous.  Did  not  Kalisky  pay  court 
at  Richmond-on-the-Thames  at  three  leagues  from  London, 
you  know,  to  the  prettiest  Quakeress  in  the  whole  of 
England?" 

Julien  was  less  unhappy  when  he  left  his  friend  at  two 
o'clock  in  the  morning. 

The  prince  summoned  a  copyist  on  the  following  day,  and 
two  days  afterwards  Julien  was  the  possessor  of  fifty-three 
carefully  numbered  love-letters  intended  for  the  most  sublime 
and  the  most  melancholy  virtue. 

"The  reason  why  there  is  not  fifty-four,"  said  the  prince 
"is  because  Kalisky  allowed  himself  to  be  dismissed.  Rut 
what  does  it  matter  to  you,  if  you  are  badly  treated  by  the 
stocking-merchant's  daughter  since  you  only  wish  to  produce; 
an  impression  upon  madame  de  Dubois  heart." 

They  went  out  riding  every  day,  the  prince  was  mad  on 
Julien.  Not  knowing  how  else  to  manifest  his  sudden  friend 
ship,  he  finished  up  by  offering  him  the  hand  of  one  of  his 
couains,  a  rich  Moscow  heiress ;  "  and  once  married,"  he 
added,  "  my  influence  and  that  cross  of  yours  will  get  you 
made  a  Colonel  within  two  years." 

"  But  that  cross  was  not  given  me  by  Napoleon,  far  from 
it." 

"  What  does  it  matter  ?  "  said  the  prince,  "  didn't  he  invent 
it.     It  is  still  the  first  in  Europe  by  a  long  way." 

Julien  was  on  the  point  of  accepting ;  but  his  duty  railed 
him  l)ack  to  the  great  personage.  When  he  left  Korasoff  he 
promised  to  write.  He  received  the  answer  to  the  secret  note 
which  he  had  brought,  and  posted  towards  Paris ;  but  he  had 
scarcely  been  alone  for  two  successive  days  before  leaving 
France,  and  Mathilde  seemed  a  worse  punishment  than  death. 
"I  will  not  marry  the  millions  Korasoff  offers  me,"  he  said  to 
himself,  "and  I  will  follow  his  advice. 

"  After  all  the  art  of  seduction  is  his  s|x;ciality.  He  has 
thought  about  nothing  else  except  that  alone  for  more  than 
fifteen  years,  for  he  is  now  thirty. 

"  One  can't  say  that  he  lacks  intelligence ;  he  is  subtle  and 
cunning ;  enthusiasm  and  poetry  are  impossible  in  such  a 
character.  He  is  an  attorney :  an  additional  reason  for  hi:; 
not  making  a  mistake. 

•'  I  must  do  it,  I  will  pay  court  to  madame  de  Fervaqucs. 
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"It  is  very  likely  she  will  bore  me  a  little,  but  I  will  look  at 
her  beautiful   eyes  which  are  so  like  those  other  eyes  which 
have  loved  me  more  than  anyone  in  the  world. 
"She  is  a  foreigner  ;  she  is  a  new  character  to  observe 
"  I  feel  mad,  and  as  though  I  were  going  to  the  devil.    I  must 
follow  the  advice  of  a  friend  and  not  trust  myself." 


CHAPTER  LV 


THK    MINISTRY    OF    VIRTUK 

Bui  if  I  take  this  pleasure    with  S(i  much    pruHencc  ami  circuM 
spectidP  I  shall  no  !(in{;er  tind  it  a  pleasure. --/^i/c  r/c  I'r^a. 

As  soon  as  oiir  hero  had  returned  to  Paris  and  had  coine  du: 
of  the  study  ol"  the  marciuis  de  I-a  Mole,  who  seemed  very  di> 
pleased  with  the  despatches  that  were  given  him,  he  rusliedof 
for  the  comfe  Altamira.  This  noMe  foreigner  rumbuu  d  with 
the  advantage  of  having  once  been  condemned  to  death  n  vnv 
grave  demeanour  together  with  ilie  good  fortune  of  a  devout 
temperament  ;  these  two  quaUties,  and  more  than  anytliing,  the 
comte's  higli  birtli,  made  an  especial  appeal  to  madame  de 
Fervaques  who  saw  a  lot  of  him. 

Juhen  solemnly  confessed   to  him  that  he  was  veiy  mucli  ;n 
love  with  her. 

"  Her    virtue    is   the    purest    and    the    highest,"    answaid 
Altamira,  "only  it  is  a  little  b^suitical  and  dogmatic. 

"There  are  davs  when,  thou-li  :  understand  each  of -'ic 
expressions  whicji  she  makes  •..-  ■  (k.  I  nev-  r  understand  the 
whole  .sentence.  She  dtien  maie-  nit  th.  liv  'hat  I  do  no: 
know  French  as  well  as  I  am  'qsii  u. 
with  her  will  get  ynu  alked  ;i  ssai 
the  world.  But  it!;  lis  go  t^  itast-^. 
who  had  a  methoUi  ai  uri  -  mint: 
madame  la  marecnuie." 

Don   Diego    Busos     izi: 
length,  while  he  sau.  nccaini 
He  had  a  big  monh  like  lace  ^h 
inimitahli  crnvitv 

"  I  understand, 
marechale  de  Ferv 


Hu    your  ac(|uaintancc 

•^r:-   ^ne  you  weight  in 

ia.itl   CotirU  Aitanrra 

■  11      ncc  paid  court  to 


nr    in 


iiii^:-  esjiained  to  hini  a: 
-  rsarruiier  ir;  nis  (  hambtr^ 
2«acit    3ioustaches  and  an 

-    -,     — .^-_  :       ..  _!. 

—        '"       -'  — »  •-  .-.Vt^^j    v-»iri.70*iLi»  O. 

le    said    to    jidie:-    ar    last.       "  Ua>  ;iio 
.TJfc   riad   .nve-5..     ir  has  sue  nut  ?     Have 


u„ 


^hcdk. 
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you  consequently  any  hope  of  success  ?  That  i.s  the  question 
Idon  t  mmd  telhng  you.  for  my  own  part,  that  I  have  failed 
Now  that  I  am  no  more  p.qued  I  reason  it  out  to  myself  in 
this  way ;  she  .s  often  bad  tempered,  and  as  I  will  tell  you  in  a 
minute,  she  is  quite  vmdictive. 

"  I  fail  to  detect  in  her  that  bilious  temperament  which  is  the 
s,gnofgen>us,  and  shows  as  it  were  u  veneer  of  passion  over 
alhts  aeons.  On  the  contrary,  she  owes  her 'rare  beauty 
iS^^uTch ''''"''''""  '^  '^'  Phlegmati, ,  tranc,uil  character 

Iuli.-n  began  to  lose  patience  with  the  phlegmatic  slowness 
n.  the  .mperturbable  Spaniard  ;  he  could  L  itip  giv  nTven 
10  some  monosyllables  from  time  to  time 
^'^U-,11  you  listen  to  m,-?"   Don  Diego   Mnstos  gravely  said 

The  mar.'chale  de   I',  rvaques    then   is  a  great   h.-.ter  •  she 
rse,u,es  ruthlessly  people   she  has   never  Ln^ad  ora^ 

"Joi  la  iTuidltc 
D'aiinei  Moiipte,  ok  ." 

And  julien  had  to  put  u,,  with  the  whole  quotation 
J^u^Span.a,d   w,.s  very  pleased  to  get  a  .hance  of  s.nging 

That  divine    song  was    never  listened  to  more  i..,matientlv 
en  u  „,,s  hmshed  Don  Diego  said-"  The  mare,  hal 
'ured  the  dismissal  of  the  author  of  the  song  : 

"  Unjoin-  lamour  an  caljaiti." 

julien  Shuddered  lest  he  should  want  to  sing  ,t.  He  ron- 
,^d  himself  with  analysing  it.  As  a  matter'of  fact,  it  Z 
:  f^lasphemous  and  .somewhat  indecent. 

I^a.dhn''".!*'*'"""'^''^'''  ^^^"'"^  ^""K-ed  against  that  song" 

1  '*'^°'     ^  '•^•"^^ked  to  her  that  a  woman  of  her  rank 

ISilrM":^^  «>'/he  stupid    things  that   are  published 

h'-ys  havi^;^S.Kemur^^^^"y  ^^^  "-^^    ^-n-  will 

"Be  careful,'  I  said  to  madamede  Kervaques  when  she  had 


pro- 
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succeeded  in  depriving  the  author,  a  poor  devil  on  half  pay,  of 
a  place  worth  eighteen  hundred  francs  a  year,  'you  have 
attacked  this  rhymster  with  your  own  arms,  he  may  answer 
you  with  his  rhymes  ;  he  will  make  a  song  about  virtue.  The 
gilded  salons  vlU  be  on  your  side ;  but  people  who  like  to 
laugh  will  repeat  his  epigrams.'  Do  you  know,  monsieur,  what 
the  merechale  answered  ?  •  Let  all  Paris  come  and  see  me 
walking  to  my  martyrdom  for  the  sake  of  the  Lord.  It  will  be 
anew  spectacle  for  France.  The  people  will  learn  to  respect 
the  quality.  It  will  be  the  finest  day  of  my  life.'  Her  eyes 
never  looked  finer." 

"And  she  has  superb  ones,"  exclaimed  Julien. 

"  I  see  that  you  are  in  love.  Further,"  went  on  Don  Diego 
Bustos  gravely,  "  she  has  not  the  bilious  constitution  which 
causes  vindictiveness.  If,  however,  she  likes  to  do  harm,  it  is 
because  she  is  unhappy,  I  suspect  some  secret  misfortune 
May  it  not  be  quite  well  a  case  of  prude  tired  of  her  role  ? " 

The  Spaniard  looked  at  him  in  silence  for  a  good  minute. 

"  That's  the  whole  point,"  he  added  gravely,  "  and  that's 
what  may  give  you  ground  for  some  hope.  I  have  often  re 
fleeted  about  it  during  the  two  years  that  I  was  her  very 
humble  servant.  All  your  future,  my  amorous  sir,  depends  on 
this  great  problem.  Is  she  a  prude  tired  of  her  role  and  only 
malicious  because  she  is  unhappy  ?  " 

"  Or,"  said  Altamira  emerging  at  last  from  his  deep  silence, 
"  can  it  be  as  I  have  said  twenty  times  before,  simply  a  case 
of  French  vanity  ;  the  memory  of  her  father,  the  cclebratw 
cloth  merchant,  constitutes  the  unhappincss  of  thi^  frigii 
melancholy  nature.  The  only  happiness  she  could  find  would 
be  to  live  in  Toledo  and  to  be  tortured  by  a  confessor  who 
would  show  her  hell  wide  open  every  day." 

"  Altamira  informs  mc  you  arc  one  of  us,"  said  Don  Diego, 
whose  demeanour  was  growing  graver  and  graver  to  Julien  a< 
he  went  out.  "  You  will  help  us  one  day  in  re  winning  out 
lil>erty,  so  I  would  like  to  help  you  in  this  little  amusement 
It  is  right  that  you  should  know  the  marcchale's  style ;  here 
are  four  letters  in  her  hand-writing." 

'*  I  will  copy  them  out,"  exclaimed  Julien,  "and  bring  them 
back  to  you." 

'*  And  you  will  liever  let  anyone  know  a  word  of  what 
have  been  saying." 
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"  Never,  on  my  honour,"  cried  Julien 

I     "  ^!,"\?°'*  .^^'P  >'°"'"  **^^^^  fhe  Spaniard,  and  he  silently 
escorted  Altamira  and  Julien  as  far  as  the  staircase  ^ 

This  somewhat  amused  our  hero;  he  was  on  the  point  of 
!  smilmg     "So  we  have  the  devout  Altamira."  he  said  to  him- 
self, "aidmg  me  m  an  adulterous  enterprise  " 
Durmg  Don  Diego's  solemn  conversation  Julien  had  been 
!  Alfgrr  ''  '''"'''  ^y  '^^  ^'°'^''  °f  'he  Hotd  d" 

xrlJ.^H*^'""^''  ''"'L'  *^'  *^'**'"^'   "^"'  '»e  was  going  to  see 
M  thilde  agam.     He  went  in  and  dressed  with  much  care. 
"Mistake  No.  ,,"  he  said  to  himself  as  he  descended  the 
|s.^rcase:    "I    must  follow  the    prince's    instructions    to   Ihe 

He  went  up  to  his  room  again  and  put  on  a  travelling  suit 

which  was  as  simple  a.s  it  could  be.      "All  I  have  to  do  now  '' 

|hMhought,  "IS  to  keep  control  of  my  expression"     It  w^. 

only  half.past  five  and  they  dined  at   six.  '    Me  "hou«ht   of 

I  gomg  down  to  the  salor.  which  he  found  deserted      He  was 

!  moved  to  the  point  of  tears  at  the  sight  of  the  blue  sofa      ^'  I 

I  •Tlnrh^t^r"''  ""'>  '^!!  ^"""^'^  sensitiveness,"  he  said  angrily 

hiilf  ^  '"^-       "*^  '""'^  "P  ^  Papef  i"  order  to  keen 

Sriirtt^dL^"^ '--'  ''-^-  '-^ '--  ^- 

It  was  only  when  he  was  well  concealed    by  a  laruc   oak 

ndv^-as  trembling  all  over,  that  he  ventured  .o\a  se  Ss  ^ 

to  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's  window,     h  was  hermetic-ill v 

"n  talr  ""  '"r'"'."^  ^^»"'"«  -'"'  remain.^:;?.  ",! 
line  eaning  against  the  oak  ;  then  with  a  staueerinu  sten  1.^ 

'    Th     ',!'''  T'^"  '««''  ''  'he  gardener's  laddtn  ^       ' 
Ihe  Cham  which  he  had  once  forced  asunder-in  alas  such 

Merent  crcumstances-had  not  yet  been  repaired      (Vricd 
C  havinr'"'  "J  "f  T'  •'"''^•"  P--d  '"  to  hi.  Vi,""' 

;  iteiing  acutely  the  effects  of  a  first  success.     My  eves  will  1... 

Sr  r  "f  "'"^""i  '"'^^>'  -•  •     '»'he  guc^st^grad  a 
l-SlntH'^SVi:!:;;^^^'^  "-■-  "^^"^^  withoutlnstillin^ 

ifa'STo'trUiro^k  '^^-^^'--'-t '^^'^  Mole,  always 
I  'o   ner  habit  of  keeping   i>eople   wailing,  eventually 
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appear.  (1.  She  blushed  a  great  deal  on  seeing  Julien,  she  had 
not  been  told  of  his  arrival.  Tn  accordance  with  Prince 
Korasoff's  recommendation,  Julien  looked  at  his  hands. 
They  were  trembling.  Troubled  though  he  was  beyond 
words  by  this  discovery,  he  was  sufficiently  happy  to  look 
merely  tired. 

M.  dc  la  Mole  sang  his  praises.  The  marquise  spoke  to 
him  a  minute  aftenvards  and  complimented  him  on  his  tirec 
appearance.  Julien  said  to  himself  at  every  minute,  "  I  ough' 
not  to  look  too  much  at  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole,  I  ought  nn; 
to  avoid  looking  at  her  too  much  cither.       I  must  appear  a* 

war>   eight   days    before    my    unhappine.";s "      He 

occasion  to  be  satisfied  with  bis  success  ;iiid  remained  in  tht 
salon.      Paying  attention  for  the  first  time  to  the  mistres.'; 
the  house,  he  made  every  effort  to  make  the  visitors  spea 
and  to  keep  the  conversation  alive. 

His  politeness  was    rewarded  ;    madame    la    marcclialo  li 
Fervaiiues  was  amiounred  about  eight  o'clock.     Julien  rctin 
and    shortly  afterwards   appeared    dressed    with    the  greatN 
care.     Madame  de  la   Mole  was  infinitely  grateful  to  him  ' 
this    mark    of   respect  and  made  a  point  of  manifesting  hei 
satisfaction  by  telling  madame  de  Fervacjues  about  his  journM 
Julien  established  himself  near  the  marcchale  in  such  a  [kn 
tion  that  Mathilde  could  not  notice  his  eyes.     In  this  pciMt!  ■ 
he  lavished  in  accordance  with  all  the  rules  in  the  art  of  hn 
the  most  abject  admiration  on  niadanv  de  FervatjUes.    TIi 
first  of  the  53  letters  with  which  Prince  KorasoO"  had  prc^en;  1 
him  conmienced  with  a  tirade  on  this  sentiment. 

The  marcchale  announced  that  she  was  going  to  the  '>jK'i 
liouffe.  Julien  rushed  there.  He  ran  across  the  Chf^valier  r 
Reauvoisi-;  who  took  him  into  a  box  occupied  by  Messic;;' 
the  Cicntlemen  of  the  Chamber,  just  next  to  madanu"  ! 
Fervarpies's  box.  Julien  cotistanlly  looked  at  her.  "  I  nr  - 
keep  a  siege  journal,"  he  said  to  himself  as  he  went  b.i'k  t.. 
hotel,  "otherwise  I  shall  forget  my  attacks."  He  wrote  nv,' - 
three  pages  on  this  boring  theme,  and  in  this  way  af  hi-i.  : 
the  admirable  result  of  scarcely  thinking  at  ail  .i'-k 
mademoiselle  de  la  .Mole. 

Mathilde    had    almost    forgottet\    him    durinj;    his   inrrn' 
"  He  ifi  dimply  a  f-ommonplncc  person  after  .ill,"  she  •!;    - 
'*  his  name  will  always  recall  to  me  the  greatest  mistake  in  rrv 
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life.  I  must  honestly  go  back  to  all  my  ideas  about  prudence 
and  honour;  a  woman  who  forgets  them  has  everything  to 
lose.  She  showed  herself  inclined  to  allow  the  contract  with 
the  marquis  de  Croisenois,  which  had  been  prepared  so  lone 
ago  to  be  at  last  concluded.  He  was  mad  with  joy:  he 
would  have  been  very  much  astonished  had  he  been  told  that 
there  was^  an  element  of  resignation  at  the  bottom  of  those 
feelings  of  Mathilde  which  made  him  so  proud 
All  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's  ideas  changed  when  she  saw 

i  ,;  ..  ^r'T""  '"''"^''  °'"  '"^'^^  ^^  •«  ""y  husband,"  she  said  to 
herself.  If  I  am  sincere  in  my  return  to  sensible  notions,  he 
IS  clearly  the  man  I  ought  to  marry." 

She  was  expecting  importunities  and  airs  of  unhappiness  on 
the  part  of  Juhen ;  she  commenced  rehearsing  her  answers. 
for  he  would  doubtless  try  to  address  some  words  to  her  when 
they  left   the   dinner   table.       Far    from    that   he   remained 
stubbornly  m  the  salon  and  did  not  even  look  in  the  direction 
of  the  garden,  though  God  knows  what  pain  that  caused  him  i 
It  is  better   to  have  this   explanation  out  all   at   once," 
though    mademoiselle  de  la  Mole ;  she  went  into  the  garden 
alone,  J  ulien  did  not  appear.     Mathilde  went  and  walked  near 
the  salon  window       She  found  him  very  much  occupied  in 
describing  to  madame  de  Fervaques  the  old  ruined  chateau 
which  cTown  the  banks  along  the  Rhine  and  invest  them  with 
so  much  atmosphere      He  was  beginning    to  acquit  himself 
with  some  credit  m  that  sentimental  picturesque  jargon  which 
■s  called  wit  in  certain  salons.     Prince  KorasofT  would  have 
been  very  proud  if  he  had  been  at  Paris.     This  evening  was 
exactly  what  he  had  predicted.  ** 

(2^  7"'"^  have  approved  the  line  of  conduct  which  Julian 
followed  on  the  subsequent  days. 

•An  intrigue  among  the  members  of  the  secret  government 
*«  ^omg  to  bestow  a  few  blue  ribbons  ;  madame  n.arechale 
dc  hmaques  was  insisting  on  her  great  uncle  being  made  a 

cvaher  of  the  order.  The  marquis  de  la  Mole  had  the  .same 
pretensions  for  his  father-in-law  ;  they  joined  forces  and  the 
marechale  came  to  the  hotel  de  la  Mole  nearly  every  day  It 
was  from  her  that  Julien  learned  that  the  marcjuis  was  goiiw 
to^be  a  minister.  He  was  offering  tu  the  Cuoun///a  a  ver? 
^^^      .  S      annihilation  uf  the  carter  withm  three 

)ears  without  any  disturiance. 
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If  M.  de  la  Mole  became  a  minister,  Julien  could  hope  for 
a  bishopric :  but  all  these  important  interests  seemed  to  be 
veiled  and  hazy.  His  imagination  only  perceived  them  ven 
vaguely,  and  so  to  speak,  in  the  far  distance.  The  awful  un 
happiness  which  was  making  him  into  a  madman  could  find 
no  other  interest  in  life  except  the  character  of  his  relations 
with  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole.  He  calculated  that  after  five 
or  six  careful  years  he  would  manage  to  get  himself  loved 
again. 

This  cold  brain  had  been  reduced,  as  one  sees,  to  a  state 
of  complete  disorder.  Out  of  all  the  qualities  which  had 
formerly  distinguished  him,  all  that  remained  was  a  little 
firmness.  He  was  literally  faii.ful  to  the  line  of  conduct 
which  prince  Korasoff  had  dictated,  and  placed  himself  even 
evening  near  madame  Fervaques'  armchair,  but  he  found 
impossible  to  think  of  a  word  to  say  to  her 

The  strain  of  making  Mathilde  think  that  he  had  recovered 
exhausted  his  whole  moral  force,  and  when  he  was  with  the 
nrtarechale  he  seemed  almost  lifeless ;  even  his  eyes  had  lost 
all  their  fire,  as  in  cases  of  extreme  physical  suffering. 

As  madame  de  la  Mole's  views  were  invariably  a  counterpar' 
ot  the  opinions  of  that  husband  of  hers  who  could  make  her 
into  a  Duchess,  she  had  been  singing  Julien's  praises  for  sonic 
days. 


CHAPTER  LVl 


MORAL   LOVE 

There  also  was  of  coarse  in  Adeline 
That  calm  patrician  polish  in  the  address. 
Which  ne  er  can  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
Of  anything  which  Nature  would  express  ; 
Just  as  a  Mandarin  finds  nothing  fine. 
At  least  his  manner  suffers  not  tt>  guess 
That  anything  he  views  can  greatly  please. 

Don  Juan,  c,  xiii.  st.  84. 

'•Thme  is  an  element  of  madness  in  all  this  family's  wav  of 
ookmg  at  thtngs,"   thought  the   marechale;    'They  aTe   in 
tuatcd  with  thetr  young  abbe,  whose  only 'accom JlisTment" 
js^to  ,be  a  good  l^tener.  though  his  eyes  are'fine  eZgh.T  is 

J;ii^!!l ?"»'•'  "'*^^'  '■^""^  '"  'h«  marechale's  manners  an 

uncxpecttd  movement  or  any  lack  of  self  coS^  1^    '.""f 
o^dip,i^,o.ard,  one's  infe'rioS!  %h1  „ould  t'avl  reVard^S 

especially  the  genealogical  part  ^'"*  ^""°"' 
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Astonished  one  day  at  this  consistent  policy  of  hiding  him 
self  from  her,  she  left  the  blue  sofa  and  came  to  work  by  the 
little  table  near  the  marechale's  armchair.  Julien  had  a  fairlv 
close  view  of  her  over  madarae  de  Fervaques'  hat. 

Those  eyes,  which  were  the  arbiters  of  his  fate,  frightened 
him,  and  then  hurled  him  violently  out  of  his  habitual  apathy 
He  talked,  and  talked  very  well. 

He  was  speaking  to  the  marechale,  but  his  one  aim  was  ti 
produce  an  impression  upon  Mathilde's  soul.  He  became 
so  animated  that  eventually  madame  de  Fervaques  did  not 
manage  to  understand  a  word  he  said. 

This  was  a  prime  merit.  If  it  had  occurred  to  Julien  to 
follow  it  up  by  some  phrases  of  German  mysticism,  lofty 
religion,  and  Jesuitism,  the  marechale  would  have  immediately 
given  him  a  rank  among  the  superior  men  whose  mission  it 
was  to  regenerate  the  age. 

"  Since  he  has  bad  enough  taste,"  said  mademoiselle  de  la 
Mole,  •'  to  talk  so  long  and  so  ardently  to  madame  de  Fervaques, 
I  shall  not  listen  to  him  any  more."  She  kept  her  resolution 
during  the  whole  latter  part  of  the  evening,  although  she  had 
dililiculty  in  doing  so. 

At  midnight,  when  she  took  her  mother's  candle  to  accom 
pany  her  to  her  room,  madame  de  la  Mole  stopped  on  the 
staircase  to  enter  into  an  exhaustive  eulogy  of  J  ulien.  Mathilde 
ended  by  losing  her  temper.  She  could  not  get  to  sleep.  She 
felt  calmed  by  this  thought :  "  the  very  things  which  I  despise 
in  a  man  may  none  the  less  constitute  a  great  merit  in  the 
eyes  of  the  marechale." 

As  for  Julien,  he  had  done  something,  he  was  less  unliappy; 
his  eyes  chanced  to  fall  on  the  Russian  leather  portfolio  in 
which  prince  Korasoff  had  placed  the  fifty-three  love  letters 
which  he  had  presented  to  him.  Julien  saw  a  note  at  the 
bottom  of  the  first  letter :  No.  i  is  sent  eight  days  after  the 
first  meeting. 

"  I  am  behind  hand,"  exclaimed  Julien.  "  It  is  quite  a  long 
time  since  I  met  madame  de  Fervaques."  He  immediately 
began  to  copy  out  this  first  love  letter.  It  was  a  homily  packed 
with  moral  platitudes  and  deadly  dull.  Julien  was  fortunat.' 
enough  to  fall  asleep  at  the  second  paije. 

Some  hours  afterwards  he  was  surprised  to  see  the  broau 
daylight  as  he  lent  on  his  desk.       The  most  painful  moment.- 
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in  his  life  were  those  when  he  wokp  nr.  «„=, 
rea.^  hi.  unhappiness.  0„  fhC'^.ic^u'^a  ^y  TZLd 
copying  out  his  letter  in  a  state  vercine  on  CtL,  ""'^^P 
possible."  he  said  to  himself,  ''that  ^hfre  ever  lived  .  ''  " 
man  who  actually  wrote  like  that "  h/ /  f  /  ^°""^ 
sentences  of  nine  lines  each  At  the  bouL  T  k^  ''"""' 
he  noticed  a  pencilled  note.  «' itse  iSe™  Li  d  T'^'"!l 
personally,  on  horseback,  black  cravat!  Sue  taU  coat  T^^ 
give  the  letter  to  the  porter  with  a  comrile  air  xpTel^ion"^^^ 
profound  melancholy.  If  you  notice  any  chambe-maTd  d" 
your  eyes  furtively  and  speak  to  her."  •*'"De.maid,  dry 

All  this  was  duly  carried  out. 

"I  am  taking  a  very  bold  course!"  thought  Tulien  =,c  u 

that  I  can  in  any  way  appreciate  Yes  f  Jm  ^  ''"'^^'^y 
load  with  rulicul^  thJt  od'ior?reature\Ln^^\Tarmre.? 
K  I^eheved  in  myself.  I  would  commit  som^e'^riL:  to  d^'i 

sta?wrtrC^"st&X"etn^i  '^f  -  ^ 

KorasofT  had  exp^fssly  forbiddeXm  totSi^  tl°  ^mTt"  s 
ho  had  left  him.  on  any  pretext  whatsoever.  But  the  steo 
of  that  horse,  which  she  knew  so  well,  and  Julien's  wav  o^f 
knocking  on  the  stable  door  with  his  ridingUTp  o  caVa 
cu  Sin       Th"''^  ''T''^    ^^^'hildc  to  behiifd    Z   window 

see  mine,  and  that  il  not  really  looking  at  hTr"'      '"'  ''""^^ 
in  the  evenmg  madame  de  Fervaques  behaved  towari.  I,in, 
exactly  as   though   she   had   never  received  the  rllL      I  ' 
^sncal  and  religious  dissertation  whirhfhad^gi^    '^tr 
porter  in  the  morning  with  so  melancholy  an  air      cLJ 

e  ;S  {iin'",r-  ^'^  ^r^^'"^  clayhoVto  b eelo?u:nr 
n^  placed   himself  in   such   a   position    that   h<>   rm'i 

'"rT:'''^\   f)^'^"  hersid'eJeftthebttfaTminm: 
«fter  the  marechale's   arrival;  this  involved   abandoning  hlr 
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M.  de  Croisenois  seemed  overwhelmed  b) 
his  palpable  grief  alleviated  the  awfulness 


usual  associates, 
this  new  caprice ; 
of  Julien's  agony. 

This  unexpected  turn  in  his  life  made  him  talk  like  an 
angel,  and  inasmuch  as  a  certain  element  of  self-appreciation 
will  insinuate  itself  even  into  those  hearts  which  serve  as  i 
temple  for  the  most  august  virtue,  the  marechale  said  to  her 
self  as  she  got  into  her  carriage,  "  Madame  de  la  Jlole  is 
right,  this  young  priest  has  distinction.  My  presence  must 
have  overawed  him  at  first.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  whole 
tone  of  this  house  is  very  frivolous ;  I  can  see  nothing  but 
mstances  of  virtue  helped  by  oldness,  and  standing  in  great 
need  of  the  chills  of  age.  This  young  man  must  have 
managed  to  appreciate  the  difference ;  he  writes  well,  but  I 
fear  very  much  that  this  request  of  his  in  his  letter  for  me  to 
enlighten  him  with  my  advice,  is  really  nothing  less  than  an, 
as  yet,  unconscious  sentiment. 

"  Nevertheless  how  many  conversions  have  begun  like  that! 
What  makes  me  consider  this  a  good  omen  is  the  difference 
between  his  style  and  that  of  the  young  people  whose  letters 
I  have  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing.  One  cannot  avoid 
recognising  unction,  profound  seriousness,  and  much  con 
viction  in  the  prose  of  this  young  acolyte;  he  has  no  doubt 
the  sweet  virtue  of  a  Massillon." 


CHAPTER   LVII 

THE    FINEST    PLACES   IN   THE   CHURCH 

Services  !  talents  !  merits  !  bah  !  belong  to  a  coterie. 

Telemeuiue. 

present  time  his  thoughts  were  strictlv  lim  wi  I    I'        ^^ 
tontore  and  each  little ornUm ied  wfccTmtXS,,"' 

professor  of  diplomacy  made  me  c'oprou.  a"So„"' "''  ""' 

no  e„u„.    Thai,  v,g„e„e«  was  unlLued     SnfeSA," 
J"ten.       The  only  real  Ihmg  I  see  In  the  middle  of  all  ,K 
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lofty  thoughts  about  annihilation,  death,  infinity,  etc.,  is  an 
abominable  fear  of  ridicule." 

The  monologue  which  we  have  just  condensed  was  repeated 
for  fifteen  days  on  end.  Falling  off  to  sleep  as  he  copied  out 
a  sort  of  commentary  on  the  Apocalypse,  going  with  a 
melancholy  expression  to  deliver  it  the  following  day,  taking 
his  horse  back  to  the  stable  in  the  hope  of  catching  sight 
of  Mathilde's  dress,  working,  going  in  the  evening  to  the 
opera  on  those  evenings  when  madarae  de  Fervaques  did  not 
come  to  the  hdtel  de  la  Mole,  such  were  the  monotonous 
events  in  Julien's  life.  His  life  had  more  interest,  when 
madame  la  Fervaques  visited  the  marquise;  he  could  then 
catch  a  glimpse  of  Mathilde's  eyes  underneath  a  feather  of 
the  marechale's  hat,  and  he  would  wax  eloquent.  His  pictur- 
esque and  sentimental  phrases  began  to  assume  a  style,  which 
was  both  more  striking  and  more  elegant. 

He  quite  realised  that  what  he  said  was  absurd  in  Mathilde's 
eyes,  but  he  wished  to  impress  her  by  the  elegance  of  his 
diction.  "  The  falser  my  speeches  are  the  more  I  ought  to 
please,"  thought  Julien,  and  he  then  had  the  abominable 
audacity  to  exaggerate  certain  elements  in  his  own  character. 
He  soon  appreciated  that  to  avoid  appearing  vulgar  in  the 
eyes  of  the  marechale  it  was  necessary  to  eschew  simple  ant 
rational  ideas.  He  would  continue  on  these  lines,  or  woult 
cut  short  his  grand  eloquence  according  as  he  saw  appreciation 
or  indifference  in  the  eyes  of  the  two  great  ladies  whom  he 
had  set  out  to  please. 

Taking  it  all  round,  his  life  was  less  awful  than  when  his 
days  were  passed  in  inaction. 

"  But,"  he  said  to  himself  one  evening,  "  here  I  am  copying 
out  the  fifteenth  of  these  abominable  dissertations ;  the  first 
fourteen  have  been  duly  delivered  to  the  marechale's  porter. 
I  shall  have  the  honour  of  filling  all  the  drawers  in  her 
escritoire.  And  yet  she  treats  me  as  though  I  never  wrote. 
What  can  be  the  end  of  all  this  ?  Will  my  constancy  bore 
her  as  much  as  it  does  me  ?  I  must  admit  that  that  Russian 
friend  of  KorasofTs  who  was  in  love  with  the  pretty  Quakeress 
of  Richmond,  was  a  terrible  man  in  his  time ;  no  one  could 
be  more  overwhelming." 

Like  all  mediocre  individuals,  who  chance  to  come  into 
contact  with  the  manoeuvres  of  a  great  general,  Julien  under- 
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of  the  first  forty  letters  waf  to  ^Sfrl  ^1   ■       ^  T^^  P"'P°'« 
.  .    V  'ciicis  was  to  secure  forgiveness  fnr  th^  k^m 
ness  of  wntmg  at  all.      The  sw^^f  r.^,.^  vcncss  lor  tne  bold- 

insipid  that  her  everU "Ufe.  ^"'^'P'  "  ""'^  '"^ 

One  morning  a  letter  was  delivered  to  Tnlipn       m^ 
n  sed  the  arms  of  madame  la  FervaquS  Ind  brnk.  .V°^; 
with  an  eagerness  which  woulS  have  Semed  tposs.bleTo 
h.m  some  days  before.     It  was  only  an  invSo^d bne' 

.^i:^rc^:r-rr-heS^ 
po^tiL  whici  ^^^:ii^^tt:::T.:^^^^^^^^^ 

£e  were  sn^^   I    K.    '""  *"^  P^"^"^^  oil-paintings. 

He  noticed  in  this  salon  three  of  the  oersons  whnVoH  k^ 

disDositinn  nfTk       T~~^^^   niarechale's   uncle  had   the 
have  miri^  "  o„  .4  T  .•  ""'"'"g-        What  immense  progress  I 

famous  bishop  of -11- »  "^'^  ^  ^"^  *^'"'"g  ^''h  the 

"  S^s'^iScTtrslllfrM!  ^"*^  ^^^  conversation  wearisome. 
I"AI1  tL  .    ^^V  '^'•^  '"  ^  bad  book,"  thought  Tulien 

Nhich  is  gVeater     th^  ?n    J  ^'f  "L'""'^'  °"«  asks  oneself 
ignorance?"  ^^''^''  ^°'"^^^^'  °^  '"«  abominable 

naleSTanbeir  whn^"'''  i"^°"l"  '^^  ''"'^  -^"  °f  le«ers 
hnd  intendedTo  b!  .^r  T'  '^'  u'^^"^  ^^  '^^  Academician, 
h^k  of  poSn  1  thf    "''^'-r  *,*'\^?^'"ed  entrusted  with  the 

basecaEe T"  "  °^  '^'  ^^'^'  ^^  '^  Mole  with  his 
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It  was  this  little  man  who  gave  Julien  the  first  inkling  that 
though  madame  de  Fervaques  did  not  answer,  she  might  quite 
well  take  an  indulgent  view  of  the  sentiment  which  dictated 
them.  M.  lanbeau's  siaister  soul  was  lacerated  by  the 
thought  of  Julien's  success  ;  "  but  since,  on  the  other  hand,  a 
man  of  merit  cannot  be  in  two  places  at  the  same  time  any- 
more than  a  fool,"  said  the  future  professor  to  himself,  "it 
Sorel  becomes  the  lover  of  the  sublime  marechale,  she  will 
obtain  some  lucrative  position  for  him  in  the  church,  and  I 
shall  be  rid  of  him  in  the  hdtel  de  la  Mole." 

M.  the  abbe  Pirard  addressed  long  sermons  to  Julien 
concerning  his  success  at  the  hotel  de  Fervaques.  There  was 
a  sectarian  jealousy  between  the  austere  Jansenist  and  the 
salon  of  the  virtuous  marechale  which  was  Jesuitical,  re 
actionary,  and  monarchical. 


CHAPTER  L  an 


MANON    LESCAUT 

Accordingly  once  he  xvai  throughly  convinced  of 
the  asinine  stupidity  of  the  prior,  he  would  usuailv 
Xte      "    '  '"""«^  ''^  calling^hite  black.  andhS 

IJchiemberg. 

The  Russian   instructions   peremptorily   forbade   the    writer 

om  ever  contradicting  in  conversation  the  recipient  oTt^^e 

letters.     No  pretext  could  excuse  any  deviation  from  the  rd  e 

:ll™h^Xir'"^^^"^°"-     ^^^  ^^"-  --  ^'-y^  ^-d 

One  evening  at  the  opera,  when  in  madame  de  Fervaques' 

box  Juhen  spoke  of  the  ballet  of  Manon  Lescaut  in  the  To 't 

tT^,  tha^h.  ^'  t'-   "^•^^"^  ^^^•^'■"g  •"  'hat  s"at 
was  tne  lact  that  he  thought  it  insignificant. 

abJprr^fJoVef  ^'^'  ^'^  '^"^^  ^^  '^'^  '"^^^  '°  "le 

ot  so  highly  virtuous  a  person  praising  a  novel  t  Madame 
de  Pervaques  used  to  profess  two  or  thfee  times  a  week  tie 
mo  t  absolute  contempt  for  those  writers,  who.  bj  means  of 

^  ndin'ed  r°.V'''  '''  ''  ?""P^  '  >'°"'h  'which  is.'alTsroni; 
too  inclined  to  the  errors  of  the  senses  "  ^ 

be'o^''Tt£'^^"f'%T''""^'^  '^^  marechale,  "is  said  to 
book  Th.  ^''  °^  '^'I  ™'"°'^'  ^"d  dangerous  type  of 
SaretLv      ""''"' '"^i^"  deserved  anguish  of  a  criminal 

fom  sutiW  a    St    R?  "^T   "°'.P^^^«"'  yo"r  Bonapartf 

Jm'nd"'"'"  ?°""Pf '^  ^^^'°^«d  to  Julien  all  the  activity  of 
-"s  m.nd.        They  have  tried  to  ruin  me  with  the  marechale  ; 
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they  have  told  her  of  my  enthusiasm  for  Napoleon.  This 
fact  has  sufficiently  piqued  her  to  make  her  yield  to  the 
temptation  to  make  me  feel  it."  This  discovery  amused  him 
all  the  evening,  and  rendered  him  amusing.  As  he  took  leave 
of  the  marechale  in  the  vestibule  of  the  opera,  she  said  to  him, 
"  Remember,  monsieur,  one  must  not  like  Bonaparte  if  you 
like  me ;  at  the  best  he  can  only  be  accepted  as  a  necessity 
imposed  by  Providence.  Besides,  the  man  did  not  have  a 
sufficiently  supple  soul  to  appreciate  masterpieces  of  art." 
^^  "  When  you  like  me,"  Julien  kept  on  repeating  to  himself, 
"  that  means  nothing  or  means  everything.  Here  we  have 
mysteries  of  language  which  are  beyond  us  poor  provincials." 
And  he  thought  a  great  deal  about  madame  de  R^nal,  as  he 
copied  out  an  immense  letter  destined  for  the  marechale. 

"  How  is  it,"  she  said  to  him  the  following  day,  with  an 
assumed  indifference  which  he  thought  was  oisily  assumed, 
"that  you  talk  to  me  about  London  and  Rici.iaond  in  a  letter 
which  you  wrote  last  night,  I  think,  when  you  came  '  uk 
from  the  opera  ?  " 

Julien  was  very  embarrassed.  He  had  copied  line  by  line 
without  thinking  about  what  he  was  writing,  and  had  apparently 
forgotten  to  substitute  Paris  and  Saint  Cloud  for  the  words 
London  and  Richmond  which  occurred  in  the  original.  He 
commenced  two  or  three  sentences,  but  found  it  impossible  to 
finish  them.  He  felt  on  the  point  of  succumbing  to  a  fit  of 
Idiotic  laughter.  Finally  by  picking  his  words  he  succeeded 
m  formulating  this  inspiration  :  ••  Kxalted  as  I  was  by  the 
discussion  of  the  most  sublime  and  greatest  interests  of  the 
human  soul,  my  own  soul  may  have  been  somewhat  absent  in 
my  letter  to  you  " 

•'  I  am  making  an  impression,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  so  1 
can  spare  myself  the  boredom  of  the  rest  of  the  evening."  He 
left  the  h6tel  de  Fervafjues  at  a  run.  In  the  evening  he  had 
another  look  at  the  original  of  the  letter  which  he  had  copied 
out  on  the  previous  night,  and  soon  came  to  the  fatal  place 
where  the  young  Russian  made  mention  of  London  and  of 
Richmond.  Julien  was  very  astonished  to  find  this  letter 
al  nost  tender. 

It  had  been  the  contrast  between  the  apparent  lightness  of 
his  cuiiversation,  and  the  sublime  and  almost  apocalyptic 
profundity   of   his  letters  which  had   marked   him  out  for 


^fANON  LESCAUT  ^^^ 

jfavour.      The    marecliale    was   particularly    pleased   hv    the 

c      ""6^  .^^"'^"^  a>a    not    escape    madame    de   Fervanii,«: 

[herself  to  be  offended  by  it     She  rall^H  thic  ^  r    .     t       • 
the  imprint  of  the  lightn^ess  of  the  age  "'""' '    "^''^'"^ 

represents  the  steppes  of  our  journey  ^  ^    '°*^ 

Mademoiselle  de   la    Mole   needed   to   exercise    her  ..if 

I    nevertheless  Julien  went  through  awful  davs      It  wn^  nni 

Xlcter  nn'  f  ^'^•7/«'l"".  »  *^«  only  through  sheer  force 
above  ^"^elof'd'e'ia^^^    ''  ^"^^'^"^"^^'^  '"  ^-P-«  *  "ttle 

an'ai^'Z^^l^f '•,  ;;^  '^'  r"^^"">'"  '"^  ^^'^'  ='V-  -hat 
mv  fo  ,,  ii  ^  ^'""^  "'*'"•  ^  "■"'*  ♦'''-•"  '-•'ther  going  to  make 
py  fortune  or  come  to  grief  just  as  1  am  now.     I  found  my 
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self  obliged  to  pass  all  my  life  in  intimate  association  with  the 
most  contemptible  and  disgusting  things  in  the  whole  world 
The  following  spring,  just  eleven  short  months  later,  I  was 
perhaps  the  happiest  of  all  young  people  of  my  own  age." 

But  very  often  all  this  fine  logic  proved  unavailing  against 
the  awful  reality.  He  saw  Mathilde  every  day  at  breakfast  and 
at  dinner.  He  knew  from  the  numerous  letters  which  de  la 
Mole  dicuted  to  him,  that  she  was  on  the  eve  of  marrying  de 
Croisenois.  This  charming  man  already  called  twice  a  day  at 
the  h6tel  de  la  Mole;  the  jealous  eye  of  a  jilted  lover  was 
alive  to  every  one  of  his  movements.  When  he  thought  be 
had  noticed  that  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  was  beginning  to 
entourage  her  intended,  Julien  could  not  help  looking  tenderly 
at  his  pistols,  when  he  went  up  to  his  room. 

"  Ah,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  would  it  not  be  much  wiser  to 
take  the  marks  out  of  my  linen  and  to  go  into  some  solitary 
forest  twenty  leagues  from  Paris  to  put  an  end  to  this  atrocious 
life  ?  I  should  be  unknown  in  the  district,  my  death  would 
remain  a  secret  for  a  fortnight,  and  who  would  bother  about 
me  after  a  fortnight  ?  " 

This  reasoning  was  very  logical.  But  on  the  following  day 
a  glimpse  of  Mathilde's  arm  between  the  sleeve  of  her  dress 
and  her  glove  sufficed  to  plunge  our  young  philosopher  into 
memories  which,  though  agonising,  none  the  less  gave  him  a 
hold  on  life.  "  Well,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  I  will  follow  this 
Russian  plan  to  the  end.     How  will  it  all  finish  ?  " 

So  far  as  the  marechale  is  concerned,  after  I  have  copied 
out  these  fifty-three  letters,  I  shall  not  write  any  others. 

As  for  Mathilde,  these  six  weeks  of  painful  acting  will  cither 
leave  her  anger  unchanged,  or  will  win  me  a  moment  of 
reconciliation.  Great  God  I  I  should  die  of  happiness.  And 
he  could  not  finish  the  train  of  his  thought. 

After  a  long  reverie  he  succeeded  in  taking  up  the  thread 
of  his  argument.  "  In  thjtt  case,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  I  should 
wm  one  day  of  happiness,  and  after  thni  her  cruelties  which 
are  based  alas  on  my  lack  of  ability  to  please  her  will 
recommence.  I  should  have  nothing  left  to  d' ,  1  should  be 
ruined  and  lost  for  ever.  With  such  a  charac  -.t  as  hers  what 
guarantee  can  siie  give  me.  Alas  !  My  manne  s  are  no  doubt 
lacking  in  elegance,  and  my  style  of  speech  is  heavy  irA 
monotonous.     Great  God,  why  am  1  myself?" 
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ENNUI 

Sacrificingone's  self  to  one's  ,.assi,.ns.  let  it  pass  ;  l.ui 
acrifacing  ones  self  to  passion,  which  one  has  not  got  • 
Oh  !  nie.anclioly  nineteenth  ceniury  ;  ' 

Giroiitt. 

Imadame  DE  Fervaques  had  begun  reading  Julien's  long 
II  tters  without  any  pleasure,  but  she  now  began  to  think  abou^ 
fchetn;  one  thing,  however,  grieved  her.  «'  What  a  pity  that 
IM.  Sore!  was  riot  a  real  priest !     He  could  then  be  admitted 

lU  u    A    '"""'*''?' '  *'"'  '"  ^'""^  °*'  ^hat  cross,  and    that 

■almost  lay  dress,  one  is  exposed  to  cruel  questions  and  what  is 

one  to  answer?"     She  did  not  finish  t2e  train    of  though 

[about  that  he  is  some  lower  middle-class  cousin  or  other  a 
relameof  my  ather,  some  tradesman  who  has  been  decorated 

1  en  mrzi'^rt"  ^^  .^° ''"  ^'"^  ^'^'^'^  ^'^^  ^aS"!:' 

wn2  Z       A    ^  ^r^^^"*^ «  greatest   pleasure   had    been 
Iwnung  the  word  marechale  after  her  name.     Consequently  a 

rTtS'K'°'"^'"^^  '^'^  awakening  of  her  interest  in  him. 

a  rand  vl^r  T  ""''  ^" ''"''"  '"'^  '^'  ™"<:'cl-.le."  to  make  him 

IK,?-  '°'"''  """^^^'^  "•'^  ^^"«  ■  but  plain  M.  Sorel, 

Mole*     ."  I""*"''."  "!'"  "'^'^  '^  '^'^  «^"«»«^y  of  M.  de  la 
|.Moie.    It  IS  heart-breaking," 

levirl-^''  ^''^  ''"'*'  '"  '^^^  ''f^  ^^'^  »o"'.  «'hich  was  afraid  of 
veryth,ng.  was  moved  by  an  interest  which  was  alien  TiU 

ltbt.br;  !.  "^^  "f  °''^'*  "^  ''^^'  h*^  *«''  «^e^tain  to  see 

|tnat  ab^nt  discontented   expression,    which    the    marechale 
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always  made  a  point  of  assuming  on  the  entry  of  any  of  her 
servants,  immediately  disappear.     The  boredom  of  a  mock-  of 
life   whose  ambitions   were  concentrated   on    impressing  the 
public  without  her  having  at  heart  any  real  faculty  of  enjoy 
ment  for  that  kind  of  success,  had  become  so  intolerable  since 
she  had  begun  to  think  of  Julien  that,  all  that  was  necessary 
to  prevent  her  chambermaids  being  bullied  for  a  whole  day 
was  that  their  mistress  should  have  passed  an  hour  in  the  society 
of  this  strange  young  man  on  the  evening  of  the  preceding 
day.     His   budding  credit  was   proof  against    very  cleverly 
written  anonymous   letters.     It   was  in   vain   that  Tanbeau 
supplied  M.  de  Luz,  de  Croisenois,  de  Caylus,  with  two  or  three 
very  clever  calumnies  which  these  gentlemen  were  only  too 
glad  to  spread,  without    making  too   many  enquiries   of  the 
actual  truth  of  the  charges.     The  marechale,  whose  tempera 
ment  was  not   calculated    to   be  proof  against   these   vulgar 
expedients  related  her  doubts   to  Mathilde,  and    was  always 
consoled  by  her. 

One  day,  madame  de  Fervaques,  after  having  asked  three  times 
if  there  were  any  letters  for  her,  suddenly  decided  to  answer 
Julien.  It  was  a  case  of  the  triumph  of  ennui.  On  reaching 
the  second  letter  in  his  name  the  marechale  almost  felt  herself 
pulled  up  sharp  by  the  unbecomingness  of  writing  with  her  own 
hand  so  vulgar  an  address  as  to  M.  Sorel,  care  of  M.  le 
Marquis  de  l:i  Mole. 

'•  You  must  bring  me  envelopes  with  your  address  on,"  she 
said  very  drily  to  Julien  in  the  evening.  «'  Here  I  am  appointed 
lover  and  valet  in  one,"  thought  Julien,  and  he  bowed,  amused 
himself  by  wrinkling  his  face  up  like  Ars^ne,  the  old  valet  of 
the  marquis. 

He  brought  the  envelopes  that  very  evening,  and  he  received 
the  third  letter  very  early  on  the  following  day :  he  read  five 
or  SIX  lines  at  the  beginning,  and  two  or  three  towards  the  end. 
There  were  four  pages  of  a  small  and  very  close  writing.  The 
lady  gradually  dcve'oped  the  sweet  habit  of  writing  nearly  everv 
day.  Juhen  answered  by  faithful  copies  of  the  Russian  letter/: 
and  such  is  the  advantage  of  the  bombastic  style  that  madarat 
de  Fervaques  was  not  a  bit  astonished  by  the  lack  of  connec 
tion  between  his  answers  and  her  letters.  How  grsv«lv 
irritated  would  her  pride  have  been  if  the  little  Tanbeau  wr 
had  constituted  himself  a  voluntary  spy  on  ail  Julien's  move- 
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meats  had  been  able  to  have  informed  her  that  all  these  letters 
were  left  unsealed  and  thrown  haphazard  into  Julien?  drawer 
One  morning  the  porter   was  bringing  into   the    ibrTr?!' 

etter  to  him  from  the  marechale.     Mathifde  met  the  man  saw 
the  letter  together  with  the  aHHr^xsc  ;„  T..r     .    il      ,     .' . 
Sheenj^red   he  library  as^'helortS  L^  ^  i^thrS 
was  still  on  the  edge  of  the  table.     Julien  Tar  v'ery  blsy  w  th 
his  work  and  had  not  yet  put  it  in  his  drawer  ^ 

"I  cannot  endure  this,"  exclaimed  Mathilde  as  she  took 
possession  of  the  letter,  "you  are  completely  forgettinVme 
me  your  wife,  your  conduct  is  awful,  monsieur  "     ^^"'"^  "'^• 

At  these  words  her  pride,  shocked  by  the  awful  unseem 
h^in  V  P'°^^^^'"«'  P'-^-ented  her  from  speak  ng  She 
bShe  ''  '"^  '°°"  '"'""'^  ^°  J""^"  scScely'able  to 

Julien  was  so  surprised  and  embarrassed  that  he  did  nof 
uily  appreciate   how   ideally   fortunate   this    scene   w^s    fo 
himself.       He  helped   Mathilde   to   sit   down  ^L      1 
abandoned  herself  in  his  arms.  '    '^^    ^•'"°'^ 

The  first  minute  in  which  he  noticed  this  movement  he  Mt 

Kor^r^r-     ,  ^"""^^'^»«'y    afterwards,    he    tho± 
Kora^ff :  ;•  I  may  lose  everything  by  a  single  word."    ^ 

The  strain  of  carrying  out  his  tactics  was  so  great  that  hi« 
arms  stiffened.     ••  I  dare  not  even  allow  myself^o  press  th, 

juuens  impassive  coldness  inlensllied  the  annuished  „mH. 
•Wh  was  laceming  .he  -oul  of  mademoiselle^  it^  £"u° 

a^rSd  ta  t™  """«.  '"!  "1'"^''  -If.possel  ion  ,^ty 
X':SZ  '"'    '"'    ""*'"    '"''■''"'"   >    contemptuo"; 

taking  I     •'  irha.  iT        awful  step  had  she  just  slipped  into 
.  lo  see  my  most  unbecoming  advances  rebuffed  !   and 
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rebuffed  by  whom?"  added  her  maddened  and  wounde 
pride ;  "  rebuffed  by  a  servant  of  my  father's  !  That's  moi 
than  I  will  put  up  with,"  she  said  aloud,  and  rising  in  a  fun 
she  opened  the  drawer  of  Julien's  table,  which  was  two  yarii 
in  front  of  her. 

She  stood  petrified  with  horror  when  she  saw  eight  or  tei 
unopened  letters,  completely  like  the  one  the  porter  had  jus 
brought  up.  She  recognised  Julien's  handwriting,  thoug! 
more  or  less  disguised,  on  all  the  addresses. 

"  So,"  she  cried,  quite  beside  herself,  "  you  are  not  only  en 
good  terms  with  her,  but  you  actually  despise  her.  You,  a 
nobody,  despise  madame  la  marechale  de  Fervaques ! " 

"  Oh,  forgive  me,  my  dear,"  she  added,  throwing  herself  on 
her  knees ;  "  despise  me  if  you  wish,  but  love  me.  I  cannc; 
live  without  your  love."     And  she  fell  down  in  a  dead  faint. 

"  So  our  proud  lady  is  lying  at  my  feet,"  said  Julien  to 
himself. 


CHAPTER  LX 


A    BOX    AT   THE    BOUFFES 

As  the  blackest  sky 
Foretells  the  heaviest  tempest. 

Dm  /uan,  c.  I.  n.  76. 

In  the  midst    of   these    great   transports   Julien   felt    more 

K^ess  0"  th^R  ^.**^"^«\-'^"-  Prived  to  him"'he 
snrewaness    of    the    Russian    tact  cs.       '"Few   words     uZ 

^^Jy^^^'  '\  ""^2"'  '"^'^"^  °f  salvation/'  LpTckeduD 
Mathilde  and  without  saying  a  word,  put  her  4ck  on  tS 
divan.     She  was  gradually  being  overcJe  by  tears 

the^Jetters  without  reading  them.     Most  of  them  we're  sfx 

"At  least  answer  me,"  Mathilde  said  at  last  in  th*.  m«cf 
supplicatory  tone,  but  without  daring  to  look  aTju^n     «' Yo 
know  how  proud  I  am.     It  is  the  misfortune  of  my  PositTon 
Md  of  my  temperament,  too,  I  confess       H«  m,/        ^ ' 
Fcrvaques  robbS  me  of  your  hSrt?      H«  <h.        '?"'  ?* 
s^ifices  to  which  my  fatal  KswTpt  me  ?"*'  '''  ""'^  '''' 

A  dismal  silence  was  all  Julien's  answer.     "  By  what  ri^hf  " 
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victory  over  pride.  She  was  sitting  on  the  divan,  and  v 
near  him.  He  saw  her  hair  and  her  alabaster  neck.  Foi 
moment  he  forgot  all  he  owed  to  himself.  He  passed  his  a 
around  her  waist,  and  clasped  her  almost  to  his  breast. 

She  slowly  turned  her  head  towards  him.  He  was  astonish 
by  the  extreme  anguish  in  her  eyes.  There  was  not  a  tra 
of  their  usual  expression. 

Julien  felt  his  strength  desert  him.  So  great  was  the  deac 
pain  of  the  courageous  feat  which  he  was  imposing  on  himse 

"Those  eyes  will  soon  express  nothing  but  the  coldt 
disdain,"  said  Julien  to  himself,  "  if  I  allow  myself  to  be  swe 
away  by  the  happiness  of  loving  her."  She,  however,  ke 
repeatedly  assuring  him  at  this  moment,  in  a  hushed  voic 
and  in  words  which  she  had  scarcely  the  strength  to  finish, 
all  her  remorse  for  those  steps  which  her  inordinate  pride  hs 
dictated. 

"I,  too,  have  pride,"  said  Julien  to  her,  in  a  scarce 
articulate  voice,  while  his  features  portrayed  the  lowest  depti 
of  physical  prostration. 

Mathilde  turned  round  sharply  towards  him.  Hearing  h 
voice  was  a  happiness  which  she  had  given  up  hoping,  i 
this  moment  her  only  thought  of  her  haughtiness  was  to  curs 
it.  She  would  have  liked  to  have  found  out  some  abnorm 
and  incredible  actions,  in  order  to  prove  to  him  the  extent  t 
which  she  adored  him  and  detested  herself. 

"That  pride  is  probably  the  reason,"  continued  Julia 
'why  you  singled  me  out  for  a  moment.  My  preseni 
courageous  and  manly  firmness  is  certainly  the  reason  wh) 
you  respect  me.     I  may  entertain  love  for  the  marechale." 

Mathilde  shuddered ;  a  strange  expression  came  into  ha 
eyes.  She  was  going  to  hear  her  sentence  pronounced.  This 
shudder  did  not  escape  Julien.     He  felt  his  courage  weaken, 

"  Ah,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  listened  to  the  sound  of  the 
vain  words  which  his  mouth  was  articulating,  as  he  thought  it 
were  some  strange  sound,  "  if  I  could  only  cover  those  palt 
cheeks  with  kisses  without  your  feeling  it." 

"  I  may  entertain  love  for  the  marechale,"  he  continued, 
while  his  voice  became  weaker  and  weaker,  "but  I  certaink 
have  no  definite  proof  of  her  interest  in  me."  1 

Mathilde  looked  at  him.  He  supported  that  look.  He 
hoped,  at  anyrate,  that  his  expression  had  not  betrayed  hiit 
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He  felt  himself  bathed  in  a  love  that  penetrated  even  into  the 

most  secret  recesses  of  his  hearc.     He  had  never  adored  her 

!  so  much;   he  was  almost  as  mad  as  Mathilde.     If  she  had 

I  mustered  sufficient  self-possession  and  courage  to  manoeuvre. 

I  he  would  have  abandoned  all  his  play-acting,  and  fallen  at  her 

feet.      He  had   sufficient  strength   to   manage   to  continue 

speaking:  "Ah,  Korasoff."  he  exclaimed  mentally,  "why  are 

I  y°"  "°^^*'^'^.'*   Jow  I  need  a  word  from  you  to  guide  me  in 

my  conduct.      During  this  time  his  voice  was  saying 

"In  default  of  any  other  sentiment,  gratitude  would  be 
sufficient  to  attach  me  to  the  marechale.  She  has  been 
indulgent  to  me;  she  has  consoled  me  when  I  have  been 
(tepised.  I  cannot  put  unlimited  faith  in  certain  appearances 
flMtin  "*'  "°  *'  ^''*'*'"^'y  flattering,  but  possibly  very 

"Oh,  my  God  ! "  exclaimed  Mathilde. 

"Well,  what  guarantee  will  you  give  me?"  replied  Tulien 
with  a  sharp,  firm  intonation,  which  seemed  to  abandon  for  a 
moment  the  prudent  forms  of  diplomacy.  "  What  guarantee 
what  god  will  warrant  that  the  position  to  which  you  seem' 
inclined  to  restore  me  at  the  present  moment  will  last  more 
I  than  two  days  ? 

"The  excess  of  my  love,  and  my  unhappiness  if  you  do  not 

UiiSf  ^P*s™°<lic  movement  which  she  had  just  made  had 

shghtly  displaced  her  tippet;  Julien  caught  a  view  of  her 

diarming  shoulders.     Her  slightly  dishevelled  hair  recalled  a 
I  delicious  memory.  ... 

LnS""?'  °^  }K-^'''^  °^  succumbing.  "One  imprudent 
wod    he  said  to  himself,  "and  I  have  to  start  all  over  again 

I^Lm^V/'p-  f  ^T  ^'i'^'l  '  '^^"^  P^^^^^  '"  despair. 
Madame  de  Renal  used  to  find  reasons  for  doing  what  her 

CL:"^'i:  '^^V"""""^  8irl  of  high  society  ne%er  allows 
her  heart  o  be  moved  except  when  she  has  proved  to  herself 
bjr  sound  logic  that  it  ought  to  be  moved." 

Lnvi'*''  i*""  P'°°^  '"  ^^^  twinkling  of  an  eye,  and  in  the 

I  twinkling  of  an  eye  too,  he  regained  his  courage.     He  took 

imy  his  hands  which  Mathilde  was  pressing  in  her  own  and 

moved  a  little  away  from  her  with  a  marked  respect' 

Human  courage  could  not  go  further.      He  then  busied 

a8 
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himself  with  putting  together  madame  de  Fervaque's  lett 
which  were  spread  out  on  the  divan,  and  it  was  with  ail  i 
appearance  of  extreme  politeness  that  he  cruelly  exploited  i 
psychological  moment  by  adding, 

"  Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  will  allow  me  to  reflect  over 
this."     He  went  rapidly  away  and  left  the  library;  she  ,es 
him  shut  all  the  doors  one  after  the  other. 

"The  monster  is  not  the  least  bit  troubled,"  she  said 
herself.  "But  what  am  I  saying?  Monster?  He  is  wi 
prudent,  good.  It  is  I  myself  who  have  committed  mc 
wrong  than  one  can  imagine." 

This  point  of  view  lasted.  Mathilde  was  almost  happy  i 
day,  for  she  gave  herself  up  to  love  unreservedly.  One  wou 
have  said  that  this  soul  had  never  been  disturbed  by  prii 
(and  what  pride  !)  '  *^ 

She  shuddered  with  horror  when  a  lackey  announo 
madame  le  Fervaques  into  the  salon  in  the  evening  Tl 
man  s  voice  struck  her  as  sinister.  She  could  not  endure  tt 
hf-Jf  ?.!•?.?  '""f^'^^'^'  f"d  stopped  suddenly.  Julien  wh 
had  felt  little  pride  over  his  painful  victory,  had  feared  to  fa( 
her,  and  had  not  dmed  at  the  hotel  de  la  Mole 

to  !i!?  l^^  *.!!^  ''i'  ^^PP'"^"  rapidly  increased  in  proportio 
to  the  time  that  elapsed  from  the  moment  of  the  battle  H 
was  blaming  himself  already.  "  How  could  I  resist  her?  "  h 
?olJ°m  r'n  ':  Suppose  she  were  to  go  and  leave  o 
loving  me !  One  single  moment  may  change  that  haughl 
soul,  and  I  must  admit  that  I  have  treated  her  awfully  " 

In  the  evenmg  he  felt  that  it  was  absolutely  necessary  t, 
put  in  an  appearance  at  the  BoufTes  in  madame  de  Fervaquei 
hZ'r.A  !il  expressly  invited  him.      Mathilde  would  h 

bound  to  know  of  h.s  presence  or  his  discourteous  absence 
In  spite  of  the  clearness  of  this  logic,  he  could  not  at  th. 
beginning  of  the  evening  bring  himself  to  plunge  into  society 
By  speaking  he  would  lose  half  his  happiness  Ten  o'clocl 
?  .?i^  I  r  "  71'  absolutely  necessary  to  show  himself. 
Luckily  he  found  the  marechale's  box  packed  with  women,  and 
was  relegated  to  a  place  near  the  door  where  he  was  complete!, 
riHi^Mn.?/  r'  *!'''•-  Jh«  position  saved  him  from  lookin 
ridiculous;  Caroline's  divine  notes  of  despair  in  the.Va/nmJ 
^e^ejo  made  him  burst  into  tears.  Madame  de  Fervaques 
saw  these  tears.     They  represented  so  great  a  contrast  with 
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the  masculine  firmness  of  his  usual  expression  that  the  soul  of 
the  old-fashioned  lady,  saturated  as  it  had  been  for  many  years 
wrth  all  the  corroding  acid  of  parvenu  haughtiness,  was  none 
the  less  touched.  Such  remnants  of  a  woman's  heart  as  she 
stUl  possessed  impelled  her  to  speak :  she  wanted  to  enjoy  he 
sound  of  his  voice  at  this  moment.  ^ 

"Have  you  seen  the  de  la  Mole  ladies ?  "  she  said  to  him. 

vlr?hr?h".^'f^'' •''""■•",.  J"''""  immediately  craned  out 
over  the  theatre,  leaning  politely  enough  on  the  front  of  the 
box     He  saw  Mathilde ;  her  eyes  were  shining  with  tears. 

And  yet  it  is  not  their  Opera  day,"  thought  Julien  :  "how 
eager  she  must  be ! "  *     j^^^h,     now 

Mathilde  had   prevailed   on   her  mother  to  come  to  the 
Bouffes  m  spite  ol  the  inconveniently  high  tier  of  the  box 
wfech  a  lady  friend  of  the  family  had  hastened  to  offer  Ter' 

^S  """  "  ^""'"  "°"'^  ^''  '^'  ^^^"'"«  *«^h  the 
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So  this  is  the  fine  miracle  of  your  civilisation  ;  you  have 
turned  love  into  an  ordinary  business. — Bamave. 

JULiEN  rushed  into  madame  de  la  Mole's  box.  His  ej 
first  met  the  tearful  eyes  of  Mathilde  ;  she  was  crying  withou 
reserve.  There  were  only  insignificant  personages  present 
the  friend  who  had  leant  her  box,  and  some  men  whom  shi 
knew.  Mathilde  placed  her  hand  on  Julien's ;  she  seemed  t( 
have  forgotten  all  fear  of  her  mother.  Almost  stifled  as  i>h( 
was  by  her  tears,  she  said  nothing  but  this  one  word 
•'  Guarantees ! " 

"  So  long  as  I  don't  speak  to  her,"  said  Julien  to  himself 
He  was  himself  very  moved,  and  concealed  his  eyes  with  hii 
hand  as  best  he  could  under  the  pretext  of  avoiding  the  dazzling 
light  of  the  third  tier  of  boxes.  "  If  I  speak  she  may  suspeci 
the  excess  of  my  emotion,  the  sound  of  my  voice  will  betraj 
me.  All  may  yet  be  lost.  His  struggles  were  more  painful 
than  they  had  been  in  the  morning,  his  soul  had  had  the  time 
to  become  moved.  He  had  been  frightened  atj- seeing 
Mathilde  piqued  with  vanity.  Intoxicated  as  he  was  with  love 
and  pleasure  he  resolved  not  to  speak. 

In  my  view  this  is  one  of  the  finest  traits  in  his  character, 
an  individual  capable  of  such  an  effort  of  self-control  may  go 
far  si  fata  sinant. 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  insisted  on  taking  Julien  back  to 
the  hotel.  Luckily  it  was  raining  a  great  deal,  but  the 
marquise  had  him  placed  opposite  her,  talked  to  him  in- 
cessantly, and  prevented  him  saying  a  single  word  to  her 
daughter.  One  might  have  thought  that  the  marquise  was 
nursing  Julien's  happiness  for  him ;  no  longer  fearing  to  lose 
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Slr;?^^l:;:r^^^^^^  --->  ^^  ™ad,y  abandoned 

I  f"'^  n  ^""Vl  '*^  ^^""^  *^^"  ''^  *e"t  back  to  his  room 

Julien  fe  1  on  his  knees  and  covered  with  kisses  the  love  leUe^s 

which  prince  Korasoff  had  given  him 
"How  much  I  owe  you    great  man."  he  exclaimed  in  his 

ma^.e.       L.ttle  by  httle  he  regained  his  self-possession.     He 
V  .''XU;™       'VfiSr"""' J^°^"^  j"^^  won  agreat  battle 
L  vnat  ;      "  .^  ^"^  immense."  he  said  to  himself. 

v"    ,iiil  v-  "  to-morrow?     One  instant   may  ruin 

"     '     t  ;.i<vo.':i!e   -esture  he  opened  the  Memoirs  whi-h 
-K^   .n  .    d  d>ct^r.M  at  St.  Helena  and  fbr  two  long  hours 

,  ■■'.  "•  *"  '  J-  t.  Durmg  this  smgular  reading  his  head 
^  .  . -  iose  CO  the  most  exalted  level  and  worked  un- 
amou..,v.  ,^;'^>-  heart  is  very  different  from  madame  de 
R  >■  ■■  o  said  t  ^  himself,  but  he  did  not  go  further. 
hnnt  -..xl!  "'''  ■  '  '^^.,f"«Jdenly  exclaimed,  hurling  away  the 
book  •  rhe  enemy  will  only  obey  me  in  so  far  as  I  frighten 
h.m,  but  then  he  will  not  dare  to  show  contempt  for  me  » 

In  nlTn  f  Tu-  ^Z^  ^^-  ^^"^^^  "P  ^"d  d°^"  his  little  room. 
In  pomt  of  fact  h.s  happmess  was  based  rather  on  pride  than 

be  pmifd/'"  ^''  '  "  ^^  '"P"*'"^  P''""^'^'  «"d  he  had  causr  to 

"Madame  de  Renal  always  doubted  even  in  her  happiest 

moments  .f  my  love  was  equal  to  her  own.     In  this  case  I 

e  to  subjugate  a  demon,  consequently  I  must  subjugate 

er       He  knew  quite  w-^ll  that  Mathilde  would  be  in  the 

He  dfdlr^'''  ""''')  "     ^'  "^^''"'"g  "f  ^he  following  day 

love  hnt  hIT'h^  '''^"'■"  r  ^''^^^^J^-  "«  ^^s  burning  with 
love,  but  his  head  dom.nated  his  heart. 

himser'^-  5-  ''"i^  ""'u  "'^  P^''^^  ^'^^^"^  his  repeating  to 
ove  me  >  "  ^'ZrZ  ""^TT.^  ^^  '^''  ^reat  doubt.^  Does  he 
fl°tervofnlIuf?  u    ^u"'^"'   P*'''''""'  '"gather  with  the 

He  found   her  sitti.ig  on   the  div?n  pale  and     Jn    but 
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"  Dear  one,  it  is  true  I  have  offended  you,  perhaps  you  an 
angry  with  me." 

Julien  had  not  been  expecting  this  simple  tone.  He  was  or 
the  point  of  betraying  himself. 

"  You  want  guarantees,  my  dear,  she  added  after  a  silence 
which  she  had  hoped  would  be  broken.  Take  me  away,  le! 
us  leave  for  London.  I  shall  be  ruined,  dishonoured  foi 
ever."  She  had  the  courage  to  take  her  hand  away  from 
Julien  to  cover  her  eyes  with  it. 

All  her  feelings  of  reserve  and  feminine  virtue  had  come 
back  into  her  soul.  "  Well,  dishonour  me,"  she  said  at  last 
with  a  sigh,  "  that  will  be  a  guarantee." 

"  I  was  happy  yesterday,  because  I  had  the  courage  to  be 
severe  with  myself,"  thought  Julien.  After  a  short  silence  he 
had  sufficient  control  over  his  heart  to  say  in  an  icy  tone, 

"  Once  we  are  on  the  road  to  London,  once  you  are 
dishonoured,  to  employ  your  own  expression,  who  will  answer 
that  you  will  still  love  me  ?  that  my  very  presence  in  the  post 
chaise  will  not  seem  importunate  ?  I  am  not  a  monster ;  to 
have  ruined  your  reputation  will  only  make  me  still  more 
unhappy.  It  is  not  your  i)osition  in  society  which  is  the 
obstacle,  it  is  unfortunately  your  own  character.  Can  you 
yourself  guarantee  that  you  will  love  me  for  eight  days  ? " 

"  Ah !  let  her  love  me  for  eight  days,  just  eight  days," 
whispered  Julien  to  himself,  "and  1  will  die  of  happiness. 
What  do  I  care  for  the  future,  what  do  I  care  for  life?  .And 
yet  if  I  wish  that  div^ine  happiness  ran  commence  this  very 
minute,  it  only  depends  on  me." 

Mathilde  saw  that  he  was  pensive. 

"  So  I  am  completely  unworthy  of  you,"  she  said  to  him, 
taking  his  hand. 

Julien  kissed  her,  but  at  the  same  time  the  iron  hand  of 
duty  gripped  his  heart.  If  she  sees  how  much  I  adore  her  I 
shall  lose  her.  And  before  leaving  her  arms,  he  hail  rc.-'ssumed 
all  that  dignity  which  is  proper  to  a  man. 

He  managed  on  this  and  the  following  days  to  conceal  his 
inordinate  happiness.  There  were  moments  when  he  evw 
refused  himself  the  pleasure  of  clasping  her  in  his  arms.  A: 
other  times  the  delirium  of  happiness  prevailed  over  all  tt)« 
counsels  of  prudence. 

He  had  been  accustomed  to  station  himself  near  a  bower  d 
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honeysuckle  in  the  garden  arranged  in  such  a  way  so  as  to 
cona»l  the  ladder  when  he  had  looked  up  at  Mathilde's 
bhnd  in  the  distance,  and  lamented  her  inconstancy.  A  very 
big  oak  tree  was  quite  near,  and  the  trunk  of  that  tree 
prevented  him  from  being  seen  by  the  indiscreet. 

As  he  passed  with  Mathilde  over  this  very  place  which 
recalled  his  excessive  unhappiness  so  vividly,  the  contrast 
between  his  former  despair  and  his  present  happiness  proved 
too  much  for  his  character.  Tears  inundated  his  eyes,  and 
he  earned  his  sweetheart's  hand  to  his  lips  :  "  It  was  here  I 
used  to  live  in  my  thoughts  of  you,  it  was  from  here  that  I 
used  to  look  at  that  blind,  and  waited  whole  hours  for  the 
happy  moment  when  I  would  see  that  hand  open  it  " 

His  weakness  was  unreserved.  He  portrayed  the  extremity 
of  his  former  despair  in  genuine  colours  which  could  not 
possibly  have  been  invented.  Short  interjections  testified 
to  that  present  happiness  which  had  put  an  end  to  that 
awful  agony. 

"My  God,  what  am  I  doing?"  thought  Julien,  suddenly 
recovering  himself.     "  I  am  ruining  myself." 

In  his  excessive  alarm  he  thought  that  he  already  detected 
a  diminution  of  the  love  in  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's  eyes 
It  was  an  illusion,  but  Julien's  face  suddenly  changed  its 
expression  and  became  overspread  by  a  mortal  pallor.  His 
eyes  lost  their  fire,  and  an  expression  of  haughtiness  touched 
with  malice  soon  succeeded  to  his  look  of  the  most  genuine 
and  unrestrveH  love. 

"Rut  what  is  the  matter  with  you,  my  dear,"  said ' Mathilde 
to  turn,  both  tenderly  and  anxiously. 

"  I  am  lying,"  said  Julien  irritably,  •'  and  I  am  lyinR  to  you 
I  am  reproaching  myself  for  it,  and  yet  God  knows  that  I 
respect  you  sufficiently  not  to  lie  to  you.  You  love  me,  you 
are  devoted  to  me,  and  I  have  no  need  of  praises  in  order  to 
please  you. 

"  r.reat  heavens  !  are  all  the  charming  things  you  have  been 
Idling  me  for  the  last  two  minutes  mere  phrases  ?" 

"And  I  reproach  myself  for  it  keenly,  dear  one.  I  once 
made  them  up  for  a  woman  who  loved  me,  and  bored  me-it 
's  the  weakness  of  my  character.  I  denounce  mvself  to  you, 
lorgive  me.  '  ^     ' 

Bitter  tears  streamed  over  Mathilde's  cheeks. 
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"  As  soon  as  some  trifle  offends  me  and  throws  me  back  on 
my  meditation,"  continued  Julien,  "  my  abominable  memory, 
which  I  curse  at  this  very  minute,  offers  me  a  resource,  and  I 
abuse  it." 

"So  I  must  have  slipped,  without  knowing  it,  into  some 
action  which  has  displeased  you,"  said  Mathilde  with  a 
charming  simplicity. 

"  I  remember  one  day  that  when  you  passed  near  this 
honeysuckle  you  picked  a  flower,  M.  de  Luz  took  it  from  you 
and  you  let  him  keep  it.     I  was  two  paces  away." 

"  M.  de  Luz  ?  It  is  impossible,"  replied  Mathilde  with  ali 
her  natural  haughtiness.     "  I  do  not  do  things  like  that." 

*'  I  am  sure  of  it,"  Julien  replied  sharply. 

"  Well,  my  dear,  it  is  true,"  said  Mathilde,  as  she  .sadly 
lowered  her  eyes.  She  knew  positively  that  many  months  had 
elapsed  since  she  had  allowed  M.  de  Luz  to  Hf  such  a  thing 

Julien  looked  at  her  with  ineffable  tend  ;s,  "  No,"  ht 
said  to  himself,  "  she  does  not  love  me  less. ' 

In  the  evening  she  rallied  him  with  a  laugh  on  his  fancy  for 
madame  de  Fervaques.  "Think  of  a  bourgeois  loving  .1 
parvenu,  those  are  perhaps  the  only  ty|x'  of  hearts  that  my 
Julien  cannot  make  mad  with  love.  She  has  made  vou  into 
a  real  dandy,"  she  said  playing  with  his  hair. 

During  the  period  when  he  thought  hiniself  scorned  by 
Mathilde,  Julien  had  become  one  of  the  l)est  dressed  men  in 
I'aris.  He  had,  moreover,  a  further  advantage  over  other 
dandies,  111  as  mu<h  as  once  he  had  finished  dressing  he  never 
gave  a  further  thought  to  his  appearance. 

One  thing  still  piqued  .Mathilde,  Julien  continued  i<>  ropy 
out  the  Russian  letters  and  send  them  to  the  marcchalc 
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Alas,  why  these  things  and  not  other  Mng^?-B,au,„anJia,s. 

Av  English  traveller  tells  of  the  intimacy  in  which  he  lived 
wtth  a  tiger.  He  had  trained  it  and  would  caress  it,  but  he 
always  kept  a  cocked  pistol  on  his  table 

Julien  only  abandoned  himself  fo  the  fulness  of  his 
happiness  in  those  moments  when  Mathilde  could  not  read 
the  expression  ,n  his  eyes.  He  scrupulously  performed  his 
amy  of  addre.ss,ng  some  harsh  word  to  her  frcmuime  Tunll 

When  Mathiides  sweetness,  which  he  noticed  with  some 
surprise,  together  wtth  the  complefene.ss  of  her  devotion  were 
on  thr  point  of  depriving  him  of  all  self-control,  he  was 
rourageous  enough  to  leave  her  suddenly 

Mathilde  loved  for  the  first  time  in  her  life 

l.ut  now  tt^^eT'""''  ""'-"  '"««''  '"•^"^  ''  '  '°^'"'«^'  P--- 
As  however,  her  ,,nde  required  to  find  a  vent  in  some  way 
0  her,  she  wished  to  expose  herself  to  all  the  dangers  in  which 
•r  love  could  mvohe  her.     It  was  Julien  who  was  prudent 

»nd  t  was  only  when  it  was  a  question  of  danger  that  she  did 

aufh  inT«  in''"  "^"^  """'^  u""   '^''  only  showed  additional 
aughtines     to  everyone  in  the  house  who  came   near  her. 
'Whether  relatives  or  friends. 

In  the  evening  .she  would  call  Julien  tr.  h.-r  in  the  salon 
1  PJ^^^i^^e  of  sixty  {R-ople,  and  have  a  long  and  private 
conversation  with  him.  * 

The  little  Tanbeau  installed  himself  on.  day  <  lo.s«-  to  them 
'^e  r«,uested   him   to  go   and   fetch    from    the    library   the 
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volume  of  SmoUet  which  deals  with  the  revolution  of  i68S 
and  when  he  hesitated,  added  with  an  expression  of  insultin 
haughtiness,  which  was  a  veritable  balm  to  Julien's  soul 
"  Don't  hurry." 

"  Have  you  noticed  that  little  monster's  expression  ? "  h 
said  to  her. 

"  His  uncle  has  been  in  attendance  in  this  salon  for  ten  o 
twelve  years,  otherwise  I  would  have  had  him  packed  of 
immediately." 

Her  behaviour  towards  MM.  de  Croisenois,  de  Luz,  etc. 
though  outwardly  perfectly  polite,  was  in  reality  scarcely  les! 
provocative.  Mathilde  keenly  reproachtid  herself  for  all  tht 
confidential  remarks  about  them  which  she  had  formerly  niadf 
to  Julien,  and  all  the  more  so  since  she  did  not  dare  to  confer 
that  she  had  exaggerated  to  him  the,  in  fact,  almost  absolutely 
innocent  manifestations  of  interest  of  which  these  gentlemer 
had  been  the  objects.  In  spite  of  her  best  resolutions  hei 
womanly  pride  invariably  prevented  her  from  saying  to  lulien, 
"  It  was  because  I  was  talking  to  you  that  I  found  a  jiieasurf 
in  describing  my  weakness  in  not  drawing  my  hand  awav, 
when  M.  de  Croisenois  had  placed  his  on  a  marble  table  and 
had  just  touched  it." 

But  now,  as  soon  as  one  of  these  gentlemen  had  betn 
speaking  to  her  for  some  moments,  she  found  she  had  a 
question  to  put  to  Julien,  and  she  made  this  an  e\i  u>c  ;or 
keeping  him  by  her  side. 

She  discovered  that  she  was  t  na  in/c  and  joyfully  liiforniid 
Julien  of  the  fact. 

"l>o  you  doubt  me  now?  Is  it  not  a  guarantee^  \m 
your  wife  for  ever." 

This  announcement  struciv  Julicii  with  jjrofound  a>toni>h 
ment.  He  was  on  the  point  ot  lorgetttng  the  ^ovetnins 
prmciple  of  his  conduct.  How  am  I  to  be  deliberately  loiii 
and  insulting  towards  this  poor  young  girl,  who  is  ruinir,; 
herself  for  my  sake.  .And  if  she  looked  at  all  ill,  he  cunld  no'. 
even  on  those  days  when  the  terrible  voice  of  wisdom  niadr 
itself  heard,  find  the  courage  to  address  to  her  one  of  th'V 
harsh  remarks  which  his  experience  had  found  so  indisju  nsiSie 
to  the  preservation  of  their  love. 

"1  will  write  to  my  father,"  said  MathiUie  to  him  uw  tU». 
"  he  is  more  than  a  father  to  me,  hi    is  a  friend  ;  that  be.ri 
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so,  I  think  it  unworthy  both  of  you  and  of  myself  to  try  and 
deceive  him,  even  for  a  single  minute." 

"Great  heavens,  what  are  you  going  fo  do?"  said  Tulien 
in  alarm. 

"My  duty,"  she  answered  with  eyes  shining  with  joy. 

She  thought  she  was  showing  more  nobility  than  her  lover 

"  But  he  will  pack  me  off  in  disgrace." 

"  It  is  his  right  to  do  so,  we  must  respect  it.  I  will  give 
you  my  arm,  and  we  will  go  out  by  the  front  door  in  full 
daylight. 

Julien  was  thunderstruck  and  requested  her  to  put  it  off  for 
a  week. 

"  I  cannot,"  she  answered,  "  it  is  the  voice  of  honour  I 
have  seen    my   duty,    I    must    follow    it,    and    follow    it  'at 

once. 

"Well,  I  order  you  to  put  il  off,"  said  lulien  at  last, 
nour  honour  is  safe  for  the  present.  I  am 'your  husband 
The  position  of  us  will  be  changed  by  this  momentous  step  I 
too  am  within  my  rights.  To  day  is  Tuesday,  next  Tuesday 
is  the  duke  de  Retz's  at  home ;  when  M.  de  la  Mole  comes 
home  m  the  evening  the  porter  will  give  him  the  fatal  letter 
His  only  thought  is  to  make  you  a  duche.s,  I  am  sure  of  it.' 
Ihink  of  his  unhappiness." 

"  Vou  mean,  think  of  his  vengeance  ?  " 

"  It  may  be  that  I  pity  my  benefactor,  and  am  grievt-d  at 
iniuring  him,  but  I  do  not  fear,  and  shall  never  fear  anyone  " 

Math.Ide  yielded.  This  was  the  first  occasion,  since  she 
had  informed  Julien  of  her  condition,  that  he  had  spoken  to 
her  authoritatively.       She    had   never    loved   him   .so    much 

1  \r'?K  r[  P''  ""[  ""'''  '""'  •'"''  '■"""^  happiness  in  seizing 
on  Mathildes  condition  as  an  excuse  for  refraining  from  his 
■JU.1  remarks  to  her.  The  question  of  the  confrssion  to 
M  de  la  Mole  deeply  moved  him.  Was  he  goinc  to  be 
separated  from  Mathilde?  And,  however  grieved  slu-  would 
t>e  to  see  him  j;n,  would  she  have  a  thought  for  him  after  his 
departure  ? 

He  was  almost   etjually    horrified    by   the   thought    of   the 
JUS  iticd  reproaches  which  the  niar.iuis  might  address  to  him 
,  in  the  evening  he  eonfesseti  to  Mathilde  the  second  reason 
-r  h,.  anxiety,  and  then  led  aw  a)  l^'  his  love,  confessed  the 
■m  as  well. 
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She  changed  colour.  "  Would  it  really  make  you  unhappy," 
she  said  to  him,  "  to  pass  six  months  far  away  from  me  ?  " 

"Infinitely  so.  It  is  the  only  thing  in  the  world  which 
terrifies  me." 

Mathilde  was  very  happy.  Julien  had  played  his  part  so 
assiduously  that  he  had  succeeded  in  making  her  think  that 
she  was  the  one  of  the  two  who  loved  the  more. 

The  fatal  Tuesday  arrived.  When  the  marquis  came  in  at 
midnight  he  found  a  letter  addressed  to  him,  which  was  only 
to  be  opened  himself  when  no  one  was  there  : — 

"My  father, 

"All  social  lies  have  been  broken  between  us,  onlv 
those  of  nature  remain.  Next  to  my  husband,  you  are  and 
always  will  be  the  being  I  shall  always  hold  most  dear.  My  eyts 
are  full  of  tears,  I  am  thinking  of  the  pain  that  I  am  causing  \'oi:, 
but  if  my  shame  was  to  be  prevented  from  becoming  public,  and  you 
were  to  be  given  lime  to  reflect  and  act,  I  could  not  postpone  anv 
longer  the  confession  that  I  owe  you.  If  your  affettion  for  me 
which  I  know  is  extremely  deep,  is  good  enough  to  grant  me  ,i 
small  allowance.  I  will  go  and  settle  with  my  husband  anywhere 
you  like,  in  .Switzerland,  for  instance.  His  name  is  so  obscure  thi; 
no  one  would  recognize  in  Madame  .Sorel,  the  daughter-in-law  of  a 
Verri^res'  carpenter,  your  daughter.  That  is  the  name  which  1 
have  so  much  difficulty  in  writing.  I  fear  your  wrath  against  Iiihen, 
It  seems  so  justified.  I  shall  not  be  a  duchess,  my  father  ;'  but  1 
knew  it  when  I  loved  him  ;  for  I  was  the  one  who  loved  him  fiist, 
it  was  I  who  seduced  him.  I  have  inherited  from  you  tf)o  loftvi 
soul  to  fi.\  my  attention  on  what  either  is  or  appears  to  be  vulvar 
It  is  in  vain  that  I  thought  of  M .  Croisenois  with  a  view  to  pleasin^' 
you.  Why  did  you  place  real  merit  under  my  eyes  ?  You  told  me 
yourself  on  my  return  from  Hyires,  'that  young  Sorel  is  the  one 
person  who  amuses  me,'  the  poor  lx)y  is  as  grieved  as  1  am  if  it  ^ 
possible,  at  the  pain  this  letter  will  give  you.  1  cannot  prevent  vou 
being  iriitated  as  a  father,  but  love  me  as  a  fritnd. 

"  Julien  respected  me.  If  he  sometimes  spoke  to  me.  it  was  only 
by  reason  of  his  deep  gratitude  towards  yourself,  for  the  natura 
dignity  of  his  character  induces  him  to  keep  to  his  official  (  apariy 
in  any  answers  he  may  make  to  anyone  who  is  so  much  aiiove  hirr 
He  has  a  keen  and  instinctive  appreciation  of  the  differene  4 
social  rank.  It  was  I  (I  confess  it  with  a  blush  to  my  best  fr:en: 
and  I  shall  never  make  such  .i  confession  to  anyone  else  «t^ 
clasped  his  arm  one  day  in  the  garden. 

"Why  need  you  be  irritated  with  him,  after  twenty-four  \wi:- 
have  elapsed?  My  own  lapse  is  irrepjirable.  If  you  in-i>t  on  : 
the  assurance  of  his  profound  respect  and  of  his  desperate  gnef  i 


THE  TIGER 


445 


having  displeased  you.  can  be  conveyed  to  you  through  me  Yo,. 
need  not  see  h.m  at  all,  but  1  shall  go  and  join  hTm  wherever  he 

reckons  on  establishing  himself  at  BesanS  S  he  ^1^  .If  u'S 
as  a  Latin  and  literature  master.  However  low  may  havTbeln  Z 
stat.on  from  wh.ch  he  springs,  I  am  certain  he  wK  ra.se  h'rJself 

of  those  who  hav'e  a'skVdTr  KT/Lnd?  ^h^rL'^eTne'  "uS^ 

7.^,  thL^.^"Ty  Tut^wJu^d^  at;;?nTn  ^  ^^""' 

J^r^^e  present,  rlg/me,Tf  rildTmiLi^nd^^rJatS 

Mathiide,  who  knew  that  the  marquis  was  a  man  who  alwavs 
abandoned  h.mself  to   hzs   first   im^pulse.  had    wrufen   elgJt 

"VVhat  am  I  to  do  ? "  said  Julien  to  himself  while  M.  de 
la  Mole  was  readmg  this  letter.     "  Where  is  (first)  my  duty 

r?    h7,rr''l    My  debt  to  him  is  immW     WiSt 
hm  I  should  have  been  a  menial  scoundrel,  and  not  even 

i  S       h'  r ""^'■"J  '"  ^^  ^*^^^  *"^  per'secuted  Vthe 

I  ohm.      He   has   made   me   a   man    of  Vhe    world.      The 

vjbnous  acts  wh.ch  I  now  have  to  do  are  (first)  less  frequent 

I  r^m^  ""T*"-  •  ■^*'*' ''  '""^^  'han  as  if  he  had  given  me 
a  million.      I  am  mdebted  to  him  for  this  cross   and   t^^ 

rrw  S"'  rendered  those  alleged  diplomatic  ::^ices 
»mcn  Jidve  lifted  me  out  of  the  ruck. 

khL'lodd'L'^pL:^^^^       '"^'^"^^'-^  ^-  '^y  -<i-t, 

Juhen  was   sharply  interrupted   by  M.  de   la  Mole's  old 

I  not  dressed""  Tr"'i  7Ta  !.°  •'"'  ^^^  "'  '^"^•^'  ^^^^^^^  or 
not  aressed.       Ihe  valet  added  m  a  low  voice,  as  he  walked 

I  t)y  Julien's  s.de,  '•  He  is  l^eside  himself:  look  out !  " 
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A  clumsy  lapidary,  in  cutting  this  diamond,  deprived 
it  of  some  of  its  moat  brilliant  facets.  In  the  middle 
ages,  nay,  even  under  Richelieu,  the  Frenchman  had 
font  of  will. — Mirahcau. 

JuLiEN  found  the  marquis  furious.  For  perhaps  the  first  tim 
in  his  life  this  nobleman  showed  bad  form.  He  loaded  Julie 
with  all  the  insults  that  came  to  his  lips.  Our  hero  wa 
astonished,  and  his  patience  was  tried,  but  his  gratitud 
remained  unshaken. 

"The  poor  man  now  sees  the  annihilation,  in  a  singi 
minute,  of  all  the  fine  plans  which  he  has  long  cherished  ii 
his  heart.  But  I  owe  it  to  him  to  answer.  My  silence  tend 
to  increase  his  anger."  The  part  of  TartufTe  supplied  th 
answer. 

"  I  am  not  an  angel.  ...  I  served  you  well ;  you  pai( 
me  generously.  ...  I  was  grateful,  but  I  am  twenty 
two.  .  .  .  Only  you  and  that  charming  person  understoo 
my  thoughts  in  this  household." 

"Monster,  "exclaimed  the  marquis.  "Charming!  Charming 
to  be  sure  !  The  day  when  you  found  her  charming  you  ough 
to  have  fled." 

"  I  tried  to.  It  was  then  that  I  asked  permission  to  lean 
for  Languedoc." 

Tired  of  stampeding  about  and  overcome  by  his  grief,  the 
marquis  threw  himself  into  an  arm-chair.  Julien  heard  him 
whispering  to  himself,  "  No,  no,  he  is  not  a  wicked  man." 

"No,  I  am  not,  towards  you,"  exclaimed  Julien,  falling  on 
his  knees.  But  he  felt  extremely  ashamed  of  this  manifesU' 
tion,  and  very  quickly  got  up  again. 
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The  marquis  was  really  transported.  When  he  saw  this 
movement,  he  began  again  to  load  him  with  abominable 
insults,  which  were  worthy  of  the  driver  of  a  fiacre  The 
"".M.7u°  ,*^'^  °^^^'  ^'^""P^  ^cted  as  a  distraction. 

Sorel  ?    Wlwt !  is  my  daughter  not  to  be  a  duchess  ?  "     Each 
time  that  these  two  ideas  presented  themselves  in  all  their 
clearness  M    de  la  Mole  was  a  prey  to  torture,  and  lost  Tl 
power  over  the  movements  of  his  mind. 

Julien  was  afraid  of  being  beaten. 

In  his  lucid  intervals,  when  he  was  beginning  to  get 
accustomed  to  h.s  unhappiness,  the  marquis  eddfessed  to 
Juhen  reproaches  which  were  reasonable  enough.  "You 
should  have  fled,  sir,"  he  said  to  him.  "Your  duty  was  to 
flee.    You  are  the  lowest  of  men."  ^ 

Julien  approached  the  table  and  wrote  : 

i^'lndZ  ^T^i""^  '""*  unbearable  for  a  long  time  ;  I  am  putting 

an  end  to  it.      I   request   monsieur  the  marquis   to  acceDt   mv 

polog.es  (together  with  the  expression  of  my  infinite  Si  ude^ 

f™- any  embarrassment  that  may  be  occasioned'by  m;  Sefth  in  h?i 

said^liUfin  ™"/*?r  ^^^^  "r""  '^'''  P^P^^'  ^'-  ^he  marquis," 
said  Juhen.        Kill  me,  or  have  me  killed  by  your  valet      It 

I  "  T  ?''^?^\}"  the  morning.     I  will  go  and  walk  in    the 
I  garden  in  the  direction  of  the  wall  at  the  bottom  " 

"Go  to  the  devil,"  cried  the  marquis,  as  he  went  away. 
I  understand,"  thought  Julien.     "  He  would  not  be  sorry 
If  I  were  to  spare  his  valet  the  trouble  of  killing  me.     .  ^ 

loffcrJ^m  me./ he  likes;    it  is  a  satisfaction  whi^h' I 

IsoHliJhH^fi  l^'""^  ^''"^u""'  P'^vious'y  presented  itself  with 
I  w  much  defimteness  to  his  imagination,  completely  engrossed 

It  th?"f  ^''  :'"  f':  '""^  '''''  ''^'  """"t«  which  he  h^d 
spent  thinking  about  his  danger. 

Jtj°''^^  '"'^'^'u  *""'^^  ^'"^  '"to  a  prudent  man.      '« I 
I  n^d  advice  as  to   how   to   behave   towards   this   infuriated 

Lvtr^tK-     ■     L<  .'*  ^^^°'^  °f  reason;    he  is   capable   of 

nde./'S    u     "'^"'^-  "  '°°  ^"  ''^^y-  besides,  he  w^ld  not 
I  ^.nderstand  the  emotions  of  a  heart  like  the  marquis's  " 
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"  Count  Altamira  ...  am  I  certain  of  eternal  silence 
My  request  for  advice  must  not  be  a  fresh  step  which  w 
raise  still  further  complications.  Alas !  I  have  no  one  left  bi 
the  gloomy  abbe  Pirard.  His  mind  is  crabbed  by  Jansei 
ism.  ...  A  damned  Jesuit  would  know  the  world,  ar 
would  be  more  in  my  line.  M.  Pirard  is  capable  of  beatir 
me  at  the  very  mention  of  my  crime." 

The  genius  of  Tartuffe  came  to  Julien's  help.  "  Well,  I  wi 
go  and  confess  to  him."  This  was  his  final  resolution  aftt 
having  walked  about  in  the  garden  for  two  good  hours.  H 
no  longer  thought  about  being  surprised  by  a  gun  shot.  H 
was  feeling  sleepy. 

Very  early  the  next  day,  Julien  was  several  leagues  awa 
from  Paris  and  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  severe  Jansenis 
He  found  to  his  great  astonishment  that  he  was  not  undul 
surprised  at  his  confidence. 

"  I  ought  perhaps  to  reproach  myself,"  said  the  abbe,  wh 
seemed  more  anxious  than  irritated.  "  I  thought  I  guesse 
that  love.  My  affection  for  you,  my  unhappy  boy,  prevent© 
me  from  warning  the  father." 

"  What  will  he  do  ?  "  said  Julien  keenly. 

At  that  moment  he  loved  the  abbe,  and  would  have  foum 
a  scene  between  them  very  painful. 

"  I  see  three  alternatives,"  continued  Julien. 

"  M.  de  la  Mole  can  have  me  put  to  death,"  and  h( 
mentioned  the  suicide  letter  which  he  had  left  with  tht 
Marquis  ; "  (2)  He  can  get  Count  Norbert  to  challenge  me  tc 
a  duel,  and  shoot  at  me  point  blank." 

"  You  would  accept  ?  "  said  the  abbe  furiously  as  he  got  up 

"  You  do  not  let  me  finish.  I  should  certainly  never  (ire 
upon  my  benefactor's  son.  (3)  He  can  send  me  away.  If  he 
says  go  to  Edinburgh  or  New  York,  I  will  obey  him.  They 
can  then  conceal  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's  condition,  but  I 
will  never  allow  them  to  suppress  my  son." 

••  Have  no  doubt  about  it,  that  will  be  the  first  thought  of 
that  depraved  man." 

At  Paris,  Mathilde  was  in  despair.  She  had  seen  her  father 
about  seven  o'clock.  He  had  shown  her  Julien's  letter.  She 
feared  that  he  might  have  considered  it  noble  to  put  an  end 
to  his  life ;  "  and  without  my  permission  ?  "  she  said  to  herself 
with  a  pain  due  solely  to  her  anger. 
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"  '^u""  '^■u^J  ''1'*"  ^'^'"  ^^^  ^d  t°  her  father.     '« It  will  be 

you  who  will  be  the  cause  of  his  death Perhaps  vouwiU 

rejo.ce  at  it  but  I  swear  by  his  shades  that  I  shall  a^t  once  Ko 
.nto  mournmg.  and  shall  publicly  appear  as  Maaame  the  w%!^ 
V     '  n'fi  i  '^""^  °".^  ^y  invitations,  you  can  count  on  it 
\ou  wUl  find  me  neither  pusillanimous  nor  cowardly  "       '  '  " 

«  K  J     ?  J^"l-°  ^^"^  P°'"^  °^  "™^^"^^«-     M.  de  la  Mole  was 
flabbergasted  in  his  turn. 

He  began  to  regard  what  had  happened  with  a  certain 
amount  of  ogic.  Mathilde  did  not  appear  at  breakfast  Th" 
marquis  felt  an  immense  weight  off  his  mind,  and  was  oar- 

Ther  J.o?her'  "''"  ''  "°'"'  ''^^  ^^^  ^^^  said  nXg 

r,iul'!n  JtK  ^'^l^"";;.".?  '■'■<?'"  his  horse.  Mathilde  had  him 
called  and  threw  herself , nto  his  arms  almost  beneath  the  very 
eyes  of  her  chambermaid.  Julien  was  not  very  appreciative  of 
th«  transport      He  had  come  away  from  his  long^consukation 

mood.     The  calculation  of  possibilities  had  killed  his  imaein 
at.o„.     Mathilde  told  him,  with  tears  in  her  eyes    tCshe' 
had  read  his  suicide  letter. 

"My  father  may  change  his  mind;  do  me  the  favour  of 
^ving  for  Villequier  this  very  minute.  Mount  your  horse 
again  and  leave  the  hotel  before  they  get  up  from  table.  " 

VVhen  Juhen  s  coldness  and  astonishment  showed  no  sicn  of 
abatement,  she  burst  into  tears.  *' 

"Let  me  manage  our  affairs,"  she  exclaimed  ecstatically  as 
she  clasped  him  ,n  her  arms.  "  You  know,  dear,  it  i  not'  of 
my  own  free  will  that  I  separate  from  ^u.  Write  under 
cover  to  my  maid.  Address  it  in  a  strange  hand-writing  I 
till  write  volumes  to  you.     Adieu,  flee." 

This  last  word  wounded  Julien,  but  he  none  the  less  obeyed 

"It  will  be  fatal,"  he  thought   "if,  in  their  most  gr  ,S 

'5^fJ.«jLe|L.ari5!2£rats  manage  to  shock  me." 

She  tS  ™y^PPO««d   all   her  father's   prudent   plans 

h      ?h^  "   .  ^P^"  "«go»'*tions  on  any  other  basis  except 

h«.   She  was  to  be  Madame  Sorel,  and  was  either  to  live  with 

h^ rusband  ,n  poverty  in  Switzerland,  or  with  her  father  In 

fans     She  rejected  absolutely  the  suggestion  of  a  secret  ac- 

!  ^uchement.     «'  In  that  case  I  should  begin  to  be  confronted 

with  a  prospect  of  calumny  and  dishonour.     I  shall  go  travel- 
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ling  with  my  husband  two  months  after  the  marriage,  and  it 
will  be  easy  to  pretend  that  my  son  was  born  at  a  proper 

time."  ,      .  , 

This  firmness  though  at  first  received  with  violent  fits  of 

anger,  eventually  made  the  marquis  hesitate. 

"  Here,"  he  said  to  his  daughter  in  a  moment  of  emotion, 

"  is  a  gift  of  ten  thousand  francs  a  year.     Send  it  to  yout 

Julien,  and  let  him  quickly  make  it  impossible  for  me  to 

retract  it." 

In  order  to  obey  Mathilde,  whose  imperious  temper  he 
well  knew,  Julien  had  travelled  forty  useless  leagues ;  he  was 
superintending  the  accounts  of  the  farmers  at  Villequier 
This  act  of  benevolence  on  the  part  of  the  marquis  oc 
casioned  his  return.  He  went  and  asked  asylum  of  the  abbt 
Pirard,  who  had  become  Mathilde's  most  useful  ally  during 
his  absence.  Every  time  that  he  was  questioned  by  thf 
marquis,  he  would  prove  to  him  that  any  other  course  excep 
public  marriage  would  be  a  crime  in  the  eyes  of  God. 

"  And.liaEP.ily,"  added  the  abbe,. '•.Wftri.dly  wisdom  is  in  thi! 
instance  in  agreement  with  religion.  Could  one.m  view  o 
MOTe."  de  la  MoTeV  passionate  character,  rely  foY&  rowute  oi 
her  keeping  any  secret  which  she  did  not. hjgrseU".. wish  t( 
preserve  ?  If  one  does  not  reconcile  oneself  to  the  frankness  o 
a  public  marriage,  society  will  concern  itself  much  longer  witl 
this  strange  mesalliance.  Everything  must  be  said  all  at  onr 
without  either  the  appearance  or  the  reality  of  the  slghtes 
mystery." 

"  It  is  true,"  said  the  marquis  pensively. 
Two  or  three  friends  of  M.  de  la  Mole  were  of  the  sam 
opinion  as  the  abbe  Pirard.  The  great  obstacle  in  their  \\t 
was  Mathilde's  decided  character.  But  in  spite  of  all  thes 
fine  arguments  the  marquis's  soul  could  not  reconcile  itself  t 
giving  up  all  hopes  of  a  coronet  for  his  daughter. 

He  ransacked  his  memory  and  his  imagination  for  all  tli 
variations  of  knavery  and  duplicity  which  had  been  feasible  i 
his  youth.  Yielding  to  necessity  and  having  fear  of  the  la' 
seemed  absurd  and  humiliating  for  a  man  in  his  position.  H 
was  paying  dearly  now  for  the  luxury  of  those  enchantin 
dreams  concerning  the  future  of  his  cherished  daughter : 
which  he  had  indulged  for  the  last  ten  years. 

"  Who  could  have  anticipated  it  ?  "  he  said  to  himself.    " 
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girl  of  so  proud  a  character,  of  so  lofty  a  disposition,  who  is 
even  prouder  than  I  am  of  the  name  she  bears  ?  A  girl  whose 
hand  has  already  been  asked  for  by  all  the  cream  of  the  nobility 
of  France.  ■' 

"  We  must  give  up  all  faith  in  prudence.     This  age  is  made 
to  confound  everything.      We  are  marching  towards  chaos." 


CHAPTER  LXIV 


A    MAN   OF    INTELLECT 

The  prefect  said  to  himself  as  he  rode  along  the  high- 
way on  horseback,  "  why  should  1  not  be  a  minister,  a 
president  of  the  council,  a  duke  ?  This  is  how  I  should 
make  war  ...  By  these  means  I  should  have  all 
the  reformers  put  in  irons." — Tie  Glohr. 

No  argument  will  succeed  in  destroying  the  paramount  ir 
fluence  of  ten  years  of  agreeable  dreaming.  The  niarqu; 
thought  it  illogical  to  be  angry,  but  could  not  bring  himself  t 
forgive.  "  If  only  this  Julien  could  die  by  accident,"  \ 
sometimes  said  to  himself.  It  was  in  this  way  that  his  di 
pressed  imagination  found  a  certain  relief  in  running  after  ll; 
most  abrurd  chimaeras.  They  paralysed  the  influence  of  th 
wise  arguments  of  the  abbe  Pirard.  A  month  went  by  in  th 
way  without  negotiations  advancing  one  single  stage. 

The  marquis  had  in  this  family  matter,  just  as  he  had  i 
politics,  brilliant  ideas  over  which  he  would  be  enthusia<-t:c  f( 
two  or  three  days.  And  then  a  line  of  tactics  would  fail  i 
please  hir.i  because  it  was  based  on  sound  arguments,  whi 
arguments  only  found  favour  in  his  eyes  in  so  far  as  they  we 
based  on  his  favourite  plan.  He  would  work  for  three  da; 
with  all  the  ardour  and  enthusiasm  of  a  poet  on  bringir 
matters  to  a  certain  stage  ;  on  the  following  day  he  would  m 
give  it  a  thought. 

Julien  was  at  first  disconcerted  by  the  slowness  of  tt 
marquis  ;  but,  after  some  weeks,  he  began  to  surmise  that  > 
de  La  Mole  had  no  definite  plan  with  regard  to  this  mattt 
Madame  de  U  Mole  and  the  whole  household  believed  th 
Julien  was  travelling  in  the  provinces  in  connection  with  ti 
administration  of  the  estates  ;  he  was  in  hiding  in  the  parsonai 
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of  the  abb^  Pirard  and  saw  Mathilde  every  day ;  every  mornine 
she  would  spend  an  hour  with  her  father,  hut  they  would 
sometimes  go  for  weeks  on  end  without  talkii-  of  the  matter 
which  engrossed  all  their  thoughts. 

'•I  don't  want  to  know  where  the  man  is,"  said  the  marquis 
to  her  one  day.     "  Send  him  this  letter."     Mathilde  read  : 

"The  Languedoc  estates  bring  in  20,600  francs.  I  give 
10,600  francs  to  my  daughter,  and  10,000  francs  to  M.  Julien 
borel.  It  IS  understood  that  I  give  the  actual  estates.  Tell 
the  notary  to  draw  up  two  separate  deeds  of  gift,  and  to  brine 
them  to  me  to-morrow,  after  this  there  are  to  be  no  more 
re  ations  between  us.  Ah,  Monsieur,  could  I  have  expected 
all  this  ?    1  he  marquis  de  La  Mole." 

"  I  thank  you  very  much,"  said  Mathilde  gaily.  "  We  will 
go  and  settle  in  the  chateau  d'Aiguillon,  between  Agen  and 
Marmande.  The  country  is  said  to  be  as  beauti<^l  as 
Italy. 

This  gift  was  an  extreme  surprise  to  Julien.     He  was  no 
longer  the  cold,  severe   man  whom  we  have  hitherto  known 
His  thoughts  were  engrossed  in  advance  by  his  son's  destiny 
1  his  unexpected  fortune,   substantial  as  it  was  for  a  man  as 
poor  as  himself,  made   him  ambitious.     He   pictured  a  time 
when  both   his  wife  and  himself  would  have   an  income  of 
36,000   francs.     As  for  Mathilde,  all  her  emotions  were  con- 
centrated on  her  adoration  for  her  husband,  for  that  was  the 
name  by  which  her  pride  insisted  on  calling  Julien.     Her  one 
great  ambition  was  to  secure  the  recognition  of  her  marriage 
bhe  passed  her  time  in  exaggerating  to  herself  the  consummate 
prudence  which  she  had  manifested  in  linking  her  fate  to  that 
of  a  superior  man.     The  idea   of  personal    merit   became  a 
positive  craze  with  her. 

Julien's  almost  continuous  absence,  coupled  with  the 
complications  of  business  matters  and  the  little  time  available 
in  which  to  talk  love,  completed  the  good  effect  produced  by 
the  wise  tactics  which  Julien  had  previously  discovered. 

Mathilde  finished  by  losing  patience  at  seeing  so  little  of  the 
man  whom  she  had  come  really  to  love. 

In  a  moment  of  irritation  she  wrote  to  her  father  and  com- 
menced her  letter  like  Othello  : 

';  My  very  choice  is  sufficient  proof  that  I  have  preferred 
juiien   to  all    the   advantages  which   society  offered   to   the 
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daughter  of  the  maiquis  de  la  Mole.  Such  pleasures,  basi 
as  they  are  on  prestige  and  petty  vanity  mean  nothing  to  ti 
It  is  now  nearly  six  weeks  since  I  have  lived  separated  frc 
my  husband.  That  is  suflficient  to  manifest  my  respect  I 
yourself.  Before  next  Thtirsday  I  shall  leave  the  paterr 
house.  Your  acts  of  kindness  have  enriched  us.  No  o 
knows  my  secret  except  the  venerable  abbe  Pirard.  I  shall 
to  him  :  he  will  marry  us,  and  an  hour  after  the  ceremony 
shall  be  on  the  road  to  Languedoc,  and  we  will  never  appe 
again  in  Paris  except  by  your  instructions.  But  what  cuts  i 
to  the  quick  is  that  all  this  will  provide  the  subject  matter  I 
piquant  ancedotes  against  me  and  against  yourself.  May  r 
the  epigrams  of  a  foolish  public  compel  our  excellent  Norb 
to  pick  a  quarrel  with  Juhen,  under  such  circumstances  I  kn( 
I  should  have  no  control  over  him.  We  should  discover 
his  soul  the  mark  of  the  rebel  plebian.  Oh  father,  I  entrf 
you  on  my  knees,  come  and  be  present  at  my  marriage  in  ] 
Pirard's  church  next  Thursday.  It  will  blunt  the  sting 
malignant  scandal  and  will  guarantee  the  life's  happiness  of  yc 
only  daughter,  and  of  that  of  my  husband,  etc.,  etc." 

This  letter  threw  the  marquis's  soul  into  a  strange  e 
barrassment.  He  must  at  last  take  a  definite  line.  All  I 
little  habits :  all  his  vulgar  friends  had  lost  their  influence. 

In  these  strange  circumstances  the  great  lines  of  1 
character,  which  had  been  formed  by  the  events  of  his  you 
reassumed  all  their  original  force.  The  misfortunes  of  t 
emigration  had  made  him  into  an  imaginative  man.  Af 
having  enjoyed  for  two  years  an  immense  fortune  and  all  t 
distinctions  of  the  court,  1790  had  flung  him  into  the  aw 
miseries  of  the  emigration.  This  hard  schooling  had  chang 
the  character  of  a  spirit  of  twenty-two.  In_  essenjce,  he  w 
not  so  much  dominated  by  his  present  riches_as-£nsajnpe^ 
their  midst.  FuT  tKat  "very'lma^ifiaUbjajfEidi  iiad-presp^^^ 
his'sdul  from  the  taint  of  ayarice,  bad  made.  bim.a.jfictim. 
a  mad  passion  for  seeing  his  daughter  decotated . by  a.fi 
tiUct. 

""During  the  six  weeks  which  had  just  elapsed,  the  marqi 
had  felt  a.  times  impelled  by  a  caprice  for  making  Julien  rii 
He  considered  poverty  mean,  humiliating  for  himself,  M 
la  Mole,  and  impossible  in  his  daughter's  husband ;  he  * 
ready  to  lavish   money.      On  the  next  day   his  imaginati 
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wou  d  go  off  on  another  tack,  and  he  would  think  that  JuHen 
would  read  between  the  lines  of  this  financial  generosity, 
change  his  name,  exile  himself  to  America,  and  write  to 
Mathilde  that  he  was  dead  for  her.  M.  de  la  Mole  imagined 
this  letter  written,  and  went  so  far  as  to  follow  its  effect  on  his 
daughter's  character. 

The  day  when  he  was  awakened  from  these  highly  youthful 
dreams  by  Mathilde's  actual  letter  after  he  had  been  thinking 
for  along  time  of  killing  Julien  or  securing  his  disappearance 
he  was  dreaming  of  building  up  a  brilliant  position  for  him. 
He  would  make  him  take  the  name  of  one  of  his  estates,  and 
why  should  he  not  make  him  inherit  a  peerage?  His  father- 
in-law,  M.  the  duke  de  Chaulnes,  had,  since  the  death  of  his 
own  son  m  Spain,  frequently  spoken  to  him  about  his  desire  to 
transmit  his  title  to  Norbert.     . 

"  ^"?  cannot  help  owning  that  Julien  has  a  singular  aptitude 
for  affairs,  had  boldness,  and  is  possibly  even  brilliant,"  said 
the  marquis  to  himself  .  .  .  "  but  I  detect  at  the  root  of 
his  character  a  certain  element  which  alarms  me.  He  pro- 
duces the  same  impression  upon  everyone,  consequently  there 
must  be  something  real  in  it,"  and  the  more  difficult  this  reality 
was  to  seize  hold  of,  the  more  it  alarmed  the  imaginative  mini 
of  the  old  marquis. 

"  My  daughter  expressed  the  same  point  very  neatly  the 
other  day  (m  a  suppressed  letter). 

"Julien  has  nmjqmed  any  salon  or  any  coterie.  He  has 
nothmg  to  support  himself  against  me,  and  has  absolutely  no 
resource  if  I  abandon  him.  Now  is  that  ignorance  of  the 
actual  state  of  society?  I  have  said  to  him  two  or  three 
trmra,^  The  only  real  and  profitable  candidature  is  the 
candidatjure-flf  the.saloB«, -- 

7^0,  he  has  not  the  adroit,  cunning  genius  of  an  attorney 
Who  never  loses  a  minute  or  an  opportunity.  He  is  very  far 
Irom  being  a  character  like  Louis  XL  On  the  other  hand,  I 
seen  him  quote  the  most  ungenerous  maxims  .  .  .  it  is 
beyond  me.  Can  it  be  that  he  simply  repeats  these  maxims 
in  order  to  use  them  as  a  dam  against  his  passions  ? 

However,  one  thing  comes  to  the  surface  ;  he  cannot  bear 
contempt,  that's  my  hold  on  him. 

"He has  not,  it  is  true,  the  religious  reverence  for  high  birth. 
Hedoes  not  instinctively  respect  us.     .     .     .     That  is  wrong; 
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but  after  all,  the  only  things  which  are  supposed  to  make  thi 
soul  of  a  seminary  student  impatient  are  lack  of  enjoymen 
and  lack  of  money.  He  is  quite  different,  and  cannot  stan( 
contempt  at  any  price." 

Pressed  as  he  was  by  his  daughter's  letter,  M.  de  la  Mol( 
realised  the  necessity  for  making  up  his  mind.  "  After  all 
the  great  question  is  this  : — Did  Julien's  audacity  go  to  th( 
point  of  setting  out  to  make  advances  to  my  daughter  becaus( 
he  knows  I  love  her  more  than  anything  else  in  the  world 
and  because  I  have  an  income  of  a  hundred  thousanc 
crowns  ?  " 

Mathilde  protests  to  the  contrary.  ..."  No,  monsieu 
Julien,  that  is  a  point  on  which  I  am  not  going  to  be  unde; 
any  illusion. 

"  Is  it  really  a  case  of  spontaneous  and  authentic  love  ?  oi 
is  it  just  a  vulgar  desire  to  raise  himself  to  a  fine  position: 
Mathilde  is  far-seeing  ;  she  appreciated  from  the  first  that  thii 
suspicion  might  ruin  him  with  me — hence  that  confession  oi 
hers.     It  was  she  who  took  upon  herself  to  love  him  the  first 

"  The  idea  of  a  girl  of  so  proud  a  character  so  far  forgetting 
herself  as  to  make  physical  advances  !  To  think  of  pressing 
his  arm  in  the  garden  in  the  evening  !  How  horrible !  Ai 
though  there  were  not  a  hundred  other  less  unseemly  ways  ol 
notifying  him  that  he  was  the  object  of  her  favour. 

"  Qui  s'excuse  s'accuse ;  I  distrust  Mathilde."  The 
marquis's  reasoning  was  more  conclusive  to-day  than  it  was 
usually.  Nevertheless,  force  of  habit  prevailed,  and  he  re 
solved  to  gain  time  by  writing  to  his  daughter,  for  a  corres 
pondence  was  being  carried  on  between  one  wing  of  the  hotel 
and  the  other.  M.  de  la  Mole  did  not  dare  to  discuss 
matters  with  Mathilde  and  to  see  her  face  to  face.  He  was 
frightened  of  clinching  the  whole  matter  by  yielding  suddenly. 

"  Mind  you  commit  no  new  acts  of  madness  ;  here  is  a  commission 
of  lieutenant  of  Hussars  for  M.  the  chevalier,  Julien  Sorel  de  la 
Vernaye.  You  see  what  I  am  doing  for  him.  Do  not  irritate 
me.  Do  not  question  me.  Let  him  leave  within  twenty-four 
hours  and  present  himself  at  Strasbourg  where  his  regiment  is. 
Here  is  an  order  on  my  banker.     Obey  me." 


Mathiide's  lovr  and  joy  were  unlimited.      She  wished 
profit  by  her  victory  and  immediately  replied : 


to 
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"If  M  de  I.-i  Vernaye  knew  all  that  you  are  good  enough  to  do 
or  hini,  he  would  be  overwhelmed  with  gratitude  and  be  at  your 
feet.  But,  amidst  all  this  generosity,  my  father  has  forgotten  me  • 
your  daughters  honour  is  in  peril.  An  indiscretion  may  produce 
an  everlastmg  blot  which  an  income  of  twenty  thousand  crowns 
could  not  put  right.  I  will  only  send  the  commission  to  M.  de  la 
\ernaye  if  you  give  me  your  word  that  my  marriage  will  be  publicly 
celebrated  at  Villequier  in  the  course  of  next  month.  Shortly  after 
that  period,  which  1  entreat  you  not  to  prolong,  your  daughter  will 
only  be  able  to  appear  m  public  under  the  name  of  Madame  de  la 

h'/nT;  .f  Q°'''     ^^^"'^  y^'.V'  '''=''"■  P^P^'  '■"'■  ''^^'"K  saved  me  from 
the  name  of  Sorel,  etc.,  etc. 

The  reply  was  unexpected  : 

"Obey  or  I  retract  everything.     Tremble,  you  imprudent  young 

g:rl.     I  do  not  vet  know  what  your  Julien  is,  and  you  yourself 

now  less  than  I      Let  him  leave  for  Strasbourg,  and  tr/ to  act 

S^V'  "°'^  ^  '°"'  *'*"■*'  °^  my^'wishes  within  a 

Mathilde  was  astonished  by  this  firm  answer.  /  c/o  not 
know/uhen.  These  words  threw  her  into  a  reverie  which 
soon  finished  in  the  most  fascinating  suppositions ;  but  she 
oeheved  m  their  truth.  My  Julien's  intellect  is  not  clothed 
m  the  petty  mean  uniform  of  the  salons,  and  my  father 
retuses  to  believe  in  his  superiority  by  reason  of  the  very  fact 
which  proves  it.  ' 

All  the  same,  if  I  do  not  obey  this  whim  of  his,  I  see  the 
possibility  of  a  public  scene;  a  scandal  would  lower  my 
position  in  society,  and  might  render  me  less  fascinating  in 
lulienseyes.  After  the  scandal  .  .  .  ten  years  of  poverty : 
and  the  only  thing  which  can  prevent  marrying  for  merit 
^ecommg  ridiculous  is  the  most  brilliant  wealth.  If  I  live 
tar  away  from  my  father,  he  is  old  and  may  forget  me 
Norbert  will  marry  some  clever,  charming  woman  ;  old  Louis 
•uv   was  seduced  by  the  duchess  of  Burgundy. 

She  decided  to  obey,  but  refrained  from  communicating  her 
athers  letter  to  Julien.  It  might  perhaps  have  been  that 
lerocious  character  driven  to  some  act  of  madness. 

lulien's  joy  was  unlimited  when  she  informed  him  in  the 
^^ tuning  that  he  was  a  lieutenant  of  Hussars.  Its  extent 
tan  be  imagined  from  the  fact  that  this  had  constituted  the 
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arnbitioii_oL..hk- wfaote  Itfe,  and  also  from  the  passion  whi 
he  now  had  for  his  son.  The_changfi-.Qf.  name  struck  hi 
with  astonishment. 

"After  all,"  he  thought,  "  I  have  got  to  the  end  of  r 
romance,  and  I  deserve  all  the  credit.    I  have  managed  to  w 
th6  love   of  that  monster  of  pride,"  he  added,  looking 
Mathitde  ;  "  her  father  cannot  live  without  her,  nor  she  witho 
me."  


CHAPTER   LXV 


A    STORM 

My  GckI,  give  me  mediocrity.— Afiraieau. 

His  mind  was  engrossed;  he  only  half  answered  the  eager 
tenderness  that  she  showed  to  him.  He  remained  gloomy  and 
taciturn.  He  had  never  seemed  so  great  and  so  adorable  in 
Mathilde's  eyes.  She  was  apprehensive  of  some  subtle  twist 
of  his  pride  which  would  spoil  the  whole  situation. 

She  saw  the  abbe  Pirard  come  to  the  hotel  nearly  every 
morning.  Might  not  Julien  have  divined  something  of  her 
father's  intentions  through  him?  Might  not  the  marquis 
himself  have  written  to  him  in  a  momentary  caprice.  What 
was  the  explanation  of  Julien's  stern  manner  following  on  so 
great  a  happiness  ?     She  did  not  dare  to  question. 

She  did  not  //arc— sh*-— Mathilde  !  From  that  moment 
her  feelings  for  Julien  .:onta  ned  a  certain  vague  and  un- 
expected element  wh  u  wa-  most  panic.  This  arid  soul 
experienced  all  the  passion  ,      sible  in  an  individual  who  has 


been  brought  up  amid  that 
so  much  admires. 

Early  on  the  following  da 
abbe  Pirard.  Some  post-hor 
with  a  dilapidated  chaise  w 
bouring  station. 

"  A  vehicle  like  that  is  out  oi 
to  him  morosely.     "  Here  are 
M.  de  la  Mcle  makes  you  a  t, 
spending  them  within  a  year,  but  , 
to  try  to  look  as  little  ridiculr 


essive  civilisation  which  Paris 

n  wa    at  the  house  of  the 

arriving  in  the  courtyard 

been  hired  at  a  neigh- 


regarded  flinging  away  so  substantia 
as  simply  an  opportunity  for  sin). 


ishion,"  said  the  stern  abbe 

•ity  thousand  francs  which 

of.      He  insists  on  your 

he  same  time  wants  you 

•".ssi."       '     (  riie  priest 


1  a  young  man 
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"  The  marquis  adds  this  :  '  M.  Julien  de  la  Vernayc  w 
have  received  this  money  from  his  father,  whom  it  is  needle 
to  call  by  any  other  name.  M.  de  la  Vernaye  will  perha 
think  it  proper  to  give  a  present  to  M.  Sorel,  a  carpenter 

Verrieres,  who  cared  for  him  in  his  chilahood ' 

can  undertake  that  commission,"  added  the  abbe.     "I  ha 
at  last  prevailed  upon  M.  de  la  Mole  to  come  to  a  settleme 
with  that  Jesuit,  the  abbe  de  Frilair.      His  influence  is  u 
questionably  too  much  for  us.     The  complete  recognition 
your  high  birth  on  the  part  of  this  man,  who  is  in  fact  tl 

governor  of  B will  be  one  of  the  unwritten  terms  of  tl 

arrangement."    Julien  could  no  longer  control  his  ecstasy.    Y 
embraced  the  abbe.     He  saw  himself  recognised. 

"  For  shame,"  said  M.  Pirard,  pushing  him  away.  "  Wh 
is  the  meaning  of  this  worldly  vanity  ?  As  for  Sorel  and  h 
sons,  I  will  offer  them  in  my  own  name  a  yearly  allowance  ^ 
five  hundred  francs,  which  will  be  paid  to  each  of  them  ; 
long  as  I  am  satisfied  with  them." 

Julien  was  already  cold  and  haughty.  He  expressed  h 
thanks,  but  in  the  vaguest  terms  which  bound  him  to  nothiti] 
"  Could  it  be  possible,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  that  I  am  tli 
natural  son  of  some  great  nobleman  who  was  exiled  to  01 
mountains  by  the  terrible  Napoleon  ? "      This  idea  seeme 

less  and  less  improbable  every  minute »'  My  hatre 

of  my  father  would  be  a  proof  of  this In  th: 

case,  I  should  not  be  an  unnatural  monster  after  all." 

A  few  days  after  this  soliloquy  the  Fifteenth  Regiment  ( 
Hussars,  which  was  one  of  the  most  brilliant  in  the  army,  W3 
being  reviewed  on  the  parade  ground  of  Strasbourg.  M.  th 
chevalier  de  La  Vernaye  sat  the  finest  horse  in  Alsace,  whic 
had  cost  him  six  thousand  francs.  He  was  received  as 
lieutenant,  though  he  had  never  been  sub-lieutenant  except  01 
the  rolls  of  a  regiment  of  which  he  had  never  heard. 

His  impassive  manner,  his  stern  and  almost  malicious  eyes 
his  pallor,  and  his  invariable  self-possession,  founded  hi 
reputation  from  the  very  first  day.  Shortly  afterwards  hi 
perfect  and  calculated  politeness,  and  his  skill  at  shooting  am 
fencing,  of  which,  though  without  any  undue  ostentation,  hi 
made  his  comrades  aware,  did  away  with  all  idea  of  makins 
fun  of  him  openly.  After  hesitating  for  five  or  six  days,  thi 
public  opinion  of  the  regiment  declared  itself  in  his  favour 
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"This  young  man   has  everything,"  said   the   facetious  old 
officers,  "  except  youth." 

Julien  wrote  from  Strasbourg  to  the  old  cure  of  Verrieres, 
M.  Chelan,  who  was  now  verging  on  extreme  old  age 

"You  will  have  learnt,  with  a  joy  of  which  I  have  no 
doubt,  of  the  events  which  have  induced  my  family  to  enrich 
me.  Here  are  five  hundred  francs  which  I  request  you  to 
distribute  quietly,  and  without  any  mention  of  my  name 
among  those  unfortunate  ones  who  are  now  poor  as  I  myself 
was  once,  and  whom  you  will  doubtless  help  au  y,  -i  once 
helped  me."  ' 

Julien  was  intoxicated  with  ambition,  and  not  with  vanity 
He  nevertheless  devoted  a  great  part  of  his  time  to  attending 
to  his  external  appearance.  His  horses,  his  uniform,  his  order- 
hes  hvenes,  were  all  kept  with  a  correctness  which  would  have 
done  credit  to  the  punctiliousness  of  a  great  English  nobleman. 
He  had  scarcely  been  made  a  lieutenant  as  a  matter  of  favour 
(and  that  only  two  days  ago)  than  he  began  to  calculate  that 
if  he  was  to  become  commander-in-chief  at  thirty,  like  all  the 
great  generals,  then  he  must  be  more  than  a  'lieutenant  at 
twenty-three  at  the  latest.  He  thought  about  nothing  except 
fame  and  his  son.  ^ 

It  was  in  the  midst  of  the  ecstasies  of  the  most  reinless 
ambition  that  he  was  surprised  by  the  arrival  of  a  young  valet 
from  the  hotel  de  la  Mole,  who  had  come  with  a  letter 

"All  is  lost,"  wrote  Mathilde  to  him:  "Rush  here  as 
quickly  as  possible,  sacrifice  everything,  desert  if  necessary 
As  soon  as  you  have  arrived,  wait  for  me  in  a  fiacre  near  the 

little  garden  door,  near  No of  the  street .  I  will 

come  and  speak  to  you  :  I  shall  perhaps  be  able  to  introduce 
you  into  the  garden.  All  is  lost,  and  I  am  afraid  there  is 
no  way  out ;  count  on  me ;  you  will  find  me  staunch  and  firm 
m  adversity.     1  love  you." 

A  few  minutes  afterwards,  Julien  obtained  a  furlough  from 
the  colonel,  and  left  Strasbourg  at  full  gallop  :  But  the  awful 
anxiety  which  devoured  him  did  not  allow  him  to  continue 
this  method  of  travel  beyond  Metz.  He  flung  himself  into  a 
post-chaise,  and  arrived  with  an  almost  incredible  rapidity  at 
"=e  indicated  spot,  near  the  little  garden  door  of  the  hotel  de 
la  Mole.  The  ioor  opened,  and  Mathilde,  oblivious  of  all 
Human  conventions,  rushed  into  his  arms,     fortunately  it  was 
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only  five  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  the  street  was  st: 
deserted. 

"  All  is  lost.  My  father,  fearing  my  tears,  left  Thursds 
night.  Nobody  knows  where  for?  But  here  is  his  lettei 
read  it."     She  climbed  into  the  fiacre  with  Julien. 

'•  I  could  forgive  everything  except  the  plan  of  seducing  yc 
because  you  are  rich.  That,  unhappy  girl,  is  the  awful  trutl 
I  give  you  my  word  of  honour  that  1  vill  never  consent  to 
marriage  with  that  man.  I  will  guarantee  him  an  income  ( 
10,000  francs  if  he  will  live  far  away  beyond  the  Frenc 
frontiers,  or  better  still,  in  America.  Read  the  letter  whic 
I  have  just  received  in  answer  to  the  enquiries  which  I  ha\ 
made.  The  impudent  scoundrel  had  himself  requested  me  t 
write  to  madame  de  Renal.  I  will  never  read  a  single  lin 
you  write  concerning  that  man.  I  feel  a  horror  for  bot 
Paris  and  yourself.  I  urge  you  to  cover  what  is  bound  t 
happen  with  the  utmost  secrecy.  Be  frank,  have  nothin 
more  to  do  with  the  vile  man,  and  you  will  find  again  th 
father  you  have  lost." 

"  Where  is  Madame  de  Renal's  letter  ?  "  said  Julien  coidl] 

"  Here  it  is.  I  did  not  want  to  shew  it  to  you  before  yo 
were  prepared  for  it." 

LETTER 

•'  My  duties  to  the  sacred  cause  of  religion  and  moralit] 
oblige  me,  monsieur,  to  take  the  painful  course  which  I  hav 
just  done  with  regard  to  yourself :  an  infallible  principle  ordei 
me  to  do  harm  to  my  neighbour  at  the  present  moment,  bi 
only  in  order  to  avoid  an  even  greater  scandal.  My  sentimer 
of  duty  must  overcome  the  pain  which  I  experience.  It  i 
only  too  true,  monsieur,  that  the  conduct  of  the  person  abot 
whom  you  ask  me  to  tell  you  the  whole  truth  may  seer 
incredible  or  even  honest.  It  may  possibly  be  considered 
proper  to  hide  or  to  disguise  part  of  the  truth  :  that  would  b 
in  accordance  with  both  prudence  and  religion.  But  ih 
conduct  about  which  you  desire  information  has  been  in  fac 
reprehensible  to  the  last  degree,  and  more  than  I  can  say 
Poor  and  greedy  as  the  nian  is,  it  is  only  by  the  aid  of  th^ 
most  consummate  hypocrisy,  and  by  seducing  a  weak  an( 
unhappy  woman,  that  he  has  endeavoured  to  make  a  caree 
for  himself  and  become  someone  in  the  world.     It  is  part  0 
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my  painful  duty  to  add  that  I  am  obliged  to  believe  that  M 
Juhen  has  no  religious  principles.    I  am  driven  conscientiously 
tothmk  that  one  of  his  methods  of  obtaining  success  in  anv 
household  IS  to  try  to  seduce  the  woman  who  commands  the 
principal  mfluence.     His   onegreat   object,  in   spit^   of  his 

ornovels,  is  to  succeed   in  doin^  what  he  likes  with   the 

r£^^--^-— ^¥^^^^  He  leaves  behind 

"'™i^ap^y?.ess  and.etea»lr«inotB©y  etc.,  etc.,  etc  " 

This  extremely  long  letter,  which  was  almost  blotted  out 
by  tears,  was  certainly  in  madame  de  Renal's  handwriting  •  it 
MS  even  written  with  more  than  ordinary  care  * 

K  aI  ^^""°*.,bJ*"ie  M.  de  la  Mole,"  said  Julien.  "after  he 
had  finished  it.  He  is  just  and  prudent.  What  father  would 
give  his  beloved  daughter  to  such  a  man  ?  Adieu  !  "  Tulien 
jumped  out  of  the  fiacre  and  rushed  to  his  postchaise,  which 
had  stopped  at  the  end  of  the  street.  Mathilde,  whom  he  had 
apparently  forgotten  took  a  few  steps  as  though  to  follow 
him,  but  the  looks  she  received  from  the  tradesmen,  who  were 
coming  out  on  the  thresholds  of  their  shops,  and  who  knew 
tlden        *^''  ^^'    ^°    "'^"'""    P^^^'P'^ately    to    the 

Julien  had  left  for  Verri^res.  During  that  rapid  journey  he 
was  unable  to  write  to  Mathilde  as  he  had  intended.  His 
hand  could  only  form  illegible  characters  on  the  paper 

He  arrived  at  Verrieres  on  a  Sunday  morning.  He  entered 
the  shop  of  the  local  gunsmith,  who  overwhelmed  him  with 
congratulations  on  his  recent  good  fortune.  It  constituted 
the  news  of  the  locality. 

Julien  had  much  difficulty  in  making  him  understand  that 

loading  pistT  °'  ^'^'°'-^-     '''  '''  ^^^""^'  '^^  S--"^> 
The  three  peals  sounded:  it  is  a  well-known  signal  in  the 

villages   of   France,   and   after    the   various   ringings   in    the 

morning  announces  the  immediate  commencement  of  Mass 
Julien  entered  the  new  church  of  Verrieres.     All  the  ioftv 

windows  of  the  building  were  veiled  with   crimson  curtains 

de  Rtnal.  It  seemed  to  h.m  that  she  was  nraving  fervcntlv 
'he  sight  of  the  woman  whom  he  had  loved  so  much  made 
juuens  arm  tremble  so  violenty  that  he  was  at  first  unable  to 
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execute  his  project.     "  I  cannot,"  he  said  to  himself.     "  It 
a  physical  impossibility." 

At  that  moment  the  young  priest,  who  was  officiating  at  ih 
Mass,  rang  the  bell  for  the  elevation  of  the  host.  Madame  c 
Renal  lowered  her  head,  which,  for  a  momer.t  became  entirel 
hidden  by  the  folds  of  her  shawl.  Julien  did  not  see  hi 
features  so  distinctly :  he  aimed  a  pistol  shot  at  her,  and  misse 
her  :  he  aimed  a  second  shot,  she  fell. 


CHAPTER  LXVI 


SAD   DETAILS 

Do  not  expect  any  weakness  on  my  part.  I  have 
avenged  myself.  I  have  deserved  death,  lind  here  I  am. 
Pray  for  my  so\i\.—Schil/er. 

I  JuLiEN  remained  motionless.  He  saw  nothing  more.  When 
he  recovered  himself  a  little  he  noticed  all  the  faithful  rushing 
jrom  the  church.  The  priest  had  left  the  altar.  Julien  started 
fairjy  slowly  to  follow  some  women  who  were  going  away 
with  loud  screams.  A  woman  who  was  trying  to  get  away 
rnore  quickly  than  the  others,  pushed  hifti  roughly.  He  fell 
His  feet  got  entangled  with  a  chair,  knocked  over  by  the 
crowd;  when  he  got  up,  he  felt  his  neck  gripped.  A 
gendarme,  m  full  uniform,  was  arresting  him.  Julien  tried 
mechanically  to  have  recourse  to  his  little  pistol :  but  a  second 
gendarme  pinioned  his  arms. 

He  was  taken  to  the  prison.     They  went  into  a  room  where 
irons  were  put  on  his  hands.     He  was  left  alone.     The  door 
was  doubly  locked  on  him.      All  this  was  done  very  quickly 
and  he  scarcely  appreciated  it  at  all. 

"Yes,  upon    my  word,  all  is  over,"  he   said   aloud  as  he 
recovered  himself.     "  Yes,  the  guillotine  in  a  fortnight     . 
or  killing  myself  here."  '     ' 

His  reasoning  did  not  go  any  further.  His  head  feh  as 
hough  It  had  been  seized  in  some  violent  grip.  He  looked 
round  to  see  if  anyone  was  holding  him.  After  some  moments 
ne  tell  into  a  deep  sleep. 

^  Madame  de  R^nal  was  not  mortally  wounded.  The  first 
_u.et  had  pjcrced  her  hat.  The  second  had  been  fired  as 
She  was  turning  round.      The  bullet  had  struck  her  on  the 

30 


466 


THE  RED  AND  THE  BLACK 


shoulder,  and,  astonishing  to  relate,  had  ricocheted  from 
the  shoulder  bone  (which  it  had,  however,  broken)  against 
gothic    pillar,   from    which    it    had    loosened   an  enormc 
splinter  of  stone. 

When,  after  a  long  and  painful  bandaging,  the  solet 
surgeon  said  to  madame  de  Renal,  "  I  answer  for  your  life 
I  would  for  my  own,"  she  was  profoundly  grieved. 

She  had  been  sincerely  desirous  of  death  for  a  long  tin 
The  letter  which  she  had  written  to  M.  de  la  Mole 
accordance  with  the  injunctions  of  her  present  confessor,  h 
proved  the  final  blow  to  a  creature  already  weakened  by 
only  too  permanent  unhappiness.  This  unhappiness  v 
caused  by  Julien's  absence ;  but  she,  for  her  own  part,  call 
it  remorse.  Her  director,  a  young  ecclesiastic,  who  was  be 
virtuous  and  enthusiastic,  and  had  recently  come  to  Dijc 
made  no  mistake  as  to  its  nature. 

"  Dying  in  this  way,  though  not  by  my  own  hand,  is  vf 
far  from  being  a  sin,"  thought  madame  de  Renal.  "(! 
will  perhaps  forgive  me  for  rejoicing  over  my  death."  S 
did  not  dare  to  add,  *'  and  dying  by  Julien's  hand  puts  t 
last  touch  on  my  happiness." 

She  had  scarcely  been  rid  of  the  presence  of  the  surge 
and  of  all  the  crowd  of  friends  that  had  rushed  to  see  h 
than  she  called  her  maid,  Elisa.  "  The  gaoler,"  she  said 
her  with  a  violent  blush,  "  is  a  cruel  man.  He  will  doublk 
ill-treat  him,  thinking  to  please  me  by  doing  so  .  .  . 
cannot  bear  that  idea.  Could  you  not  go,  as  though  on  yo 
own  account,  and  give  the  gaoler  this  little  packet  whi 
contains  some  louis.  You  will  tell  him  that  religion  forbi 
him  to  treat  him  badly,  above  all,  he  must  not  go  and  spe. 
about  the  sending  of  this  money." 

It  was  this  circumstance,  which  we   have  just  mentione 
that  Julien  had  to  thank  for  the  humanity  of  the  gaoler 
Verricn  s.       It   was  still   the   same   M.    Nolraud,    that  ide 
official,  whom  he  remembered  as  being  so  finely  alarmed  1 
M.  Appert's  presence. 

A  judge  appeared  in  the  prison.  "  I  occasioned  death  i 
picmeditation,"  said  Julien  to  him.  "  I  bought  the  piste 
and  had  them  loaded  at  so-and-so's,  a  gunsmith.  Artie 
1342  of  the  pena!  cole  is  clear.  I  deserve  death,  ^fi 
expect  it."    Astonished  at  this  kind  of  answer,  the  judge  startt 
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to  multiply  his  questions,  with  a  view  of  the   accused  con- 
tradicting himself  m  his  answers. 

"Don't  you  see,"  said  Julien  to  him  with  a  smile,  "that  I 
am  making  myself  out  as  guilty  as  you  can  possibly  desire? 
Go  away,  monsieur,  you  will  not  fail  to  catch  the  quarry  you 
are  pursuing.      You  will  have  the  pleasure  to  condemn  me 
Spare  me  your  presence." 

"I  have  an  irksome  duty  to  perform,"  thought  Julien.     '« I 
must  write  to  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole :— " 

"  I  have  avenged  myself,"  he  said  to  her.      "  Unfortunatelv  mv 
name  w,ll  appear  in  the  papers,  and  I  shall  not  be  able  to  esca^I 
from  the  world  mcogn.to.      I  shall  die  in  two  months'  time   X 
revenge  was  ghastly,  like  the  pain  of  being  separated  from  voZ 
Lr  '^''  '"°'"«"»  J  fo/bid  myself  to  wrife  orpronouncT  S 
name.      Never  speak  of  me  even  to  my  son :  silence  is  t£  oX 
way  of  honounng  me.      To  the  ordinary  commonplace  man    I 
shall  represent  a  common  assassin.      Allow  me  the  luxurv  of  the 
truth  at  this  supreme  moment;  you  will  forget  me      S  Jr^t 
catastrophe  of  which  I  advise  you  not  to  say  a  sLle  word^fJ 
s.ngle  hvmg  person,  will  exhaust,  for  severlf  years  to  come   aS 
that  romantic  and  unduly    adventurous    element   which    I   h,!. 
detected  m  your  character.      You  were  inteSby  natSre  to  liJe 
mong  the  heroes  of  the  middle  ages  ;  exhibit  their  firm  character 
Let  what  has  to  happen  take  place  in  secret  and  ^thouj  vou; 
ctfi!..'''""'P''°'"'"^-    X,°"  ^'"  ^""'"•^  *  f«'^«  name,  and  you^S 
£:5Sea^h"the"yb^PirLryor '"^'^   ""^  ^  ^^"^'^  ^«"p    " 

ow^°c.as°s'4ie  Z  ffi?^hf  &yE"'"'^  "  '''  P*°P'^  °^  ^^^ 

A  year  after  my  death,  marry  M,  de   Croisenois  •   I  rnmmon^ 

you  as  your  husband.      Do  not  write  to  me  tt  all        ,hT     1 

S':-    '"''7^  i"  ""y  ^'«"'  -""ch  ?ess  wSed  tSan  lago      ^m 
gomg  to  say,  hke  h.m  :  '  From  this  time  forth,  I  never  wdf  spear^ 

J^^^A   "*  «"■  I'*  "*if "  '°  ^P*'^'^  °'  w"te  again.      You  will  have 
rece.ved  my  final  words  and  my  final  expressions  of  adora^on 

J.  S." 

It  was   only  after  he  had  despatched   this  letter  and  had 

ecovered  himself  a  little,  that  Julien  felt   for  the  first  time 

« reme  y  unhappy.      Those  momentous  words,  I  shall  dTe! 

meant  the  successive  tearing  out  of  his  heart  of  each  individua 

t?"HrrrVr'V"?'i'"  "^^'^'  ^^^  "°^  horrible  irl'S^^ 
-y?s       Hj=  whole  hfe  had  been  nothing  but  a  long  prepara- 

•  Stendhal's  l«d  spelling  is  here  reproducetl.  ~ 
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tion  for  unhappiness,  and  he  had  made  a  point  of  not  losi 
sight'«f'^aiTrc6n'sTaefHTTii''^are"sT1S^ 

«Comel1it  i,*TigTdirto  Kimseir- -^irTTiarfoTigKra  di 
in  a  couple  of  months,  with  an  expert  duellist,  should  I 
weak  enough  to  think  about  it  incessantly  with  panic  in  i 
soul?" 

He  passed  more  than  an  hour  in  trying  to  analyze  hims 
thoroughly  on  this  score. 

When  he  saw  clear  in  his  own  soul,  and  the  truth  appeat 
before  his  eyes  with  as  much  deiiniteness  as  one  of  the  pill; 
of  his  prison,  he  thought  about  remorse. 

*'  Why  should  I  have  any  ?  I  have  been  atrociously  injure 
I  have  killed — I  deserve  death,  but  that  is  all.  I  die  af 
having  squared  my  account  with  humanity.  I  do  not  lea 
any  obligation  unfulfilled.  I  owe  nothing  to  anybody ;  th( 
is  nothing  shameful  about  my  death,  except  the  instrume 
of  it ;  that  alone,  it  is  true,  is  simply  sufficient  to  disgrace  r 
in  the  eyes  of  the  bourgeois  of  Verri^res;  but  from  the 
tellectual  standpoint,  what  could  be  more  contemptible  th 
they  ?  I  have  one  means  of  winning  their  consideration  ; 
flinging  pieces  of  gold  to  the  people  as  I  go  to  the  scaffol 
If  my  memory  is  linked  with  the  idea  of  gold,  they  will  alwa 
look  upon  it  as  resplendent." 

After  this  chain  of  reasoning,  which  after  a  minuti 
reflection  seemed  to  him  self-evident,  Julien  said  to  himse 
"  I  have  nothing  left  to  do  in  the  world,"  and  fell  into  a  de 
sleep. 

About  9  o'clock  in  the  evening  the  gaoler  woke  him  up 
he  brought  in  his  supper. 

••  What  are  they  saying  in  Verrieres  ?  " 

"  M.  Julien,  the  oath  which  I  took  b-jfore  the  crucifix  in  t! 
•  Royal  Courtyard,'  on  the  day  when  I  was  installed  in  n 
place,  obliges  me  to  silence." 

He  was  silent,  but  remained.  Julien  was  amused  by  tl 
sight  of  this  vulgar  hypocrisy.  I  must  make  him,  he  thougl; 
wait  a  long  time  for  the  five  francs  which  he  wants  to  sell  h 
conscience  for. 

When  the  gaoler  saw  him  finish  his  meal  without  makir 
any  attempt  to  corrupt  him,  he  said  in  a  soft  and  perfidioi 
voice  : 

"  The  affection  which  I  have  for  you,  M.  Julien,  conipe 
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me  to  speak.  Although  they  say  that  it  is  contrary  to  the 
interests  of  justice,  because  it  may  assist  you  in  preparing 
your  defence.  M.  Julien  you  are  a  good  fellow  at  heart, 
and  you  will  be  very  glad  to  learn  that  madame  de  Renal  is 
better. 

"What!  she  is  not  dead?"  exclaimed  Julien,  beside 
himself. 

"  What,  you  know  nothing  ?  »  said  the  gaoler,  with  a  stupid 
air  wnich  soon  turned  into  exultant  cupidity.  "  It  would  be 
very  proper,  monsieur,  for  you  to  give  something  to  the 
surgeon,  who,  so  far  as  law  and  justice  go,  ought  not  to  have 
spoken.  But  in  order  to  please  you,  monsieur,  I  went  to 
him,  and  he  told  me  everything." 

"Anyway,  the  wound  is  not  mortal,"  said  Julien  to  him 
impatiently,  "  you  answer  for  it  on  your  life  ?  " 

The  gaoler,  who  was  a  giant  six  feet  tall,  was  frightened  and 
retired  towards  the  door.  Julien  saw  that  he  was  adopting 
bad  tactics  for  getting  at  the  truth.  He  sat  down  again  and 
flung  a  napoleon  to  M.  Noiraud. 

As    the    man's   story   proved   to   Julien   more   and   more 
conclusively  that  madame  de  Rcnal's  wound  was  not  mortal 
he  felt  himself  overcome  by  tears.      "Leave  me,"    he  said 
brusquely. 

The  gaoler  obeyed.  Scarcely  had  the  door  shut,  than 
ulien  exclaimed:  "Great  God,  she  is  not  dead,"  and  he 
tell  on  his  knees,  shedding  hot  tears. 

In  this  supreme  moment  he  was  a  believer.  What  mattered 
ihe  hypocrisies  of  the  priests  ?  Could  they  abate  one  whit  of 
the  truth  and  sublimity  of  the  idea  of  God  ? 

It  was  only  then  that  Julien  began  to  repent  of  the  crime 

w^^„.''*^.^™'l^•^•  ..-^y  a  comcTdence,  which  prevented 

S-J^^^L'il!?-'?.^'P-H'''  '^  -^'^'  ^'l'>'  ^'  '^^  P^^^^'-'"^  moment 
trerrhe  jahdmon  of  physical  irritation  and  semi-madnessjn 

v»-fieTiacn)tieri  piUngersince']nrd5pafture  Trom  Paris  Jor 
VCTTrereirCilme  to  ap  t^g. 

-~+fis  rcSfsTiad^rgenerous  source.     He  had  no  doubt  about 
the  condemnation  which  awaited  him. 

"So  she  will  live,"  he  said  to  himself.     "She  will  live  to 
"orgive  me  and  love  me." 

.  \i'^7>t^'^  ^^"^  "'^"^  morning  the  gaoler  woke  him  up  and 
sam,      You  must  have  a  famous  spirit,  M.  Julien.     I  have 
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come  in  twice,  but  I  did  not  want  to  wake  you  up.  H( 
are  two  bottles  of  excellent  wine  which  our  cure,  M.  Mask 
has  sent  you." 

"  What,  is  that  scoundrel  still  here  ?  "  said  Julien. 

"  Yes,  monsieur,"  said  the  gaoler,  lowering  his  voice.  "  f 
do  not  talk  so  loud,  it  may  do  you  harm." 

Julien  laughed  heartily. 

"  At  the  stage  I  have  reached,  my  friend,  you  alone  can 
me  harm  in  the  event  of  your  ceasing  to  be  kind  and  tend 
You  will  be  well  paid,"  said  Julien,  changing  his  tone  ai 
reverting    to    his    imperious    manner.       This    manner   w 
immediately  justified  by  the  gift  of  a  piece  of  money. 

M.  Noiraud  related  again,  with  the  greatest  detail,  evei 
thing  he  had  learnt  about  madame  de  Renal,  but  he  did  n 
make  any  mention  of  mademoiselle  Elisa's  visit. 

The  man  was  as  base  and  servile  as  it  was  possible  to  I 
An  idea  crossed  Julien's  mind.  "This  kind  of  niisshap 
giant  cannot  earn  more  than  three  or  four  hundred  fram 
for  his  prison  is  not  at  all  full.  I  can  guarantee  him  ti 
thousand  francs,  if  he  will  escape  with  me  to  Switzerlan 
The  difficulty  will  be  in  persuading  him  of  my  good  faith 
The  idea  of  the  long  conversation  he  would  need  to  ha 
with  so  vile  a  person  filled  Julien  with  disgust.  He  thoug 
of  something  else. 

In  the  evening  the  time  had  passed.  A  postchaise  h: 
come  to  pick  him  up  at  midnight.  He  was  very  pleas( 
with  his  travelling  companions,  the  gendarmes.  When  1 
arrived  at  the  prison  of  Besan9on  in  the  morning  they  we 
kind  enough  to  place  him  in  the  upper  storey  of  a  (ioth 
turret.  He  judged  the  architecture  to  be  of  the  beginmr 
of  the  fourteenth  century.  He  admired  its  fascinating  grai 
and  lightness.  Through  a  narrow  space  between  two  wall 
beyond  the  deep  court,  there  opened  a  superb  vista. 

On  the  following  day  there  was  an  interrogation,  aft( 
which  he  was  left  in  peace  for  several  days.  His  soul  w; 
calm.  He  found  his  affair  a  perfectly  simple  one.  "  I  mear 
to  kill.     I  deserve  to  be  killed." 

His  thoughts  did  not  linger  any  further  over  this  line  c 
reasoning.  As  for  the  sentence,  the  disagreeableness  i 
appearing  in  public,  the  defence,  he  considered  all  this  a 
slight  embarrassments,  irksome  formalities,  which  it  would  b 


SAD  DETAILS 


471 


time  enough  to  consider  on  the  actual  day.  The  actual 
moment  of  death  did  not  seize  hold  of  his  mind  either.  "  I 
will  think  about  it  after  the  sentenc  "  Life  was  no  longer 
boring,  he  was  envisaging  everything  from  a  new  point  of 
view,  he  had  no  longer  any  ambition.  He  rarely  thought 
about  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole.  His  passion  of  remorse 
engrossed  him  a  great  deal«_and  jpften  conjured  up  the  image 
orma^me  ae  Kenai;  particularly  during  the  silence  of  the 
niggi^'WtrichTn'TtrtrTiigh  turret  was  only  disturbed  by  the 
song  of  tTie"P||)VeyI 

'He  thanked  heaven  that  he  had  not  inflicted  a  mortal 
wound.  "Astonishing,"  he  said  to  himself,  "I  thought  that 
she  had  destroyed  my  future  happiness  for  ever  by  her  letter 
to  M.  de  la  Mole,  and  here  am  I,  less  than  a  fortnight  after 
the  date  of  that  letter,  not  giving  a  single  thought  to  all  the 
things  that  engrossed  me  then.  An  income  of  two  or  three 
thousand  francs,  on  which  to  live  quietly  in  a  mountain 
district,  like  Vergy.  .  .  I  was  happy  then.  .  .  I  did 
not  realise  my  happiness." 

At  other  moments  he  would  jump  up  from  his  chair.  "  If 
I  had  mortally  wounded  madame  de  Renal,  I  would  have 
killed  myself.  .  .  I  need  to  feel  certain  of  that  so  as  not 
to  horrify  myself." 

"Kill  myself?  That's  the  great  question,"  he  said  to 
himself.  "  Oh,  those  judges,  those  fiends  of  red  tape,  who 
would  hang  their  best  citizen  in  order  to  win  the  cross.  . 
.^t  any  rate,  I  should  escape  from  their  control  and  from  the 
bad  French  of  their  insults,  which  the  local  paper  will  call 
eloquence." 

"  I  still  have  five  or  six  weeks,  more  or  less  to  live.  .  . 
Kill  myself.  No,  not  for  a  minute,"  he  said  to  himself  after 
some  days,  "  >{apcleon  went  on  living." 

" Besides,  I  miihlifti  [jieasant,  this  place  is  quiet,  I  am  not 
troubled  with  bores,"  he  added  with  a  smile,  and  he  began 
to  make  out  a  list  of  the  books  which  he  wanted  to  order 
from  Paris. 
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The  tomb  of  a  friend. — Sterne. 

He  heard  a  loud  noise  in  the  corridor.  It  was  not  the  tii 
when  the  gaoler  usually  came  up  to  his  prison.  The  ospi 
flew  away  with  a  shriek.  The  door  opened,  and  the  veneral 
cure  Chelan  threw  himself  into  his  arms.  He  was  'rembli 
all  over  and  had  his  stick  in  his  hands. 

"Great  God!  Is  it  possible,  my  child— I  ou^  :  to  s 
monster  ?  " 

The  good  old  man  could  not  add  a  single  word,  lull 
was  afraid  he  would  fall  down.  He  was  obliged  to  lead  hi 
to  a  chair.  '1  he  hand  of  time  lay  heavy  on  this  man  who  h; 
once  been  so  active.  He  seemed  to  Julien  the  mere  shade 
of  his  former  self. 

When  he  had  regained  his  breath,  he  .said,  "  It  was  on 
the  day  before  yesterday  that  I  received  your  letter  fro 
Strasbourg  with  your  five  hundred  francs  for  the  poor 
Verrieres.  They  brought  it  to  me  in  the  mountains  at  Livei 
where  I  am  living  in  retirement  with  my  nephew  Jea 
Yesterday  I  learnt  of  the  catastrophe  ....  Heaven 
is  it  possible  ?  "  And  the  old  man  left  off  weeping.  He  di 
not  seem  to  have  any  ideas  left,  but  added  mechanicall 
"  You  will  have  need  of  your  five  hundred  francs,  I  will  orir 
them  back  to  you." 

"I  need  to  see  you,  my  father,"  exclaimed  Julien,  reall 
touched.     "  I  have  money,  anyway." 

But  he  could  riot  obtain  any  coherent  answer.  From  tini 
to  time,  M.  Chelan  shed  some  tears  which  coursed  siicnil 
down  his  cheeks.  He  then  looked  at  Julien,  and  was  quit 
dazed  when  he  saw  him  kiss  his  hands  and  carry  them  to  hi 
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lips.  That  face  which  had  once  been  so  vivid,  and  which  had 
once  portrayed  with  such  vigour  the  most  noble  emotions  was 
now  sunk  in  a  perpetual  apathy.  A  kind  of  peasant  cane 
soon  to  fetch  the  old  man.  "  You  must  not  fatigue  him."  he 
said  to  Juhen,  who  understood  that  he  was  the  nephew  This 
visit  left  Juhen  plunged  in  a  cruel  unhappiness  which  found 
no  vent  in  tears.  Everything  seemed  to  him  gloomy  and 
disconsolate.     He  felt  his  heart  frozen  in  his  be 

This  moment  was  the  cruellest  which  he  Y 
since  the  crime.  He  had  just  seen  death  an. 
its  ugliness.  All  his  illusipns.  .ahout  greatne 
nobilitx.of_character  had"  been  dissipated  like 
thfijiumcansr  

This  awful  plight  lasted  several  hours.     After 
ing,  physical  remedies  and  champagne  are  nece*; 
would  have  considered  himself  a  coward  to  h.» 

"!T  u'^^tf  ^  ^°°J  '  *'"•"  ^^  exclaimed,  t  «ards  t  ?«*< 
of  the  horrible  day  that  he  had  spent  entirely  in  walk  .-»  - 
and  down  his  narrow  turret.  «« It's  only,  if  I  had  been  g.H^  ♦. 
die  l^e  anybod>  -hat  the  sight  of  tha^  poor  oh     .«,. 

would  have  had  any  to  have  thrown  m     into  this  ,*M 

fit  of  sadness :  but  a  rai.id  death  in  the  fl.  wer.  of     n    ,^e 
simi.y  puts  me  beyond  the  reach  of  such  ,i'     ii  senilit 

In  spite  of  all  his  argumentation,  Juli-       elt  a    '<m 
any  weak-minded  person  would  have  beci     and  coi.s. 
felt  unhappy  as  the  result  of  the  visit.     He  no  lone.  - 
element  of  rugged  greatness,  or  any  Roman  virti 
appeared  to  him  at  a  great  height  and  seemed  n   k 
proposition. 

"This  is  what  I  sha  i  take  for  my  thermometer,"  h 
himself.  "To-night  .  am  ten  degrees  below  the  •  aurace 
requisite  for  guillotine-point  level.  I  had  that  courage  this 
morning.  Anyway,  what  does  it  matter  so  long  as  it  comes 
li,  ,  "'!,l-  *''^  "f^ifssary  moment  ?  "  This  thermometer 
Idea  amused  him  and  finally  managed  to  di.tract  him. 

When  he  woke  up  the  next  day  he  was  ashamed  of  the 
previous  day.  "My  happiness  and  peace  of  mind  are  at 
P  i?®   ^'""^^   '"^'^e   "P  his   mind   to   write   to   the 

io°Z'T  Vf  to  request  that  no  one  should  be  admitted 
w  see  him.  "And  how  about  Fouque,"  he  thought?  "If 
ne  takes  it  upon  himself  to  come  to  Besan^on,  his  grief  will 
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be  immense."     It  had  perhaps  been  two  months  since  he 
given  Fouque  a  thought.     "  I  was  a  great  fool  at  Strasboi 
My  thoughts  did  not  go  beyond   my  coat-collar.     He 
much  engrossed  by  the  memory  of  Fouque,  which  left  1 
more  and  more  touched.     He  walked  nervously  about.     H 
I  am,  clearly  twenty  degrees  below  death  point     .     .     . 
this  weakness  increases,  it  will  be  better  for  me  to  kill  mys 
What  joy  for  the  abbe  Maslon,  and  the  Valenods,  if  I  die 
an  usher." 

Fouque  arrived.      The  good,  simple  man,  was  distracted 
grief.     His  one  idea,  so  far  as  he  had  any  at  all,  was  to 
all   he  possessed  in  order  to   bribe   the   gaoler  and  sec 
Julien's   escape.      He   talked   to   him   at   length   of  M. 
Lavalette's  escape. 

"  You  pain  7'     '  J ulien  said  to  him.     "  M.  de  I^valette 
innocent — I  am     iilty.     Though  you  did  not  mean  to,  ; 
made  me  think  of  the  difference " 

"But  is  it  true?  What?  were  you  going  to  sell  all  ; 
possessed  ? "  said  Julien,  suddenly  becoming  mistrustful  ; 
observant. 

Fouque   was   delighted   at   seeing    his   friend  answoi 
obsessing  idea,  and  detailed  at  length,  and  within  a  hand 
francs,  what  he  would  get  for  each  of  his  properties. 

"  What  a  sublime  effort  for  a  small  country  land-owm 
thought  Julien.  "  He  is  ready  to  sacrifice  for  me  the  fruit; 
all  the  economies,  and  all  the  little  semi-swindling  tricks  wh 
I  used  to  be  ashamed  of  when  I  saw  him  practice  them." 

"  None  of  the  handsome  young^eople  whorn_I^  saw  in 
hotel  de  la  Mole,  and  who  read  Rene,  would  hjive  any  of 
ridiculons  weaknesses :  but,  except  those  who  are  very  yoi 
and  who  have  also  inherited  riches  aiiCJirelgno^^^^      of 
value  of  money,  which  gf  all  those  hapdsPDie  ^flrisjans  wq 
be  capable  of  such  a  sacrifice  ? '' 

AH  FOUtJud*&  mrsfakes  in  French  and  all  his  comn 
gestures  seemed  to  disappear.  He  threw  himself  into 
arms.  Never  have  the  provinces  in  comparison  with  P: 
received  so  fine  a  tribute.  Fouque  was  so  delighted  with  i 
momentary  enthusiasm  which  he  read  in  his  friend's  eyes  tl 
he  took  it  for  consent  to  the  flight. 

This  view  of  the  sublime  recalled  to  Julien  all  the  streni 
that  the  apparition  of  M.  Chelan  had  made  him  lose. 
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was  still  very  young:  but  in  my  view  he  was  a  fine  specimen. 
Instead  of  his  character  passing  from  tenderness  to  cunninc. 
rJlM/.?'!^'''      the  majority  of  men,  age  would  have  giveri 
him  that  kindness  of  heart  which  is  easily  melted 
but  what  avail  these  vain  prophecies. 

The  interrogations  became  more  frequent  in  spite  of  all  the 
efforts  of  Juhen  who  always  endeavoured  by  his  answers  to 
shorten  the  whole  matter. 

''  I  killed,  or  at  anyrate,  I  wished  to  occasion  death,  and  I 
did  so  with  premeditation."  he  would  repeat  every  day.  But 
the  judge  was  a  pedant  above  everything.  Julien's  confessions 
had  no  effect  in  curtailing  the  interrogations.  The  judee's 
conceit  was  wounded.  Julien  did  not  know  that  they  had 
wanted  to  transfer  him  into  an  awful  cell,  and  that  it  was  only, 
thanks  to  Fouque's  efforts,  that  he  was  allowed  to  keep  his 
pretty  room  at  the  top  of  a  hundred  and  eighty  steps 

M.  the  abbe  de  Frilair  was  one  of  the  important  customers 
who  entrusted  Fouque  with  the  purveying  of  their  firewood. 
Ihe  good  tradesman  managed  to  reach  the  all-powerful  grand 
near  M.  de  Frilair  informed  him,  to  his  unspeakable  delight, 
that  he  was  so  touched  by  Julien's  good  qualities,  and  by  the 
senices  which  he  had  formerly  rendered  to  the  seminary,  that 
e  intended  to  recommend  him  to  the  judges.  Kou-iue 
fought  he  saw  a  hope  of  saving  his  friend,  and  as  he  went 
out    bowing  down   to   the  ground,   re.juested   M.  the  grand 

nnifS  f  I!  ^'^  ^  'T  ""^  '""  '°"*'  '"  '"'-'^^^'^  ^"  ^■"^•■^•^t  the 
acquittal  of  the  accused. 

Fouque  was  making  a  strange  mistake.  M.  de  Frilair  was 
very  far  from  being  a  Valenod.  He  refused,  and  even  tried  to 
make  the  good  peasant  understand  that  he  would  do  better  to 
keep  his  money.  Seeing  that  it  was  impossible  to  be  clear 
Mthout  being  indiscreet,  he  advised  him  to  give  that  sum  as 

:Z  H    .-.  ?  "'r  ""^  ^he  poor  prisoners,  who,  in  point  of  fact, 
'fere  dr  titute  of  everything. 

,u7l     li*''?  '-^  ''^.S'"g"lar  person,  his  action  is  unintelligible," 

11   -n       -J^.  ^"'^''■'  "^"'^  ^  ""ght  to  find  nothing  unin- 

Whgible.     Perhaps  it  will  be  possible  to  make  a  martyr  of 

m'aL"     'a  'u  n"  """l  '''''^'  ^  '^''"  g'^^  ^°  ^^«  '^''"om  of  the 

matter,  and  shall  perhaps  find  an  opportunity  of  putting  fear 

0  he  heart  of  that  madame  de  Renal  who  has  no  respect 

■or  us,  and  at  bottom  detests  me.     .     .     .     Perhaps  I  might 
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be  able  to  utilise  all  this  as  a  means  of  a  brilliant  reconcil 
tion  with  M.  do  la  Mole,  who  has  a  weakness  for  the  lit 
seminarist. 

The  settlement  of  the  lawsuit  had  been  signed  some  wee 
previously,  and  the  abbe  Pirard  had  left  Besan^on  after  havi 
duly  mentioned  Julien's  mysterious  birth,  on  the  very  d 
when  the  unhappy  man  tried  to  assassinate  madame  de  Rci 
in  the  church  of  Verrieres. 

There  was  only  one  disagreeable  event  between  himself  a 
his  death  which  Julien  anticipated.  He  consulted  I'ouq 
concerning  his  idea  of  writing  to  M.  the  Procureur  (]ene 
asking  to  be  exempt  from  all  visits.  This  horror  at  the  sij; 
of  a  father,  above  all  at  a  moment  like  this,  deeply  shock 
the  honest  middle-class  heart  of  the  wood  merchant. 

He  thought  he  understood  why  so  many  people  liad  a  p; 
sionate  hatred  for  his  friend.  He  concealed  his  feeiinj;',  0 
of  respe  n  for  ni'sfortune. 

"  In  any  case,"  he  answered  coldly,  "  such  an  ord 
for  privacy  would  not  be  applied  to  your  father." 
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But  her  proceedings  are  so  mysterious  ard  her  figure  is 
so  elegant !     Who  can  she  be  }—Sihi//fr. 

The  doors  of  the  turret  opened  very  early  on  the  following 

"  Oh  !  Good  God,"  he  thought,  «'  here's  ray  father  !  What 
an  unpleasant  scene  !  " 

At  the  same  moment,  a  woman  dressed  like  a  peasant 
rushed  mto  his  arms.  He  had  difficulty  in  recogpising  her' 
It  was  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole. 

"  You  wicked  man  !  Your  letter  only  told  me  where  you 
were.  As  for  what  you  call  your  crime,  but  which  is  really 
nothing  more  or  less  than  a  noble  vengeance,  which  shews 
me  all  the  loftmess  of  the  heart  which  beats  within  your 
bosom,  I  only  got  to  know  of  it  at  Verrieres." 

In  spite  of  all  his  prejudices  against  mademoiselle  de  la 
Mole,  prejudices  moreover  which  he  had  not  owned  to  himself 
quite  frankly,  Julien  found  her  extremely  pretty  It  was 
impossible  not  to  recognise  both  in  what  she  had  done  and 
what  she  had  said,  a  noble  disinterested  feeling  far  above  the 
level  of  anything  that  a  petty  vulgar  soul  would  have  dared 
to  do?  He  thought  that  he  still  loved  a  queen,  and  after 
a  few  moments  said  to  her  with  a  remarkable  nobility  both 
of  thought  and  of  elocution. 

"  I  sketched  out  the  future  very  clearly.  After  my  death 
I  intended  to  remarry  you  to  M.  de  Croisenoi.  who  will 
othcially  of  course  then  marry  a  widow.  The  nob»e  hut 
^"gntiy  romantic  soul  of  this  charming  widow,  who  will  have 
i«en  brought   back   to   the   cult  of  vulgar   prudence  by  an 
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astonishing  and  singular  event  which  played  in  her  lif 
part  as  great  as  it  was  tragic,  will  deign  to  appreciate  the  v 
real  merit  of  the  young  marquis.  You  will  resign  yourself  to 
happy  with  ordinary  worldly  happiness,  prestige,  riches,  h 
rank.  But,  dear  Mathilde,  if  your  arrival  at  Besan^on 
suspected,  it  will  be  a  mortal  blow  for  M.  de  la  Mole,  a 
that  is  what  I  shall  never  forgive  myself.  I  have  alrej 
caused  him  so  much  sorrow.  The  academician  will  say  t 
he  has  nursed  a  serpent  in  his  bosom. 

"  I  must  confess  that  I  little  expected  so  much  cold  reas 
and  so  much  solicitude  for  the  future,"  said  mademoiselle 
la  Mole,  slightly  annoyed.  "  My  maid  who  is  almost  as  prud 
as  you  are,  took  a  passport  for  herself,  and  I  posted  h 
under  the  name  of  madam  Michelet." 

"  And  did  madame  Michelet  find  it  so  easy  to  get  to 
me?" 

"  Ah  !  you  are  still  the  same  superior  nan  whom  I  ch( 
to  favour.  I  started  by  offering  a  hundrt '  '^rancs  to  one 
the  judge's  secetaries,  who  alleged  at  first  tl,  my  admissi 
into  this  turret  was  impossible.  But  once  he  had  (;ot  i 
money  the  worthy  man  kept  me  waiting,  raised  objections,  a 
I  thought  that  he  meant  to  rob  me — "     She  stopped. 

"  Well  ?  "  said  Julien. 

"  Do  not  be  angry,  my  little  Julien,"  she  said,  kissing  hi 
••  I  was  obliged  to  tell  my  name  to  the  secretary,  who  took  i 
for  a  young  working  girl  from  Paris  in  love  with  hardsoi 
Julien.  As  a  matter  of  fact  those  are  his  actual  expressions, 
swore  to  him,  my  dear,  that  I  was  your  wife,  and  I  shall  ha 
a  permit  to  see  you  every  day." 

"  Nothing  could  be  madder,"  thought  Julien,  *■  but  I  coi 
not  help  it.  After  all,  M.  de  la  Mole  is  so  great  a  noblem 
that  public  opinion  will  manage  to  find  an  excuse  for  the  you 
colonel  who  will  marry  such  a  charming  widow.  My  dea 
will  atone  for  everything ; "  and  he  abandoned  himself  wi 
delight  to  Mathilde's  love.  It  was  madness,  it  was  greatnt 
of  soul,  it  was  the  most  remarkable  thing  possible.  S 
seriously  .suggested  that  she  should  kill  herself  with  him. 

After  these  first  transports,  when  she  had  had  her  fill  of  t 
happiness  of  seeing  Julien,  a  keen  curiosity  suddenly  invade 
her  soul.  She  began  to  scrutini?.e  her  Inver,  and  found  h' 
considerably  above   the   plane   which    she   had   anticipate 
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Rnnifacf^  de  ^  ]VTplp  seemed  to  be  brought  to  life  again,  but 
on  a  more  heroic  scale. 

Mathilde  saw  the  first  advocates  of  the  locality,  and  offended 
them  by  offering  gold  too  crudely,  but  they  finished  by 
accepting. 

She  promptly  came  to  the  conclusion  that  so  far  as  dubious 
and  far  reaching  intrigues  were  concerned,  everything  depended 
at  Besan^on  on  M.  the  abbe  de  Frilair. 

She  found  at  first  overwhelming  difficulties  in  obtaining  an 
interview  with  the  all-powerful  leader  of  the  congregation  under 
the  obscure  name  of  madame  Michelet.  But  the  rumour  of 
the  beauty  of  a  young  dressmaker,  who  was  madly  in  love, 
and  had  come  from  Paris  to  Besan9on  to  console  the  young 
abbe  Julien  Sorel,  spread  over  the  town. 

Mathilde  walked  about  the  Besan^on  streets  alone:  she 
hoped  not  to  be  recognised.  In  any  case,  she  thought 
It  would  be  of  some  use  to  her  cause  if  she  produced  a  great 
impression  on  the  people.  She  thought,  in  her  madness,  of 
making  them  rebel  m  order  to  save  Julien  as  he  walked  to  his 
death.  Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  thought  she  was  dressed 
simply  and  in  a  way  suitable  to  a  woman  in  mourning,  she 
was  dressed  in  fact  in  such  a  way  as  to  attract  every  one's 
attention. 

She  was  the  object  of  everyone's  notice  at  Besancon  when 
she  obtained  an  audience  of  M.  de  Frilair  after  a  week  spent 
in  soliciting  it. 

In  spite  of  all  her  courage,  the  idea  of  an  influential  leader 
of  the  congregation,  and  the  idea  of  deep  and  calculating 
criminality,  were  so  associated  with  each  other  in  her  mind 
that  she  trembled  as  she  rang  the  bell  at  the  door  of  the 
bishops  palace.  She  could  scarcely  walk  when  she  had  to  go 
up  the  staircase,  which  led  to  the  apartment  of  the  first  grand 
\  icar.  1  he  solitude  of  the  episcopal  palace  chilled  her.  "  I 
might  sit  down  in  an  armchair,  and  the  armchair  might  grip 
my  arms  :  I  should  then  disappear.  Whom  could  my  maid 
ask  for?  The  captam  of  the  gendarmerie  will  take  care 
to  do  nothing.     I  am  isolated  in  this  great  town." 

After  her  first  look  at  the  apartment,  mademoiselle  de  la 
Mole  felt  reassured.  In  the  first  place,  the  lackey  who  had 
f>pned  the  door  tu  her  had  on  a  very  elegant  Hvery.  The 
salon  in  which  she  was  asked  to  wait  displayed  that  refined  and 
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delicate  luxury  which  differs  so  much  from  crude  magnificence 
and  which  is  only  found  in  the  best  houses  in  Paris.  A 
soon  as  she  noticed  M.  de  Frilair  coming  towards  her  witl 
quite  a  paternal  air,  all  her  ideas  of  his  criminality  disappeared 
She  did  not  even  find  on  his  handsome  face  the  impress  o 
that  drastic  and  somewhat  savage  courage  which  is  so  anti 
pathetic  to  Paris  society.  The  half-smile  which  animate( 
the  features  of  the  priest,  who  was  all-powerful  at  Besan^on 
betokened  the  well-bred  man,  the  learned  prelate,  the  cleve 
administrator.     Mathilde  felt  herself  at  Paris. 

It  was  the  work  of  a  few  minutes  for  M.  de  Frilair  to  induo 
Mathilde  to  confess  to  him  that  she  was  the  daughter  of  hi 
powerful  opponent,  the  marquis  de  la  Mole. 

"  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  am  not  Madame  Michelet,"  she  said 
reassuming  all  the  haughtiness  of  her  natural  demeanour,  "  anc 
this  confession  costs  me  but  little  since  I  have  come  to  con 
suit  you,  monsieur,  on  the  possibility  of  procuring  the  escapt 
of  M.  de  la  Vernaye.  Moreover,  he  is  only  guilty  of  : 
piece  of  folly  ;  the  woman  whom  he  shot  at  is  well ;  and,  in  tht 
second  place,  I  can  put  down  fifty-thousand  francs  straighi 
away  for  the  purpose  of  bribing  the  officials,  and  pledge  my 
self  for  twice  that  sum.  Finally,  my  gratitude  and  the  gratitude 
of  my  family  will  be  ready  to  do  absolutely  anything  for  tht 
man  who  has  saved  M.  de  la  Vernaye." 

M.  de  Frilair  setmed  astonished  at  the  name.  Mathilde 
shewed  him  several  letters  from  the  Minister  of  War,  addressed 
to  M.  Julien  Sorel  de  la  Vernaye. 

"  You  see,  monsieur,  that  my  father  took  upon  himself  the 
responsibility  of  his  career.  I  married  him  secretly,  my  father 
was  desirous  that  he  should  be  a  superior  officer  before  the 
notification  of  this  marriage,  which,  after  all,  is  somewhai 
singular  for  a  de  la  Mole." 

Mathilde  noticed  that  M.  de  Frilair's  expression  of  goodwill 
and  mild  cheerfulness  was  rapidly  vanishing  in  proportion  as 
he  made  certain  important  discoveries.  His  face  exhibited  a 
subtlety  tinged  with  deep  perfidiousness,  the  abbe  had  doubts, 
he  was  slowly  re-reading  the  official  documents. 

"  What  can  I  get  out  of  these  strange  confidences  ? "  he 
said  to  himself.  "  Here  I  am  suddenly  thrown  into  intima'e 
relations  with  a  friend  of  .he  celebrated  maiechale  de  Fena 
ques,  who  is  the  all-powerful  niece  of  my  lord,  bishop  of 
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who  can  make  one  a  bishop  of  France.  What  I  looked  upon 
as  an  extremely  distant  possibility  presents  itself  unexpectedly. 
This  may  lead  me  to  the  goal  of  all  my  hopes." 

Mathilde  was  at  first  alarmed  by  the  siidden  change  in  the 
expression  of  this  powerful  man,  with  whom  she  was  alone  in  a 
secluded  room.  "  But  come,"  she  said  to  herself  soon  after- 
wards. "  Would  It  not  have  been  more  unfortunate  if  I  had 
made  no  impression  at  all  on  the  cold  egoism  of  a  priest  who 
was  already  sated  with  power  and  enjoyment  ?  " 

Dazzled  at  the  sight  of  this  rapid  and  unexpected  path  of 
reaching  the  episcopate  which  now  disclosed  itself  to  him,  and 
astonished  as  he  was  by  Mathilde's  genius,  M.  de  Frilair  ceased 
for  a  moment  to  be  on  his  guard.  Mademoiselle  de  la 
Mole  saw  him  almost  at  her  feet,  tingling  with  ambition,  and 
trembling  nervously. 

"Everything  is  cleared  up,"  she  thought.  "Madame  de 
Fervaques'  friend  will  find  nothing  impossible  in  this  town." 
In  spite  of  a  sentiment  of  still  painful  jealousy  she  had  suffici- 
ent courage  to  explain  that  Juiien  was  the  intimate  friend  of 

the  marechale,  and  met  my  lord  the  bishop  of nearly 

every  day. 

"If  you  were  to  draw  b>  ballot  four  or  five  times  in  suc- 
cession a  list  of  thirty-six  jurymen  from  out  the  principal 
inhabitants  of  this  department,"  said  the  grand  Vicar,  em- 
phasizing his  words,  and  with  a  hard,  ambitious  expression  in 
n:s  eyes,  "  I  should  not  feel  inclined  to  congratulate  myself, 
;:  I  could  not  reckon  on  eight  or  ten  friends  who  would  be  the 
3ost  intelligent  of  the  lot  in  each  list.  I  can  always  manage 
:n  nearly  every  case  to  get  more  than  a  sufficient  majority  to 
secure  a  condemnation,  so  you  see,  mademoiselle,  how  easy 
::  !s  for  me  to  secure  a  conviction."  The  abbe  stopped  short 
is  though  astonished  by  the  sound  of  his  own  words ;  he  was 
admitting  things  which  are  never  said  to  the  profane.  Rut  he 
n  his  turn  dumfounded  Mathilde  when  he  informed  her  that 
:he  special  feature  in  Julien's  strange  adventure  w'  ch  as 
;;n!shed  and  interested  Besan^on  society,  was  that  ii'^  had 
formerly  inspired  Madame  de  Renal  with  a  grand 
ind  reciprocated  it  fo.  a  long  time.  M.  de  Frilair 
::ficulty  in  perceiving'  the  extreme  trouble  which 
-reduced. 

'■  I  have  my  revenge,"  he  thought.     "  After  all  it's  a  way  of 
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managing  this  decided  young  person.  I  was  afraid  that  I  shoul 
not  succeed."  Her  distinguished  and  intractable  appearance  ii 
tensified  in  his  eyes  the  charm  of  the  rare  beauty  whom  h 
now  saw  practically  entreating  him.  He  regained  all  his  sel 
possession — and  he  did  not  hesitate  to  move  the  dagger  aboi 
in  her  heart. 

"  I  should  not  be  at  all  surprised,"  he  said  to  her  light! 
"  if  we  were  to  learn  that  it  was  owing  to  jealousy  that  i 
Sorel  fired  two  pistoi  shots  at  the  woman  he ^once;^ loved  s 
much.  Of  course  she  must  have  consoled  herself  and  f( 
some  time  she  has  been  seeing  extremely  frequently  a  certai 
abbe  Marquinot  of  Dijon,  a  kind  of  Jansenist,  and  as  immor 
as  all  Jansenists  are."  -»— — 

M.  de~TriIair  experienced  the  voluptuous  pleasure  of  to 
turing  at  his  leisure  the  heart  of  this  beautiful  girl  who; 
weakness  he  had  surprised. 

"Why,"  he  added,  as  he  fixed  his  ardent  eyes  upc 
Mathilde,  "  should  M.  Sorel  have  chosen  the  church,  if 
were  not  for  the  reason  that  his  rival  was  celebrating  mass  i 
it  at  that  very  moment?  Everyone  attributes  an  infinii 
amount  of  intelligence  and  an  even  greater  amount  of  prudem 
to  the  fortunate  man  who  is  the  object  of  your  interest.  VVhi 
would  have  been  simpler  than  to  hide  himself  in  the  garden  ( 
M.  de  Renal  which  he  knows  so  well.  Once  there  he  coul 
put  the  woman  of  whom  he  was  jealous  to  death  wit 
the  practical  certainty  of  being  neither  seen,  caught,  m 
suspected." 

This  apparently  sound  train  of  reasoning  eventually  mad 
Mathilde  loose  all  self-possession.  Her  haughty  so'ul  steepe 
in  all  that  arid  prudence,  which  passes  in  high  society  for  tl; 
true  psychology  of  the  human  heart,  was  not  of  the  type  to  t 
at  all  quick  in  appreciating  that  joy  of  scorning  all  prudeno 
which  an  ardent  soul  can  find  so  keen.  In  the  high  classes  ( 
Paris  society  in  which  Mathilde  had  lived,  it  is  only  rarel 
that  passion  can  divest  itsdf  of  prudence,  and  peop'-  alwaj 
make  a  point  of  throwing  themselve?  out  of  windows  from  tli 
fifth  storey. 

At  last  the  abbe  de  Frilair  was  sure  of  his  power  over  he 
He  gave  Mathilde  to  understand  (and  he  was  doubtless  lyinj 
that  he  could  do  what  he  liked  with  the  public  official  wii 
was  entrusted  with  the  conduct  of  Julien's  prosecution. 
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After  the  thirty-six  jurymen  for  the  sessions  had  been  chosen 
by  ballot,  he  would  approach  at  least  thirty  jurymen  directly 
and  personally.  ' 

If  M.  de  Frilair  had  not  thought  Mathilde  so  pretty,  he 
would  not  have  spoken  so  clearly  before  the  fifth  or  sixth 
interview. 


CHAPTER   LXIX 


THE   INTRIGUE 


Castres  1676— A  brother  has  just  murdered  his  sister 
in  the  house  next  to  mine.  This  gentleman  had  already 
been  guilty  of  one  murder.  His  father  saved  his  life  by 
causing  five-hundred  crowns  to  be  distribut«.d  among  the 
councillors. — Lockt :  Journey  in  France. 


When  she  left  the  bishop's  palace,  Mathilde  did  not  hesita 
to  despatch  a  courier  to  madame  de  Fervaques.  The  fear  ^ 
compromising  herself  did  not  stop  her  for  a  moment.  SI 
entreated  her  rival  to  obtain  for  M.  de  Frilair  an  autograf 

letter  fi  -.n  the  bishop  of .     She  went  as  far  as  to  entre 

her  to  come  herself  to  Besan^on  with  all  speed.  This  was  a 
heroic  act  on  the  part  of  a  proud  and  jealous  soul. 

Acting  on  Fouque's  advice,  she  had  had  the  discretion  1 
refrain  from  mentioning  the  steps  she  had  taken  for  Julie; 
Her  presence  troubled  him  enough  without  that.  A  betti 
man  when  face  to  face  with  death  than  he  hcd  ever  bee 
during  his  life,  he  had  remorse  not  only  towards  M.  de 
Mole,  but  also  towards  Mathilde. 

•'  Come,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  there  are  times  when  I  fe 
absent-minded  and  even  bored  by  her  i>ociety.  She  is  ruinir 
herself  on  my  account,  and  this  is  how  I  reward  her.  Am 
really  a  scoundrel?"  This  question  would  have  bothere 
him  but  little  in  the  days  when  he  was  ambitious.  In  thos 
days  he  looked  upon  failure  as  the  only  disgrace. 

His  moral  discomfort  when  with  Mathilde  was  proportioi 
ately  emphasized  by  the  fact  that  he  inspired  her  at  this  tirr 
with  the  maddest  and  most  extraordinary  passion.  She  talke 
of  nothing  but  the  strange  sacrifices  that  she  was  ready  t 
make  in  order  to  save  him. 
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Exalted  as  she  was  by  a  sentiment  on  which  she  plumed 
herself,  to  the  complete  subordination  of  her  pride,  she  would 
have  liked  not  to  have  let  a  single  minute  of  her  life  go  by 
without  filling  it  with  some  extraordinary  act.  The  strangest 
projects,  and  ones  involving  her  in  the  utmost  danger,  supplied 
the  topics  of  her  long  interviews  with  Julien.  The  well-paid 
gaolers  allowed  her  to  reign  over  the  prison.  Mathilde's  ideas 
were  not  limited  by  the  sacrifice  of  her  reputation.  She  would 
have  thought  nothing  of  making  her  condition  known  to 
society  at  large.  Throwing  herself  on  her  knees  before  the 
king's  carnage  as  it  galloped  along,  in  order  to  ask  for  Julien's 
pardon,  and  thus  attracting  the  attention  of  the  prince,  at  the 
risk  of  being  crushed  a  thousand  limes  over,  was  one  of  the 
least  fantastic  dreams  in  which  this  exalted  and  courageous 
imagination  chose  to  indulge.  She  was  certain  of  being  ad- 
mitted into  the  reserved  portion  of  the  park  of  St.  Cloud, 
through  those  friends  of  hers  who  were  employed  at  the  king's 
court.  ^ 

Julien  thought  himself  somewhat  unworthy  of  so  much 
(ievofon.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  was  tired  of  heroism.  A 
simple,  naive,  and  almost  timid  tenderness  was  what  would 
have  appealed  to  him,  while  Mathilde's  haughty  soul,  on  the 
other  hand,  always  required  the  idea  of  a  public  and  an 
audience. 

In  the  midst  of  all  her  anguish  and  all  her  fears  for  the  life 
of  that  lover  whom  she  was  unwilling  to  survive,  she  felt  a 
secret  need  of  astonishing  the  public  by  the  extravagant  3  of 
her  love  and  the  sublimity  of  her  actions. 

Julien  felt  irritated  at  not  finding  himself  touched  by  all 
this  heroism.  What  would  he  have  felt  if  he  had  known  of  all 
the  mad  ideas  with  which  Mathilde  overwhelmed  the  devoted 
but  eminently  logical  and  limited  spirit  of  the  good  Fouque  ? 

He  did  not  know  what  to  find  fault  with  in  Mathilde's 
devotion.  For  he,  too,  would  have  sacrificed  all  his  fortune, 
and  have  exposed  his  life  to  the  greatest  risks  in  order  to  save 
Julien.  He  was  dumbfounded  by  the  quantity  of  gold  which 
Mathilde  flung  away.  During  the  first  days  Fouque,  who  had 
all  the  provincial's  respect  for  money,  was  much  impressed  by 
the  sums  she  spent  in  this  way. 

He  at  last  discovered  that  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole's 
projects  frequently  varied,  and  he  was  greatly  relieved  at  find- 
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ing  a  word  with  which  to  express  his  blame  for  a  characte 
whom  he  found  so  exhausting.  She  was  changeable.  Ther 
is  only  a  step  from  this  epithet  to  that  of  wrong-headed,  th 
greatest  term  of  opprobrium  known  to  the  provinces. 

"It  is  singular,"  said  Julien  to  himself,  as  Mathilda  wa 
going  out  of  his  prison  one  day,  "  that  I  should  be  so  insensibl 
at  being  the  object  of  so  keen  a  passion  !  And  two  month 
ago  I  adored  her !  I  have,  of  course,  read  that  the  approac 
of  death  makes  one  lose  interest  in  everything,  but  it  is  awft 
to  feel  oneself  ungrateful,  and  not  to  be  able  to  change.  .\r 
I  an  egoist,  then  ? "  He  addressed  the  most  humiliating  rt 
proaches  to  himself  on  this  score. 

Ambition  was  dead  in  his  heart ;  another  passion  had  arisei 
from  its  ashes.  He  called  it  remorse  at  having  assassinatei 
madame  de  Renal. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  loved  her  to  the  point  of  distraction 
He  experienced  a  singular  happiness  on  these  occasions  when 
being  left  absolutely  alone,  and  without  being  afraid  of  bein 
interrupted,  he  could  surrender  himself  completely  to  th 
memory  of  the  happy  days  which  he  had  once  passed  a 
Verri^res,  or  at  Vergy.  The  slightest  incidents  of  these  days 
which  had  fleeted  away  only  too  rapidly,  possessed  ai 
irresistible  freshness  and  charm.  He  never  gave  a  though 
to  his  Paris  successes ;  they  bored  him. 

These  moods,  which  became  intensified  with  every  succeed 
ing  day,  were  partly  guessed  by  the  jealous  Mathilde.  Sh 
realised  very  clearly  that  she  had  to  struggle  against  his  lovi 
of  solitude.  Sometimes,  with  terror  in  her  heart,  she  utterec 
madame  de  Renal's  name. 

She  saw  Julien  quiver.  Henceforth  her  passion  had  neithe 
bounds  nor  limit. 

"  If  he  dies,  I  will  die  after  him,"  she  said  to  herself  h 
all  good  faith.  "  What  will  the  Paris  salons  say  when  they  sec 
a  girl  of  my  own  rank  carry  her  adoration  for  a  lover  who  i: 
condemned  to  death  to  such  a  pitch  as  this  ?  For  sentiment: 
like  these  you  must  go  back  to  the  age  of  the  heroes.  It  wa: 
loves  of  this  kind  which  thrilled  the  hearts  of  the  century  o: 
Charles  IX.  and  Henri  III." 

In  the  midst  of  her  keenest  transports,  when  she  was  cla-;p 
ing  Julien's  head  against  her  heart,  she  would  say  to  herse! 
with  norror,  "  What !  is  this  charming  head  doomed  to  fall : 
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Well,"  she  added,  inflamed  by  a  not  unhappy  heroism,  "  these 
lips  of  mine,  which  are  now  pressing  against  this  pretty  hair, 
will  be  icy  cold  less  than  twenty-four  hours  afterwards." 

Thoughts  of  the  awful  voluptuousness  of  such  heroic 
moments  gripped  her  in  a  compelling  embrace.  The  idea  of 
suicide,  absorbing  enough  in  itself,  entered  that  haughty  soul 
(to  which,  up  to  the  present  it  had  been  so  utterly  alien),  and 
soon  reigned  over  it  with  an  absolute  dominion. 

"No,  the  blood  of  my  ancestors  has  not  grown  tepid  in 
descending  to  me,"  said  Mathilde  proudly  to  herself. 

"  I  have  a  favour  to  ask  of  you,"  said  her  lover  to  her  one 
day.  "  Put  your  child  out  to  nurse  at  Verrieres.  Madame 
de  Renal  will  look  after  the  nurse." 

"Those  words  "  yours  are  very  harsh."  And  Mathilde 
paled. 

"It  is  true,  and  I  ask  your  pardon  a  thousand  times," 
exclaimed  Julien,  emerging  from  his  reverie,  and  clasping  her 
in  bis  arms. 

After  having  dried  his  tears,  he  reverted  to  his  original  idea, 
but  with  greater  tact.  He  had  given  a  twist  of  melancholy 
philosophy  to  the  conversation.  He  talked  of  that  future  of 
his  which  was  so  soon  going  to  close.  "  One  must  admit, 
dear  one,  that  passions  are  an  accident  in  life,  but  such 
accidents  only  occur  in  superior  souls.  .  .  .  My  son's 
death  would  be  in  reality  a  happiness  for  your  own  proud 
family,  and  all  the  servants  will  realize  as  much.  Neglect  will 
be  the  lot  of  that  child  of  shame  and  unhappiness.  I  hope 
that,  at  a  time  which  I  do  not  wish  to  fix,  but  which  never- 
theless I  am  courageous  enough  to  imagine,  you  will  obey  my 
last  advice :  you  will  marrv  the  marquis  de  Croisenois." 

"What?     Dishonoured?" 

"Dishonour  cannot  attach  to  a  name  such  as  yours.  Vou 
will  be  a  widow,  and  the  widow  of  a  madman— that  is  all.  I 
will  go  further — my  crime  will  confer  no  dishonour,  since  it 
had  no  money  motive.  Perhaps  when  the  time  comes  for 
your  marriage,  some  philosophic  legislator  will  have  so  far 
prevailed  on  the  prejudice  of  his  contemporaries  as  to  have 
secured  the  suppression  of  the  death  penalty.  Then  some 
■nendly  voice  will  say,  by  way  of  giving  an  instance  :  '  Why, 
madame  de  la  Mole's  first  husband  was  a  madman,  but  not  a 
wicked  man  or  a  criminal.     It  was  absurd  to  have  his  head 
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cuL  off.'  So  my  memory  will  not  be  infamous  in  any  way- 
at   least,  after  a  certain   time.     .     .  Your  position  ii 

society,  your  fortune,  and,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  so,  you 
genius,  will  make  M.  de  Croisenois,  once  he  is  your  husband 
play  a  part  which  he  would  have  never  managed  to  secur 
unaided.  He  only  possesses  birth  and  bravery,  and  thos 
qualities  alone,  though  they  constituted  an  accomplished  mai 
in  1729,  are  an  anachronism  a  century  later  on,  and  only  givi 
rise  to  unwarranted  pretensions.  You  need  jther  things  if  yoi 
are  to  place  yourself  at  the  head  of  the  youth  of  France." 

"  You  will  take  all  the  help  of  your  firm  and  enterprisinj 
character  to  the  political  party  which  you  will  make  you 
husband  join.  You  may  be  able  to  be  a  successor  to  th( 
Clievreuses  and  the  Longuevilles  of  the  Fronde— but  then 
dear  one,  the  divine  fire  which  animates  you  at  present  wil 
have  grown  a  little  tepid.  Allov.  me  to  tell  you,"  he  added 
"  after  many  other  preparatory  phrases,  that  in  fifteen  years 
time  you  will  look  upon  the  love  you  once  had  for  me  as  s 
madness,  which  though  excusable,  was  a  piece  of  madne;,:.  al 
the  same." 

He  stopped  suddenly  and  became  meditative.  He  found 
himself  again  confronted  with  the  idea  which  shocked  Mathilde 
so  much  :  "  In  fifteen  years,  madamf  de  Renal  will  adore  r,)' 
son  and  you  will  have  forgotten  him." 
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J' is  Ijecause  I  was  foolish  then  that  I  am  wise  today. 
Oh  thou  philosopher  who  seest  nothing  except  the  actual 
instant.  iJow  shortsighted  are  thy  views  !  Thine  eye 
IS  not  adapted  to  follow  the  subterranean  work  of  the 
passions. —J/.   Goethe. 

This  conversation  was  interrupted  by  an  interrogation  followed 
by  a  conference  with  the  advocate  entrusted  witl.  the  defence 
rhese  moments  were  the  only  absolutely  unpleasant  ones  in  a 
life  made  up  of  nonchalance  and  tender  reveries. 

"There  is  murder,  and  murder  with  premeditation,"  said 
Juhen  to  the  judge  as  he  had  done  to  the  advocate,  "  I  arr. 
sorry,  gentlemen,  he  added  with  a  smile,  that  this  reduces  your 
functions  to  a  very  small  compass." 

"After  all,"  said  Julien  to  himself,  when  he  had  managed 
to  rid  himself  of  those  two  persons,  "  I  must  really  be  brave,  and 
apparently  braver  than  those  two  men.  They  regard  that 
duel  with  an  unfortunate  termination,  which  I  can  only  seriously 
bother  myself  about  on  the  actual  day,  as  the  greatest  of  evils 
and  the  arch-terror." 

"  The  fact  is  that  I  have  known  a  much  greater  unhappiness," 
continued  Julien,  as  he  went  on  philosophising  with  himself. 
1  suffered  far  more  acutely  during  my  first  journey  to  Stras- 
bourg, when  I  thought  I  was  abandoned  by  Mathilde— and  to 
think  that  I  desired  so  passionately  that  same  perfect  intimacy 
Which  to-day  leaves  me  so  cold— as  a  matter  of  fact  I  am 
T.^^    -^P^  ^'°"^  ^'^^"  *^^"  ^^^^  handsome  girl  shares  my 

The  advocate,  who  was  a  rcv!      )e  pedant,  thought  him  mad, 
ana  believed,  with  the  public,  that  it  was  jealousy  which  had 
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lead  him  to  take  up  the  pistol.  He  ventured  one  day  to  gi' 
Julien  to  iir;.u..s!;ar-'  that  this  contention,  whether  true  or  fals 
would  b  an  exceller^  vay  of  pleading.  But  the  accust 
man  be(  rn  in  a  si  >',le  minute  a  passionate  and  drast 
individur 

'*  As  you  v^lnc  your  life,  monsieur,"  exclaimed  Julien,  qui 
beside  himself,  "  mind  you  never  put  forward  such  an  abomi 
able  lie.     The  cautious  advocate  was  for  a  moment  afraid 
being  assassinated." 

He    was  preparing  his  case  because  the  decisive    momei 
was    drawing    near.      The    only   topic     of    conversation 
Besancon,  and   all    the    department,  was    the   cause  ccUbt 
Julien  did  not  know  of  this  circumstance.     He  had  requestc 
his  friends  never  to  talk  to  him  about  that  kind  of  thing. 

On  this  particular  day,  Fouque  and  Mathilde  had  tried 
inform    him    of  certain  -umours   which    in    their   view   we 
calculated  to  give  hope.     Julien  had  stopped  them  at  the  ve 
first  word. 

"  Leave  me  my  ideal  life.  Your  pettifogging  troubles  ar 
details  of  practical  life  all  more  or  less  jar  on  me  and  bring  n 
down  from  my  heaven.  One  dies  as  best  one  can  :  but  I  wii 
to  chose  my  own  way  of  thinking  about  death.  What  do 
care  for  other  people  ?  My  relations  with  other  people  will  I 
sharply  cut  short.  Be  kind  enough  not  to  talk  to  me  any  mo 
about  those  people.  Seeing  the  judge  and  the  advocate 
more  than  enough." 

"  As  a  matter  of  fact,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  it  seems  that 
am  fated  to  die  dreaming.  An  obscure  creature  like  mysel 
who  is  certain  to  be  forgotten  within  a  fortnight,  would  be  ve: 
silly,  one  must  admit,  to  go  and  play  a  part.  It  is  neverthele 
singular  that  I  never  knew  so  much  about  the  art,of  enjoyir 
life,  as  since  I  have  seen  its  end  so  near  me." 

He  passed  his  last  day  in  promenading  upon  the  narro 
terrace  at  the  top  of  the  turret,  smoking  some  excellent  cigai 
which  Mathilde  had  had  fetched  from  Holland  by  a  courie 
He  had  no  suspicion  that  his  appearance  was  waited  for  eac 
day  by  ail  the  telescopes  in  the  town.  His  thoughts  were  a 
Vergy.  He  never  spoke  to  Fouque  about  madame  de  Rina 
but  his  friend  told  him  two  or  three  times  that  she  wi 
rapidly  recovering,  and  tiiese  words  reverberated  in  ii 
heart. 
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While  Julien's  soul  was  nearly  all  the  time  wholly  in  the 
realm  of  ideas,  Mathilda,  who,  as  befits  an  aristocratic  spirit, 
had  occupied  herself  with  concrete  things,  had  managed  to 
make  the  direct  and  intimate  correspondence  between  madame 
de  Fervaques  and  M.  de  Frilair  progress  so  far  that  the  great 
word  bishopric  had  been  already  pronounced.  The  venerable 
prelate,  who  was  entrusted  with  the  distribution  of  the  benefices, 
added  ui  a  postscript  to  one  of  his  niece's  letters,  "  This  poor 
Sorel  is  only  a  lunatic.     I  hope  he  will  be  restored  to  us." 

At  the  sight  of  these  lines,  M.  de  Frilair  felt  transported. 
He  had  no  doubts  about  saving  Julien. 

"  But  for  this  Jacobin  law  which  has  ordered  the  formation 
of  an  unending  panel  of  jurymen,  and  which  has  no  other  real 
object,  except  10  deprive  well-born  people  of  all  their  influence," 
he  said  to  Mathilde  on  the  eve  of  the  balloting  for  the  thirty- 
six  jurymen  of  the  session,  "  I  would  have  answered  for  the 
verdict.    I  certainly  managed  to  get  the  cure  N acquitted." 

When  the  names  were  selected  by  ballot  on  the  following 
day,  M.  de  Frilair  experienced  a  genuine  pleasure  in  finding 
that  they  contained  five  members  of  the  Hesanc^on  congregation 
•ind  that  amongst  those  who  were  strangers  to  the  town  were 
the  names  of  MM.  Valenod,  de  Moirod,  de  Cholin.  I  can 
answer  for  these  eight  jurymen  iie  said  to  Mathilde.  The 
first  five  are  mere  machine.s,  Valenod  is  my  agent:  Moirod 
owes  me  everything  :  de  Cholin  is  an  imbecile  who  is  frightened 
ol  everything. 

ihe  journal  published  the  names  of  the  jurymen  through- 
out the  department,  and  to  her  hv  '  -id's  unspeakable  terror, 
madame  de  Renal  wished  to  go  t  '  .san^on.  All  that  M.  de 
Rmul  could  prevail  on  her  to  pro.  ..sc  was  that  she  would  not 
■eave  her  bed  so  as  to  avoid  the  unpleasantness  of  being  called 
to  give  evidence.  "  Vou  do  not  understand  my  position,"  said 
the  former  mayor  of  \'erricres.  "  I  am  now  said  to  be  disloyal 
and  a  Liberal.  No  doubt  that  scoundrel  Valenod  and  M.  de 
rriiair  will  get  the  prorureur-general  and  the  judges  to  do  all 
ihey  can  to  cause  me  unpleasantness." 

.NLidame  de  Renal  found  no  difficulty  in  yielding  to  her 
husband's  orders.  "  If  I  api)ear  at  the  assize  court,"  she  said 
to  herself,  "  I  should  seem  as  if  I  were  asking  for  vengeance." 
'n  spite  ()fall  the  promises  >she  had  made  to  the  director  of 
iii^r  conscience  and  to  her  lHisl)and  that  she  would  be  discreet, 
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she  had  scarcely  arrived  at  Besan^on  before  she  wrote  witfi 
her  own  hand  to  each  of  the  thirty-six  jurymen  : — 

•'  1  shall  not  appear  on  the  day  of  the  trial,  monsieur, 
because  my  presence  might  be  prejudicial  to  M.  Sorel's 
case.  I  only  desire  one  thing  in  the  world,  and  that  1 
desire  passionately — for  him  to  be  saved.  Have  no  doubi 
about  it,  the  awful  idea  that  I  am  the  cause  of  an  innocent 
man  being  led  to  his  death  would  poison  the  rest  of  my  life 
and  would  no  doubt  curtail  it.  How  can  you  condemn  him 
to  death  while  I  continue  to  live?  No,  here  is  no  doubt 
about  it,  society  has  no  right  to  take  away  a  man's  life,  and 
above  all,  the  life  of  a  being  like  Julien  Sorel.  Everyone  at 
Verrieres  knew  that  tbere  were  moments  when  he  was  quite 
distracted.  This  poor  young  man  has  some  powerful  enemies, 
but  even  among  his  enemies,  (and  how  many  has  he  not  got  ?) 
who  is  there  who  casts  any  doubt  on  his  admirable  talents 
and  his  deep  knowledge  ?  The  man  whom  you  are  going  to 
try,  monsieur,  is  not  an  ordinary  person.  For  a  period  of 
nearly  eighteen  months  we  all  knew  him  as  a  devout  and 
well  behaved  student.  Two  or  three  times  in  the  j  ■  he  was 
seized  by  fits  of  melancholy  thpt  went  to  the  point  of  dis- 
traction. The  whole  town  of  Verrieres,  all  our  neighbours  at 
Vergy,  where  we  live  in  the  fine  weather,  my  whole  family, 
and  monsieur  the  sub-prefect  himself  will  render  justice  to  his 
exemplary  piety.  He  knows  all  the  Holy  Bible  by  heart. 
Would  a  blasphemer  have  spent  years  of  study  in  learning  the 
Sacred  Book  ?  My  sons  will  have  the  honour  of  presenting 
you  with  this  letter,  they  are  children.  Be  good  enough  to 
question  them,  monsieur,  they  will  give  you  all  the  details 
concerning  this  poor  young  man  which  are  necessary  to 
convince  you  of  how  barbarous  it  would  be  to  condemn 
him.  Far  from  revenging  r.ie,  you  would  be  putting  me 
to  death. 

"  What  can  his  enemies  argue  against  this  ?  The  wound, 
which  was  the  result  of  one  of  those  moments  of  madness, 
which  my  children  themselves  used  to  remark  in  their  tutor, 
is  so  little  dangerous  that  in  less  than  two  months  it  has 
allowed  me  to  take  the  post  from  Vett.^res  to  Besan9on.  If 
I  learn,  monsieur,  that  you  shew  the  slightest  hesitation  in 
releasing  so  innocent  a  person  from  the  barbarity  of  the  law, 
I  will  leave  my  bed,  where  I  am  only  kept  by  my  husband's 
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exp.iss  orders,  and  I  will  go  and  throw  myself  at  your  feet. 
Brinf  in  a  verdict,  monsieur,  that  the  premeditation  has  not 
been  made  out,  and  you  will  not  have  an  innocent  man's  blood 
on  your  head,  etc." 


CHAPTER  LXXI 

THE    TRIM. 

The  country  will  remember  this  celebrated  case  for  a 
long  time.  The  interest  in  the  accused  amounted  to  an 
agitation.  The  reason  was  that  hi?  crime  was  astonish- 
ing, and  yet  not  atrocious.  Even  if  it  had  l)een,  this 
young  man  was  so  handsome.  His  brilliant  career,  that 
came  to  an  end  so  early  in  his  life,  intensified  the  pathos. 
"  Will  they  condemn  him  ?  "  the  women  asked  of  the 
men  of  their  acquaintance,  and  they  could  be  seen  to 
grow  pale  as  they  waited  for  the  answer. 

Sain/e  lUtivc. 


The  day  that  madame  de   Renal  and   Mathilde  feared 
much  arrived  at  last. 

Their  terror  was  intensified  by  the  strange  appearance 
the  town,  which  had  its  emotional  effect  even  upon  Foiiqii 
sturdy  soul.  All  the  province  had  rushed  to  Besan^on  to  ; 
the  trial  of  this  romantic  ca.se. 

There  had  been  no  room  left  in  the  inns  for  some  da 
M.  the  president  of  the  assizes,  was  besieg>.,d  by  requests 
tickets  ;  all  the  ladies  in  the  town  wanted  to  be  present  at  t 
trial.     Julien's  portrait  was  hawked  about  the  streets,  etc.,  e 

Mathilde  was  keeping  in  reserve  for  this  supreme  nioine 
a  complete  autograph  letter  from  my  lord,  bishop  of  — 
This  prelate,  who  governed  the  Church  of  France  and  creat 
its  bishops,  was  good  enough  to  ask  for  Juliens  arriuitt 
On  the  eve  of  the  trial,  Mathilde  took  this  letter  to  the  '< 
powerful  grand  vicar. 

When  she  was  going  away  in  tears  at  the  end  of  t 
irterviev,-,  M.  de  Frilair  at  last  emerged  from  his  diploma 
reserve  and  almost  shewed  some  emotion  himself.  "  1  « 
be  responsible  for  the  jury's  verdict,"  he  said  to  her.  "0 
of    the    twelve   persons    charged   with   the    investigation 
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whether   your   friend's   crime   is   made   out,  and   above   all, 
whether   there  was   premeditation,    I   can   count  six   friends 
who  are  devoted  to  my  fortunes,  and  I  have  given  them  to 
understand  that  they  have  it  in  their  power  to  promote  me  to 
the  episcopate.     Baron  Valenod,  whom  I  have  made  mayor 
of  Verrieres,  can  do  just  as  he  likes  with  two  of  his  officials, 
MM.  de  Moirod,  and  de  Cholin.     As  a  matter  of  fact,  fate 
has  given  us  for  this  business  two  jurymen  of  extremely  loose 
views;   but,  although  ultra-Liberals,  they  are  faithful  to  my 
orders  on  great  occasions,  and  I  have  requested  them  to  vote 
like   M.   Valenod.     I   have   learnt  that  a  sixth  juryman,  a 
manufacturer,  who  is  immensely  rich,  and  a  garrulous  Liberal 
into  the  bargain,  has  secret  aspirations  for  a  contract  with  the 
War  Office,  and  doubtless  he  would  not  like  to  displease  me. 
I  have  had  him  told  that  M.  de  Valenod  knows  my   final 
injunctions." 
"  And  who  is  this  M.  Valenod  ?  "  said  Mathilde,  anxiously. 
"  If  you  knew  him,  you  could  not  doubt  our  success.     He 
is  an  audacious  speaker,  coarse,  impudent,  with  a  natural  gift 
for  managing  fools.     1814  saw  him  in  low  water,  and  I  am 
going  to  make  a  prefect  of  him.     He  is  capable  of  beating  the 
other  jurymen  if  they  do  not  vote  his  way." 
Mathilde  felt  a  little  reassured. 

Another  discussion  awaited  her  in  the  evening.  To  avoid  the 
prolongation  of  an  unphasant  scene,  the  result  of  which,  in 
his  view,  was  absoluely  certain,  Julien  had  resolved  not  to 
make  a  speech. 

"My  advocate  will  speak,"  he  ssid  to  Mathilde.  "I  shall 
figure  too  long  anyway  as  a  Lughingstock  to  all  mv  enemies. 
These  provincials  have  been  shocked  by  the  rapidity  of  my 
success,  for  which  I  have  to  thank  you,  and  believe  me,  there 
is  not  one  of  them  who  does  not  desire  my  conviction,  though 
he  would  be  quite  ready  to  cry  like  an  idiot  when  J  am  taken 
to  my  death." 

"They  desire  to  see  you  humiliated.  That  is  only  too 
true,"  answered  Mathilde,  "  but  I  do  not  think  they  are  at  all 
cruel.  My  presence  at  Besan^on,  and  the  sight  of  my 
sufferings  have  interested  all  the  women  ;  your  h.indsome  face 
wiil  do  the  rest.  If  you  say  a  few  words  to  your  judges,  the 
whole  audience  will  be  on  your  side,  etc.,  etc." 
At  nine  o'clock  on  the  following  day,  when  Julien  left  his 
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prison  for  the  great  hall  of  the  Palais  de  Justice,  the  gendariiK 
had  much  difficulty  in  driving  away  the  immense  crowd  th; 
was  packed  in  the  courtyard.  Julian  had  slept  well.  He  wi 
very  calm,  and  experienced  no  other  sentiment  except  a  sen; 
of  philosophic  pity  towards  that  crowd  of  jealous  creatun 
who  were  going  to  applaud  his  death  sentence,  thoug 
without  cruelty.  He  was  very  surprised  when,  having  bee 
detained  in  the  middle  of  the  crowd  more  than  a  quarter  ( 
an  hour,  he  was  obliged  to  admit  that  his  presence  affecte 
the  public  with  a  tender  pity.  He  did  not  hear  a  sing! 
unpleasant  remark.  "These  provincials  are  less  evil  than 
thought,"  he  said  to  himself. 

As  he  entered  the  courtroom,  he  was  struck  by  the  eleganc 
of  the  architecture.  It  was  real  Gothic,  with  a  number  ( 
pretty  little  columns  hewn  out  of  stone  with  the  utmost  can 
He  thought  himself  in  England. 

But  his  attention  was  soon  engrossed  by  twelve  or  fiftee 
pretty  women,  who  sat  exactly  opposite  the  prisoner's  seat  an 
filled  the  three  balconies  above  the  judges  and  the  jury.  A 
he  turned  round  towards  the  public,  he  saw  that  the  circuk 
gallery  that  dominated  the  amphitheatre  was  filled  with  womer 
the  majority  were  young  and  seemed  very  pretty,  their  eye 
were  shining  and  full  of  interest.  The  crowd  was  enormou 
throughout  the  rest  of  the  room.  People  were  knockin 
against  the  door,  and  the  janitors  could  not  obtain  silence. 

When  all  the  eyes  that  were  looking  for  Julien  observe 
where  he  was,  and  saw  him  ocn  pying  the  slightly  raised  plac 
which  is  reserved  for  the  prisoner,  he  was  greeted  by  a  murmu 
of  astonishment  and  tender  interest. 

You  would  have  taken  him  for  under  twenty  on  this  day 
He  was  dressed  very  simply,  but  with  a  perfect  grace.  Hi 
hair  and  his  forehead  were  charming.  Mathilde  had  insistei 
on  officiating  personally  at  his  toilette.  Julien's  pallor  wa 
extreme.     Scarcely  was  he  seated  in  this  place  than  he  hean 


heavens !  how  youti] 
.     .     .     He  is  mucl 


people  say  all  over  the  room,  "Great 
he  is !    .    .    .    But  he's  quite  a  child  ! 
better  than  his  portrait." 

"  Prisoner,"  said  the  gendai.ne  who  was  sitting  on  his  right 
•'  do  you  see  those  six  ladies  in  that  balcony  ?  "  The  gendainn 
pointed  out  a  little  gallery  that  jutted  out  over  the  amphi 
theatre  where  the  jury  were  placed.     "That's  madame,  tb« 
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prefect's    wife,"    continued    the   gendarme.       "  Next    to    her 
madame  the  niarquise  de  M .     she  likes  you  we  I     I  have 

s^Drvi:- '''  '^^''^  °^«^^^  ^— •  Next  \o  he^n: 

"Madame  DerviUe!"  exclaimed  Julien,  and  a  vivid  blush 
spread  over  his  forehead.  "When  she  leaves  here  "Hp 
thought  "she  will  write  to  madame  de  rSI  .'■  He  was 
Ignorant  of  madame  de  Renal's  arrival  at  Besancon  The 
witnesses  were  quickly  heard.  After  the  firstw^rds'  of  The 
openmg  of  the  prosecution  by  the  advocate-general  two  of  h! 
ladies  in  the  little  balcony 'just  opposite  "juln  b-st  into 
ears.     Juhen  noticed  that  madame  I)ervile  did  no    break 

tV\a  ^'  '""'^^'^'  ^''^^^•^^'  ^hat  she  was  very  red 
The  advocate-general  was  indulging  in  melodrama  in  hnH 
French  over  the  barbarity  of  the'cri'me  that  had  been  Per 
petrated  Juhen  noticed  that  madame  Derville's  neighbours 
seemed  to  manifest  a  keen  disapproval.  Several  iuror.  Vh^ 
were  apparently  acquainted  with  the  ladies,  spoke  to  them  InS 
seemed  to  reassure  them.     "  So  far  as  it  aL^  !u  !■  ?  , 

a  good  omen."  thought  Julien  ^°"'  '^^'  ''  ^^'■'^'"•^ 

Up  to  the  present,  he  had  felt  himself  steeped  in  an  un 
adul  erated  contempt  for  all  the  persons  who  we  e  present  at" 
the  trial.  This  sentiment  of  disgust  was  intensified  bvth^ 
sta^^e  eloquence  of  the  advocate-general.  But  the  coldneL  of 
uhen's  soul  gradually  disappeared  before  the  marks  of  interest 
of  which  he  was  evidently  the  object  interest 

''NoZal^'^hei!^r^V''''^'  ^'T^^"°"'  °f  his  advocate. 

NO  phrases,    he  said  to  him  m  a  wh  sper,  as  he  was  about 

to  commence  his  speech.  ,  ■*:>  ne  was  about 

"All   the  bombast  which  our  opponent  nas  stolen    fr 

X7Jf  '^'"'^  ■"">"  ''"■■■■  -^  *e  ad*vo"Se!'';'ha"s  So 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  had  scarcely  spoken  for  five  minutes 

.^rhaS'l^LlH*^'  7"""  "'"'  *'■'■  '-"Ike'chirt 
'neir  nands.      The  advocate  was  encouraged    and  addrp^^rl 

some  extremely  strong  remarks  to  the  jury.  Julien  shudS 
He  fel  on  the  point  of  breaking  into  tear^.""  "  My  God ''  h ' 
thought,  "  what  would  my  enemies  say  ?  "  ^         '    ^^ 

He  was  on  the  point  of  succumbing  to  the  emotion  whi,<h 
was  overcoming  him.  when,  luckily  for  him.  he    S^ 
'nsolent  look  from  M.  the  baron  de  Valenod!  ^  " 
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"  That    rogue's    eyes   are   gleaming,"   he   said    to   himse 
"  What  a  triumph  for  that  base  soul !     If  my  crime  had  or 
produced  this  one  result,  it  would  be  my  duty  to  curse 
God  knows  what  he  will  say  about  it  to  madame  de  Renal." 

This  idea  effaced  all  others.     Shortly  afterwards  Julien  w 
brought    back   to   reality   by  the   public's   manifestation 
applause.     The  advocate  had  just  finished  his  speech.     Juli 
remembered  that  it  was  good  form  to  shake  hands  with  hii 
The  time  had  passed  rapidly. 

They  brought  in  refreshments  for  the  advocate  and  t 
prisoner.  It  was  only  then  that  Julien  was  struck  by  the  fa 
that  none  of  the  women  had  left  the  audience  to  go  and  § 
dinner. 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  am  dying  of  hunger,"  said  the  advocai 
••  And  you  ?  " 

"  I,  too,"  answered  Julien. 

"  See,  there's  madame,  the  prefect's  wife,  who  is  also  gettii 
her  dinner,"  said  the  advocate,  as  he  pointed  out  the  lit 
balcony.  "  Keep  up  your  courage ;  everything  is  going  i 
right."     The  court  sat  again. 

Midnight  struck  as  the  president  was  summing  up.  TI 
president  was  obliged  to  pause  in  his  remarks.  Amid  t 
silence  and  the  anxiety  of  all  present,  the  reverberation  of  tl 
clock  filled  the  hall. 

"So  mv  last  day  is  now  beginning,"  thought  Julien.  I 
soon  felt  ualamed  by  the  idea  of  his  duty.  Up  to  the  prese 
he  had  controlled  his  emotion  and  had  kept  his  resolution  n 
to  speak.  When  the  president  of  the  assizes  asked  him  if 
had  anything  to  add,  he  got  up.  He  saw  in  front  of  him  t 
eyes  of  madame  Derville,  which  seemed  very  brilliant  in  t 
artificial  light.  "  Can  she  by  any  chance  be  crying  ?  "  1 
thought. 

'•  Gentlemen  of  the  jury  ! 

"  I  am  induced  to  speak  by  my  fear  of  that  contempt  whii 
I  thought,  at  the  very  moment  of  my  death,  I  should  be  ab 
to  defy.     Gentlemen,  I  have  not  the  honour  of  belonging 
your  class.     You  behold  in  me  a  peasant  who  has  rebell( 
against  the  meanness  of  his  fortune. 

"  I  do  not  ask  you  for  any  pardon,"  continued  Julien,  wi 
a  firmer  note  in  his  voice.  "  I  am  under  no  illusions.  Dea 
awaits  me;  it  will  be  just.     I  have  brought  ii  yself  to  makes 
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attempt  on  the  life  of  the  woman  who  is  most  worthy  of  all 
reverence  and  all  respect.     Madame  de  Renal  was  a  mother 
to  me.      My  crime  was  atrocious,  and  it  was  premeditated. 
Consequently   I  have  deserved  death,  gentlemen  of  the  jury. 
But  even  it  I  were  not  so  guilty,  I  see  among  you  men  who, 
without  a  thought  for  any  pity  that  may  be  due  to  my  youth 
would  like  to  use  me  as  a  means  for  punishing  and  discourag- 
ing for  ever  that  class  of  young  man  who,  though  born  in  an 
inferior  class,  and  to  some  extent  oppressed  by  poverty  have 
none  the  less  been  fortunate  enough  to  obtain  a  good  educa- 
tion, and  bold  enough  to  mix  with  what  the  pride  of  the  rich 
calls  Society. 

"That  is  my  crime,  gentlemen,  and  it  will  be  punished  with 
even  more  severity,  inasmuch  as,  in  fact,  I  am  very  far  from 
being  ji'dged  by  my  peers.  I  do  not  see  on  the  jury  benches 
bour??^"^    who    has    made    money,    but    only   indignant 

Julien  talked  in  this  strain  for  twenty  minutes.  He  said 
everything  he  had  on  his  mind.  The  advocate-general,  who 
aspired  to  the  favours  of  the  aristocracy,  writhed  in  his  seat. 
But  in  spite  of  the  somewhat  abstract  turn  which  Julian  had 
given  to  his  speech,  all  the  women  burst  out  into  tears.  Even 
raadame  Derville  put  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes.  Before 
finishing,  Julien  alluded  again  to  the  fact  of  his  premeditation 
to  his  repentance,  and  to  the  respect  and  unbounded  filial 
admiration  which,  in  happier  days,  he  had  entertained  for 
madame  de  Renal.  .  .  .  Madame  Derville  gave  a  cry 
and  fainted.  ' 

One  o'clock  was  striking  when  the  jury  retired  to  their  room. 
None  of  the  women  had  left  their  places ;  several  men  had 
tears  m  their  eyes.  The  conversations  were  at  first  very 
animated,  but,  as  there  was  a  delay  in  »he  verdict  of  the  jury 
their  general  fatigue  gradually  bega  to  invest  the  gathering 
with  an  atmosphere  of  calm.  It  was  a  solemn  moment :  the 
lights  grew  less  brilliant.  Julien,  who  was  very  tired,  heard 
people  around  him  debating  the  question  of  whether  this  delay 
was  a  good  or  a  bad  omen.  He  was  pleased  to  see  that  all 
the  wishes  were  for  him.  The  jury  did  not  come  back,  and 
yet  not  a  woman  left  the  court. 

When  two  o'clock  had  struck,  a  great  movement  was  heard, 
ihe  little  door  of  the  jury  room  opened.     M.  the  baron  de 
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Valenod  advanced  with  a  slow  and  melodranulic  step.  H 
was  followed  by  all  the  jurors.  He  coughed,  and  then  di 
dared  on  his  soul  and  conscience  that  the  jury's  unainmoi 
verdict  was  that  Julien  Sorel  was  guilty  of  murder,  and  ( 
murder  with  premeditation.  This  verdict  involved  the  deal 
penalty,  which  was  pronounced  a  moment  afterwards.  Julie 
looked  at  his  watch,  and  remembered  M.  de  Lavalette. 
was  a  quarter  past  two.     "  To-day  is  Friday,"  he  thought. 

"  Yes,  but  this  day  is  lucky  for  the  Valenod  who  has  got  ni 
convicted.  ...  I  am  watched  too  well  for  Mathilde  t 
manage  to  save  me  like  madame  de  Lavalette  saved  h( 
husband.  ...  So  in  three  days'  time,  at  this  very  hou 
I  shall  know  what  view  to  take  about  the  great  perhaps." 

At  this  moment  he  heard  a  cry  and  was  called  back  to  th 
things  of  this  world.  The  women  around  him  were  sobbing 
he  saw  that  all  faces  were  turned  towards  a  little  gallery  bui 
into  the  crowning  of  a  Gothic  pilaster.  He  knew  later  thj 
Mathilde  had  concealed  herself  there.  As  the  cry  was  nc 
repeated,  everybody  began  to  look  at  Julien  again,  as  th 
gendarmes  were  trying  to  get  him  through  the  crowd. 

"  Let  us  try  not  to  give  that  villain  Valenod  any  chance  ( 
laughing  at  me,"  thought  Julien.  "With  what  a  contril 
sycophantic  expression  he  pronounced  the  verdict  whic 
entails  the  death  penalty,  while  that  poor  president  of  th 
assizes,  although  he  has  been  a  judge  for  years  and  years,  ha 
tears  in  his  eyes  as  he  sentenced  me.  What  a  joy  the  Valeno 
must  find  in  revenging  himself  for  our  former  rivalry  fc 
madame  de  Renal's  favors  I  ...  So  I  shall  never  see  he 
again !  The  thing  is  finished.  ...  A  last  good-bye  betwee 
us  is  impossible — I  feel  it.  .  .  .  How  happy  I  should  hav 
been  to  have  told  her  all  the  horror  I  feel  for  my  crime  I 

"  Mere  words.     I  consider  myself  justly  convicted." 


CHAPTER  LXXII  ♦ 


Whkn  Juhen  was  taken  back  to  prison  he  had  been  taken 
into  a  room  intended  for  those  who  were  condemned  to  death 
Although  a  man  who  in  the  usual  way  would  notice  the  most 
petty  details,  he  iiad  quite  failed  to  observe  that  he  had  not 
been  taken  up  to  his  turret.  He  was  thinking  of  what  he 
would  say  to  madame  de  Rtnal  if  he  had  the  happiness  of 
seeing  her  before  the  final  moment.  He  thought  that  she 
would  break  into  what  he  was  saying  and  was  anxious  to  be 
able  to  express  his  absolute  repentance  with  his  very  first 
words.  "  How  can  I  convince  her  that  I  love  her  alone 
after  committing  an  action  like  that  ?  For  after  all,  it  was 
either  out  of  ambition,  or  out  of  love  for  Mathilde,  that  1 
wanted  to  kill  her." 

As  he  went  to  bed,  he  came  acros.s  sheets  of  a  rough  coarse 
material.  <' Ah  !  1  am  in  the  condemned  cell,  he  said  to 
himself.     That  is  right. 

"  Comte  Altamira  used  to  tell  me  that  Danton,  on  the  eve  of 
his  death,  would  say  in  his  loud  voice :  '  it  is  singular  but  you 
cannot  conjugate  the  verb  guillotine  in  all  its  tenses  :  of  course 
you  can  say,  I  shall  be  guillotined,  thou  shalt  be  guillotined 
but  you  don  t  say,  I  have  been  guillotined.' 

"  Wiiy  not  ?  "  went  on  Julien,  "  if  there  is  another  life. 
I  pon  my  word,  it  will  be  all  up  with  me  if  I  find  the  God  of 
the  Christians  there :  He  is  a  tyrant,  and  as  such,  he  is  full  of 
ideas  of  vengeance  :  his  Bible  speaks  of  nothing  but  atrocious 
punishment.  I  never  liked  him— I  could  never  get  myself  to 
Helieve  that  anyone  really  lik  ^d  him.  He  has  no  pity  (and  he 
remembered  several  passages  in  the  Bible)  he  will  punish  me 
atrnciQuslv. 

-TrInsi!  ''  ""  *"™''''^'  '"  ""''  ""'^  '^'•"  "^"""^'"B  Chaptet.s  in  the  original. 
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"  But  supposing  I  find  Fonelon's  God  :  He  will  perhaps  say 
me  :  '  Much  forgiveness  will  be  vouchsafed  to  thee,  inasmu( 
as  thou  hast  loved  much.' 

"  Have  I  loved  much  ?  Ah  !  I  loved  madame  de  Ren: 
but  my  conduct  has  been  atrocious.  In  that,  as  in  other  case 
simple  modest  merit  was  abandoned  for  the  sake  of  what  w 
brilliant. 

"  But  still,  what  fine  prospects  ?  Colonel  of  Hussars,  if  v 
had  had  a  war  :  secretary  of  a  legation  during  peace  :  th( 
ambassador  ...  for  I  should  soon  have  picked  up  pojitii 
.  .  .  and  even  if  I  had  been  an  idiot,  would  the  marqu 
de  la  Mole's  son-in-law  have  had  any  rivalry  to  fear  ?  All  n 
stupidities  have  been  forgiven,  or  rather,  counted  as  merit 
A  man  of  merit,  then,  and  living  in  the  grandest  style  ; 
Vienna  or  London. 

"  Not  exactly,  monsieur.     Guillotined  in  three  days'  tin;e 

Julien    laughed   heartily  at  this  sally  of  his  wit.     "As 
matter  of  fact,  man  has  two  beings  within  him,  he  though 
Who  the  devil  can  have  thought  of  such  a  sinister  notion?" 

'•  Well,  yes,  my  friend :  guillotined  in  three  days,"  Y. 
answered  the  interruptor.  "  M.  de  Cholin  will  hire  a  windo 
and  share  the  expense  with  the  abbe  Maslon.  Well,  which  ( 
those  two  worthy  personages  will  rob  the  other  over  the  pric 
paid  for  hiring  that  window  ?  "  The  following  passage  froi 
Rotrou's  "  Venceslas  "  suddenly  came  back  into  his  mind  :- 

Ladislas 

Men  ame  est  toute  prete. 

THE  KING, /n/her  of  Ladtslas. 
L'echafaud  Test  aussi :  portez-y-votre  tete. 

•'  A  good  repartee"  he  thought,  as  he  went  to  sleep.  H 
awakened  in  tne  morning  by  someone  catching  hold  r 
■  •  ■'le-itly. 

What!    already,"  said  Julien,  opening  his   haggard  eye; 
9fi-  thought  he  was  already  in  the  executioner's  hands. 

t  ws^  Mathilde.     "Luckily,  she  has  not  understood  me. 
i-ss   isflection   restored  all  his  self  possession.     He  foum 
^iathikie  as  changed  as  though  she  had  gone  through  a  <r. 
iKmtis'  illness  :  she  was  really  not  recognisable. 

"  That  infamous  Frilair  has  betrayed  me  "  she  said  to  him 
wTHigng  her  hands.     Her  fury  prevented  her  from  crying. 

"  ^  as  i    not   fine  when    I  made    my  speech    yesterday  ? 
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answered  Julien.  «'  I  was  improvising  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life  I  IS  true  that  it  is  to  be  feared  that  it  will  also  be 
the  last. 

At  this  moment,  Julien  was  playing  on  Mathilde's  character 
with  all  the  self-possession  of  a  clever  pianist,  whose  fingers 
are  on  the  instrument  ..."  It  is  true."  he  added,  "That 
I  lack  the  advantage  of  a  distinguished  birth,  but  Mathilde's 
great  soul  has  lifted  her  lover  up  to  her  own  level.  Do  vou 
think  that  Bomfasejiieja^le  would  have  cut  a  better  figure 
beiore  his  jildges  ?  "  ° 

On  this  particular  day,  Mathilde  was  as  unaffectedly  tender 
as  a  poor  girl  living  in  a  fifth  storey.  But  she  failed  to  extract 
from  him  any  simpler  remark.  He  was  paying  her  back 
without  knowing  it  for  all  the  torture  she  had  frequently 
inflicted  on  him.  ^ 

"The  sources  of  the  Nile  are  unknown,"  said  Julien  to 
himself:  ;« it  has  not  been  vouchsafed  to  the  human  eye  to 
see  the  king  of  rivers  as  a  simple  brook  :  similarly,  no  human 
ej-e  shall  see  Juhen  weak.  In  the  first  place  because  he  is 
not  so.  But  I  have  a  heart  wliich  it  is  easy  to  touch  The 
most  comnionplace  words,  if  said  in  a  genuine  tone,  can  make 
my  voice  broken  and  even  cause  me  to  shed  tears.  How 
often  have  frigid  characters  not  despised  me  for  this  weakness. 
They  thought  that  I  was  asking  a  favour:  that  is  what  I  can 
not  put  up  with. 

"It  is  said  that  when  at  the  foot  of  the  scaffold,  Danton 
was  affected  by  the  thought  of  his  wife :  but  Danton  had 
given  strength  to  a  nation  of  coxcombs  and  prevented  the 
enemy  from  reaching  Paris.  ...  I  alone  know  what  I 
should  have  been  able  to  do.  .  .  .  I  represent  to  the  others 
at  the  very  outside,  simply  A  PERHAPS, 

v/'iL'"^*^^'"^.'^^  ^^"^'  ^""^  ^^^"  here  in  my  cell  instead  of 
Mathilde,  should  I  have  been  able  to  have  answered  for 
myself?  The  extremity  of  my  despair  and  my  repentance 
would  have  been  taken  for  a  craven  fear  of  death  by  the 
\alenods  and  all  the  patricians  of  the  locality.  They  are  so 
proud,  are  those  feeble  spirits,  whom  their  pecuniary  position 
puts  above  temptation!  'You  see  what  it  is  to  be  born  a 
carpenters  son,'  ^f,  de  Moirod  and  de  Choiin  doubtless  said 
alter  havmg  condemned  me  to  death  !  '  A  man  can  learn  to 
De  learned  and   clever,  but   the  qualities  of  the  heart— the 
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qualities  of  the  heart  cannot  be  learnt.'  Even  in  the  case 
this  poor  Mathilde,  who  is  crying  now,  or  rather,  who  cann( 
cry,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  looked  at  her  red  eyes.  .  . 
And  he  clasped  her  in  his  arms  :  the  sight  of  a  genuine  gri 
made  him  forget  the  sequence  of  his  logic.  ..."  She  h; 
perhaps  cried  all  the  night,"  he  said  to  himself,  "but  ho 
ashamed  she  will  be  of  this  memory  on  some  future  day 
She  will  regard  herself  as  having  been  led  asiray  in  her  fir: 
youth  by  a  plebeian's  low  view  of  life.  .  .  .  Le  Croiseno 
is  weak  enough  to  marry  her,  and  upon  my  word,  he  will  d 
well  to  do  so.     She  will  make  him  play  a  part. 

Du  droit  qu'un  esprit  ferme  et  vasle  en  sc«  desseins 
/\  sur  I'esprit  ijrossier  de<  vulgaires  humains. 

"  Ah  !  that's  really  humorous ;  since  I  have  been  doomed  t 
die,  all  the  verses  I  ever  knew  in  my  life  are  coming  bac 
into    my    memory.     It  must    be   a  sign    of  demoralisation. 

Mathilde  kept  on  repeating  in  a  choked  voice  :  "  He  is  ther 
in  the  next  room."  At  last  he  paid  attention  to  what  she  wa 
saying.  "  Her  voice  is  weak,"  he  thought,  "  but  all  the  iiii 
periousness  of  her  character  comes  out  in  her  intonation.  Shi 
lowers  her  voice  in  order  to  avoid  getting  angry." 

"  .'\nd  who  is  there  ?  "  he  said,  gently. 

"  The  advocate,  to  get  you  to  sign  your  appeal." 

"  I  shall  not  appeal." 

"  What  !  you  will  not  appeal,"  .she  said,  getting  up,  with  he 
eyes  sparkling  with  rage.     "  And  why,  if  you  please  ?  " 

"Because  I  feel  nt  the  present  time  that  I  have  the  courage 
to  die  without  giving  people  occasion  to  laugh  too  much  at  ni) 
exf)ense.  .And  who  will  guarantee  that  I  shall  be  in  so  sount 
a  frame  of  mind  in  two  months'  lime,  after  living  for  a  loiif 
time  in  this  damp  cell  ?  I  foresee  interviews  with  the  priests, 
with  my  fother.  I  can  imagine  nothing  more  unpleasant, 
Let's  die. 

This  unexpected  o|)position  awakened  all  the  haughtiness  >( 
Mathilde's  character.  She  had  not  managed  to  see  the  abbe 
de  Frilair  before  the  time  when  visitors  were  admitted  to  the 
cells  in  the  Besancjon  prison.  Her  fury  vented  itself  on 
Julicn.  She  adored  him,  and  nevertheless  she  exhibited  for  a 
good  quarter  of  an  hour  in  her  invective  against  his,  Julien's, 


THE  RED  AND  THE  BLACK  505 

character,  and  her  regret  at  having  ever  loved  him,  the  same 
haughty  soul  which  had  formerly  overwhelmed  him  with  such 
cutung  msults  m  the  library  of  the  hotel  de  la  Mole 

•'  In  justice  to  the  glory  of  your  stock,  Heaven  should  have 
had  you  born  a  man,"  he  said  to  her. 

"  But  as  for  myself."  he  thought,  "  I  should  be  very  foolish 
to  go  on  living  for  two  more  months  in  this  disgusting  place, 
to  serve  as  a  butt  for  all  the  infamous  humiliations  which  the 
patrician  party  can  devise,'  and  having  the  outburst  of  this 
mad  woman  for  my  only  consolation  .  .  .  Well  the  morninir 
after  to-morrow,  I  shall  fight  a  duel  with  a  man  known  for  his 
self  possession  and  his  remarkable  skill  ...  his  very  remark- 
able skill,"  said  the  Mephistophelian  part  of  him;  "he  never 
makes  a  m.ss.  Well  so  be  it-good."  (Mathilde  continued 
0  wa^  eloquent).  "No,  not  for  a  minute,"  he  said  to  himself, 
1  .shall  not  appeal. 

Having  made  this  resolution,  he  fell  into  meditation 

Ihe  courier  will  bring  the  paper  at  six  o'clock  as  usual,  as'he 
passes;  at  e,«ht  o'clock,  after  M.  de  Renal  has  finished  read- 
ing It,  Lhsa  will  go  on  tiptoe  and  place  it  on  her  bed.  Later 
on  she  will  wake  up ;  suddenly,  as  she  reads  it  she  will  Income 
troubled  ;  her  pretty  hands  wll  tremble ;  she  will  go  on 
reading  down  to  these  words  :  At  five  minutes  past  ten  he 
had  ceased  to  exist. 

"She  will  shed  hot  tear,,  I  know  her  ;  it  will  matter  nothing 
that  I  tried  to  assassinate  her-all  will  be  forgotten,  and  the 
person  whose  life  I  wished  to  take  will  be  the  only  one  who 
will  sincerely  lament  my  death. 

"  k\  that's  a  good  paradox,"  he  thought,  and  he  fhoueht 
about  nothing  except  madame  de  Renal  during  the  cood 
quarter  of  an  hour  which  the  scene  Mathilde  was  making 
st.Il  lasted.  In  spite  of  himself,  and  though  he  made  frequent 
answers  to  what  Mathilde  was  saying,  he  could  not  taki  his 
mind  away  from  the  thought  of  the  bedroom  at  Verricres 
He  saw  the  Besancjon  Gazette  on  the  counterpane  of  oranee 
taffeta ;  he  saw  that  white  hand  clutching  at  it  convulsively 
He  saw  madame  de  Renal  cry  .  .  .  He  followed  tl.e  path 
of  every  tear  over  her  charming  face.  ' 

Mademoisel!c  dc  ia  Mole,  being  unable  to  get  anything  ou 

'  The  speaker  i»  •  Jacobin. 
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of  Julien,  asked  the  advocate  to  come  in.  Fortunately,  h 
was  an  old  captain  of  the  Italian  army  of  1796,  where  he  ha 
been  a  comrade  of  Manuel. 

He  opposed  the  condemned  man's  resolution  as  a  matter  c 
form.  Wishing  to  treat  him  with  respect,  Julien  explained  a 
his  reasons. 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  can  understand  a  man  taking  the  vie' 
you  do,"  said  M.  Felix  Vaneau  (that  was  the  advocate's  namt 
to  him  at  last.  "  But  you  have  three  full  days  in  which  t 
appeal,  and  it  is  my  duty  to  come  back  every  day.  If 
volcano  were  to  open  under  the  prison  between  now  and  tw 
months'  time  you  would  be  saved.  You  might  die  of  illness, 
he  said,  looking  at  Julien. 

Julien  pressed  his  hand — "  I  thank  you,  you  are  a  goo 
fellow.     I  will  think  it  over." 

And  when  Mathilde  eventually  left  with  the  advocate,  h 
felt  much  more  affection  for  the  advocate  than  for  her. 


a  good 


CHAPTER  LXXIII 

When  he  was  deep  asleep  an  hour  afterwards,  he  was  woken 
up  by  feeling  tears  flow  over  his  hand.  "  Oh,  it  is  Mathilde 
again,"  he  thought,  only  half  awake.  "  She  has  come  again, 
faithful  to  her  tactics  of  attacking  my  resolution  by  her  senti- 
mentalism."  Bored  by  the  prospect  of  this  new  scene  of 
hackneyed  pathos  he  did  not  open  his  eyes.  The  verses  of 
Belphegor,  as  he  ran  away  from  his  wife,  came  into  his  mind. 
He  heard  a  strange  sigh  He  opened  his  eyes.  It  was 
madaine  de  Renal. 

"  Ah,  so  I  see  you  again  before  I  die,  or  is  it  an  illusion," 
he  exclaimed  as  he  threw  himself  at  her  feet. 

"But,  forgive  me,  madame,  you  m-st  look  upon  me 
as  a  mere  murderer,"  he  said,  immediately,  as  he  recovered 
himself. 

"  Monsieur,  I  have  come  to  entreat  you  to  appeal ;  I  know 
you  do  not  want  to  .  .  .  ."  her  sobs  choked  her  ;  she  was 
unable  to  speak. 

"  Deign  to  forgive  me." 

"  If  you  want  me  to  forgive  you,"  she  said  to  him,  getting 
up  and  throwing  herself  into  his  arms,  "  appeal  immediately 
against  your  death  sentence." 

Julien  covered  her  with  kisses. 

"  Will  you  come  and  see  me  every  day  during  those  two 
months  ?  " 

"  I  swear  it— every  day,  unless  my  husband  forbids  me." 

"  I  will  sign  it,"  exclaimed  Julien. 

"  NVhat !  you  really  forgive  me  !     Is  it  possshle  ?  " 

rie  clasped  her  in  his  arms ;  he  was  mad.  She  gave  a  little 
cry. 
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"  It  is  nothing,"  she  said  to  him.     "  You  hurt  me." 

"Your    shoulder,"  exclaimed   Julien,   bursting    into  teai 
He  drew  back  a  little,  and  covered  her  hands  with  kisses 
fire.     "  Who  could  have  prophesied  this,  dear,  the  last  time 
saw  you  in  your  room  at  Verrieres  ?  " 

"  Who  could  have  prophesied  then  that  I  should  write  tli 
infamous  letter  to  M.  de  la  Mole?" 

"  Know  that  I  have  always  loved  you,  and  that  I  have  nevi 
loved  anyone  but  you." 

"Is  it  possible?"  cried  Madame  de  Renal,  who  w; 
delighted  in  her  turn.  She  leant  on  Julien,  who  was  on  h 
knees,  and  they  cried  silently  for  a  long  time. 

Julien  had  never  experienced  moments  like  this  at  ar 
period  of  his  whole  life. 

"  And  how  about  that  young  madame  Michelet  ? "  s;ii 
Madan.e  de  Renal,  a  long  time  afterwards  when  they  were  ah 
to  speak.  Or  rather,  that  mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  ?  for  1  ai 
really  beginning  to  believe  in  that  strange  romance." 

"It  is  only  superficially  true,"  answered  Julien.     "She 
my  wife,  but  she  is  not  my  mistress." 

After  interrupting  each  other  a  hundred  times  over,  the 
managed  with  great  difficulty  to  explain  to  each  other  wh; 
they  did  not  know.  The  letter  written  to  M.  de  la  Mol 
had  been  drafted  by  the  young  priest  who  directed  Madame  d 
Renal's  conscience,  and  had  been  subsequently  copied  by  he 
— "  What  a  horrible  thing  religion  has  made  me  do,"  she  sai 
to  him,  "  and  even  so  I  softened  the  most  awful  passages  i 
the  letter." 

Julien's  ecstatic  happiness  proved  the  fulness  of  her  foi 
giveness.     He  had  never  been  so  mad  with  love. 

"  And  yet  I  regard  myself  as  devout,"  madame  de  Reus 
went  on  to  .say  to  him  in  the  ensuing  conversatioii.  "  I  heliev 
sincerely  in  Ood  !  I  equally  believe,  and  I  even  have  full  pnxi 
of  it,  that  the  crime  which  I  am  committing  is  an  awful  one 
and  yet  the  very  minute  I  .see  you,  even  after  you  have  i'\m 
two  pistol  shots  at  me — "  and  at  this  point,  in  spite  of  he 
resistance,  Julien  covered  her  with  1  '-'■"s. 

"  Leave  me  alone,"  she  continued,  '  I  want  to  argue  witl 
you,  I  am  frightened  lest  I  should  for-^t-t  .  .  .  The  ven 
minute  I  see  you  all  my  duties  disappear.  I  have  nothin. 
but  love  for  you,  dear,  or  rather,  the  word  love  is  too  weak 
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I  feel  for  you  what  I  ought  only  to  feel  for  (Jod  ;  a  mixture 
of  respect,  love,  obedience  ...  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I 
don't  know  what  you  inspire  me  with  ...  If  you  were 
to  tell  me  to  stab  the  gaoler  with  a  knife,  the  crime  would  be 
committed  before  I  had  given  it  a  thought.  Explain  this 
very  clearly  to  me  before  I  leave  you.  I  want  to  see  down 
to  the  bottom  of  my  heart ;  for  we  shall  take  leave  of  each 
other  m  two  months  ...  By  the  bye,  shall  we  take 
leave  of  each  other  ?  "  she  said  to  him  with  a  smile. 

"I  take  back  my  words,"  exclaimed  Julien,  getting  up, 
"  I  shall  not  appeal  from  my  death  sentence,  if  you  try,  either 
by  poison,  knife,  pistol,  charcoal,  or  any  other  means  whatso- 
ever, to  put  an  end  to  your  life,  or  make  any  attempt  upon 

Madame  de  Renal's  expression  suddenly  changed.  The 
most  lively  tenderness  was  succeeded  by  a  mood  of  deep 
meditation.  *^ 

"  Supposing  we  were  to  die  at  once,"  she  said  to  him. 

"  Who  knows  what  one  will  find  in  the  other  life,"  answered 
Julien,  "  perhaps  torment,  perhaps  nothing  at  all.  Cannot 
we  pass  two  delicious  months  together  ?  Two  months  means 
a  good  many  days.     I  shall  never  have  been  so  happy." 

"  You  will  never  have  been  so  happy  ?  " 

"Never,"  repeated  Julien  ecstatically,  "and  I  am  talking 
to  you  just  as  I  should  talk  to  myself.  May  God  save 
me  from  exaggerating." 

"  Words  like  that  are  a  command,"  she  said  with  a  timid 
melancholy  smile. 

"Well,  you  will  swear  by  the  love  you  have  for  me  to 
make  no  attempt  either  direct  or  indirect,  upon  your'li'e 
.  .  .  remember,"  he  added,  "  that  you  must  Hve  for  my 
son,  whom  Mathilde  will  hand  over  to  lackeys  as  soon  as  she 
IS  marquise  de  Croisenois  " 

"  I  swear,"  she  answered  coldly,  "  but  I  want  to  take  away 
your  notice  of  appeal,  drawn  and  signed  by  yourself  I  will 
go  myself  to  M.  the  procureur-general." 

"  Be  careful,  you  will  compromise  yourself." 

"  After  having  taken  the  step  of  coming  to  see  you  in  your 
prison    I  shall  be  a  heroine  of  local   scandal  for  Besancon 
and  the  whole  of  Franche-Comte,"  she  said  very  dejectedly' 
I  have  crossed  the  bounds  of  austere  modesty  f 
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am  a  woman  who  has  lost  her  honour ;  it  is  true  that  it 
for  your  sake.     .     .     ." 

Her  tone  was  so  sad  that  Julien  embraced  her  with 
happiness  which  was  quite  novel  to  him.  It  was  no  longer  t 
intoxication  of  love,  it  was  extreme  gratitude.  He  had  ji 
realised  for  the  first  time  the  full  extent  of  the  sacrifice  whi 
she  had  made  for  him. 

Some  charitable  soul,  .10  doubt  informed  M.  de  Renal 
the  long  visits  which  his  wife  paid  to  Julien's  prison ;  for 
the  end  of  three  days   he  sent  her  his  carriage   with  tl 
express  order  to  return  to  Verriires  immediately. 

This  cruel  separation  had  been  a  bad  beginning  for  Julier 
day.  He  was  informed  two  or  three  hours  later  that  a  certa 
intriguing  priest  (who  had,  however,  never  managed  to  mal 
any  headway  among  the  Jesuits  of  Besan9on)  had,  since  tl 
morning,  established  himself  in  the  street  outside  the  prise 
gates.  It  was  raining  a  great  deal,  and  the  man  out  the 
was  pretending  to  play  the  martyr.  Julien  was  in  a  wes 
mood,  and  this  piece  of  stupidity  annoyed  him  deeply. 

In  the  morning,  he  had  already  refused  this  priest's  visi 
but  the  man  had  taken  it  into  his  head  to  confess  Julien,  ar 
to  win  a  name  for  himself  among  the  young  women  1 
Besan9on  by  all  the  confidences  which  he  would  pretend  1 
have  received  from  him. 

He  declared  in  a  loud  voice  that  he  would  pass  the  da 
and  the  night  by  the  prison  gates.  •«  God  has  sent  me  I 
touch  the  heart  of  this  apostate  .  .  ."  and  the  low( 
classes,  who  are  always  curious  to  see  a  scene,  began  t 
make  a  crowd. 

"  Yes,  my  brothers,"  he  said  to  them,  "  I  will  pass  the  ds 
here  and  the  night,  as  well  as  all  the  days  and  all  the  nighi 
which  will  follow.  The  Holy  Ghost  has  spoken  to  me.  I  ar 
commissioned  from  above ;  I  am  the  man  who  must  save  th 
soul  of  young  Sorel.     Do  you  join  in  my  prayers,  etc." 

Julien  had  a  horror  of  scandal,  and  of  anything  whid 
could  attract  attention  to  him.  He  thought  of  seizing  th 
opportunity  of  escaping  from  the  world  incognito ;  but  h 
had  some  hope  of  seeing  madame  de  R^nal  again,  and  he  wa 
desperately  in  love. 

The  prison  gates  were  situated  in  one  of  the  most  populoui 
streets.     His  soul  was  tortured  by  the  idea  of  this  filthy  pries 
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attracting  a  crowd  and  creating  a  scandal— "and  doubtless 
he  IS  repeating  my  name  at  every  single  minute ' "  ']  his 
moment  was  more  painful  than  death. 

He  called  the  turnkey  who  was  devoted  to  him,  and  sent 
sent  him  two  or  three  times  at  intervals  of  one  hour  to  see 
if  the  priest  was  still  by  the  prison  gates 

"heTrnn'hol'h^  I^'  '"'"'^^  '°  ^'"^  °"  ^^^^   occasion, 
he  IS  on  both  his  knees  m  the  mud;  he  is  praying  at  the 
top  of  his  voice,  and  saying  litanies  for  your  soul  » 

h/Z^,!ii'"S"'^'J''  ^f°u\  '''^"S^'  J""^"-  At'this  moment 
he  actually  heard  a  dull  buzz.  It  was  the  responses  of  the 
people  to  the  litanies.  His  patience  was  strained  to  the  utmost 
when  he  saw  the  turnkey  himself  move  his  lips  while  he 
repeated  the  Latin  words.  ^ 

"They  are  beginning  to  say,"  added  the  turnkey,  "that 

fhTs  hT-an"  '  '"'  '"'"'^  ''"'  ^°  ^^'"^^  ^^^  *^^'P  °^ 
"Oh  my  counu-y,  how  barbarous  you  still  are!"  exclaimed 

rl'nV?h'''t.'r'!l'  "'l'^  ^"«^^-  ^"^  he  contS^Sed  ht 
ke/spreL^e  '  ^''^^out  giving  a  thought  to  the  turn 

"The  man  wants  an  article  in  the  paper  about  him  anH 
that's  a  way  in  which  he  will  certainly  geVit  ' 

.nhJ^l'  J?  "''u'^'i  P^o^'n'-J^'S'  At  Paris  I  should  not  be 
^iT^  .u  ■  ^\  '^^'"  annoyances.  There  they  are  more 
skilled  in  their  charlatanism.  ' 

"Show  in  the  holy  priest,'  he  said  at  last  to  the  tumkev 
and  great  streams  of  sweat  flowed  down  his  forehead       The 
turnkey  made  the  sign  of  the  cross  and  went  out  rejoicing 

The  holy  priest  turned  out  to  be  very  ugly,  he  was  even 
d.rt,er  than  he  was  ugly.  The  cold  'rain  "intens^ed  Ihe 
obscurity  and  dampness  of  the  cell.  The  priest  wanted  tn 
embrace  Julien,  and  began  to  wax  pathetic'as  he  spoke  o 
him.  The  basest  hypocrisy  was  only  too  palpable-  fulien 
had  never  been  so  angry  in  his  whole  life  '   •'       " 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  after  the  priest  had  come  in  Tulien 

elt  an  absolute  coward.      Death  appeared   horrible  to  S 

for  the  first  time       He  began   to   think   abouf  he  state  Tf 

eS£;?etcretc^'  '''  '''''  ^^"^^  "^  '"  -°  ^^^  -^^Mht 

He  was  on  the  point  of  betraying  himself  by  some  sign  of 
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weakness  or  throwing  himself  on  the  priest  and  stranglir 
him  with  his  chain,  when  it  occurred  to  him  to  beg  the  ho 
man  to  go  and  say  a  good  forty  franc  mass  for  him  on  thi 
very  day, 

It  was  twelve  o'clock,  so  the  priest  took  himself  off. 


CHAPTER  LXXIV 


As  soon  as  he  had  gone  out  Juhen  wept  desperately  and  for  a 
rir?V  h"k  ^'''^""Jy  "'^'"'"^^  '°  himself  that  if  madame 

weakness  to  her.     The   moment  when  he  was  regretting  the 
ab^nce  of  this  beloved  woman  he  heard  Mathilde's  stei^ 

The  worst  evil  of  being  in  prison,"  he  thought  "is  one's 
mbihty  to  close  one's  door."    All  Mathilde  said  only  iJriuted 

tofhl^S  ^*  K-  '^^V^-  ^^V^l«"°d  had  had  his  nomination 
to  the  perfectship  in  his  pocket  on  the  day  of  his  trial,  and  had 
consequently  dared  to  defy  M.  de  Frilair  and  give  himself  the 
pleasure  of  condemning  him  to  death. 

"Why  did  your  friend  take  it  into  his  head,"  M.  do  Frilair 
JUS  said  to  me,  "to  awaken  and  attack  the  petty  vanhy  of 
that  bourgeois  aristocracy.  Why  talk  about  cite?  He 
pointed  out  to  them  what  they  ought  to  do  in  their  own 
pohtical  mterest ;  the  fools  had  not  been  giving  it  a  thouTh" 
and  were  quite  ready  to  weep.  That  ciste  interest  infer 
vened  and  blinded  their  eyes  t'o  the  horror  of  Slm^^g 

man  to  death  One  must  admit  that  M.  Sorel  is  ver? 
Sbnfor"^'  ^'  ^\do"ot  succeed  in  saving  him  by  a 
^T1\a  ^  '^P"^''^;  ?''  ^^*h  «'•"  be  a  kind  of  suicide." 
.h^h  K  kT  *'^^^"'  ",°'  ^°  *^"  J"'''^"  »  "tatter  concerning 
ahS  h1  TT -f  •  "°*  "°  i°"8er  any  doubts;  it  was  that  hf 
thJf-.  ^^^^^  l^^*"«  ^^^^  J""«"  *^  ruined,  had  thought 
£  suc^s^i^.  "'  '''  ''"^'''^"^  P^°J^^^^  ^°  ^'y  ^"d  be3 
"Go  and  listen  to  a  mass  for  me,"  he  said  to  Mathilrfp 
almost  beside  himself  with  vexation  knd  impotent  V^^^d 
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leave  me  a  moment  in  peace.  Mathilde  who  was  already  ve 
jealous  of  madame  de  Renal's  visits  and  who  had  just  leam< 
of  her  departure  realised  the  cause  of  Julien's  bad  temper  ar 
burst  into  tears. 

Her  grief  was  real ;  Julien  saw  this  and  was  only  the  mo 
irritated.  He  had  a  crying  need  of  solitude,  and  how  was  i 
to  get  it  ? 

Eventually  Mathilde,  after  having  tried  to  melt  him  I 
every  possible  argument,  left  him  alone.  But  almost  at  tl 
same  moment,  Fouque  presented  herself. 

*'  I  need  to  be  alone,"  he  said,  to  this  faithful  friend,  ar 
as  he  saw  him  hesitate :  "  I  am  composing  a  memorial  f( 
my  petition  for  pardon  ....  one  thing  more  .  .  . 
do  me  a  favour,  and  never  speak  to  me  about  death.  If 
have  need  of  any  especial  sei  vices  on  that  day,  let  me  be  tl 
first  to  speak  to  you  about  it." 

When  Julien  had  eventually  procured  solitude,  he  four 
himself  more  prostrate  and  more  cowardly  than  he  had  bee 
before.  'Ihe  little  force  which  this  enfeebled  soul  sti 
possessed  had  all  been  spent  in  concealing  his  condition  froi 
mademoiselle  de  la  Mole. 

Towards  the  evening  he  found  consolation  in  this  idea. 

"  If  at  the  very  moment  this  morning,  when  death  seeme 
so  ugly  to  me,  I  had  been  given  notice  of  my  execution,  th 
pulic  eye  would  have  acted  as  a  spur  to  glory,  my  demeanoi 
would  perhaps  have  had  a  certain  stiffness  about  it,  like 
nervous  fop  entering  a  salon.  A  few  penetrating  people, 
there  are  any  amongst  these  provincial  might  have  managed! 
divine  my  weakness  ....  But  no  one  would  hav 
seen  it." 

And  he  felt  relieved  of  part  of  his  unhappiness.  "  I  am 
coward  at  this  very  moment,"  he  sang  to  himself,  '*  but  n 
one  will  know  it." 

An  even  more  unpleasant  episode  awaited  him  on  th^ 
following  day.  His  father  had  been  announcing  that  he  woul( 
come  and  see  him  for  some  time  past :  the  old  white-haire 
carpenter  appeared  in  Julien's  cell  before  he  woke  up. 

Julien  felt  weak,  he  was  anticipating  the  most  unpleasan 
reproaches.  His  painful  emotion  was  intensified  by  the  fac 
that  on  this  particular  morning  he  felt  a  keen  remorse  for  no 
loving  his  father. 
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"Chance  placed  us  next  to  each  other  in  the  world  "  h^ 

romLn°°"i  ^  ^^^^  ""^'^  ''''^°"*  witnesses,  the  old  man 
commenced  his  stern  reproaches. 

wikness-^hL^S^/'K-'^'^r^'^  '""^-  "^h^t  «"  ""worthy 
wMkness,     he  said  to  himself  querulously.     "He  will  eo  aboiJ 

everywhere  exaggerating  my  lack  of  courage  :  whit  a  triumnh 

t  Lif  "xt;"'  '"  ^"  ^'^  '^^"°"^  hy^criTes  Iho  3n 

1/.:  V  7^^  "^  ''^'^  g^«^*'"  France,  they  combine  all 
he  social  advantages.  But  hitherto.  I  could  ai  any  rat"  sav 
0  myself,  It  IS  true  they  are  in  receipt  of  money,  and  That  aU 

the  honours  lavished  on  them,  but  I  have  a  noble  heart 

iJut  nere  is  a  witness  whom  everyone  will  believ*.    a«^ 

who  w;„   testify  to  the  whole  of  VeSel    hat  Tshe^ 

IT^TX  K  '"  '""fTl^  "'^^  ^'^'^'  -"d  who  will  exagS 
It  into  the  bargain  !  I  shall  be  taken  for  a  coward  in  an  oS 
which  comes  home  to  all ! "  ^ 

«J"rT-  "^f  t"^^''^y  desperate.  He  did  not  know  how  to  set 
>d  of  his  father.     He  felt  it  absolutely  beyond  his  strenSi 

ZTn^'  "^r""''  of  deceiving  so  shrewd  an  old  maf 
„J?^'  ""'""^  ""^P'^^'y  "-e^^ewed  all  the  alternatives.     "  I  have 
saved  some  money,"  he  suddenly  exclaimed. 

old  IV3"nT,?'"°?"'''^  "  "^*"g"  '"  ^he  expression  of  the 
ow  man  and  in  Julien's  own  condition. 

quiets      Thf '  ^  '?/i'P?n  °^  •'^"  ^°"^'""«i  J"Jien  more 

mSity.  '''"''    '^^  ''''"  ^'"^   ^'•°-  -"y  feeling  of 

The  old  carpenter  was  burning  not  to  let  the  mnnAv  «H« 

yhim  but  it  seemed  that  Julien  wanted  to  leave  pa7o'? 

lulSfXnSal."^  '-''-'  "  '-'''  -^  -^^^  --tion! 
win  ^5"'?^-^^°^^  J*''  Siven  me  a  message  with  regard  to  my 
^'rJt  to  yo'u"  ' ''°"'"'  '"""  ^°  ^^^^  °^  '"y  br'others  an  J 

vour  dSr?       t*'  ^^!"  gracious  enough  to  touch  your  heart. 

cSttn  T^'  '°  ^'  ^^  '^  y°^  '^^^  to  di«  like  »  g^ 
thnstian.    There  are.  moreover,  the  expenses  of  your  bc«rd 
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and  your  education,  which  I  advanced  to  you,  but  which  j 
are  not  thinking  of." 

"Such  is  paternal  love,"  repeated  Julien  to  him» 
dejectedly,  when  he  was  at  last  alone.  Soon  the  gac 
appeared. 

"  Monsieur,  I  always  bring   my  visitors  a  good  bottle 
champagne  after  near  relations  have  come  to  see  them.     Il 
a  little  dear,  six  francs  a  bottle,  but  it  rejoices  the  heart." 

"  Bring  three  glasses,"  said  Julien  to  him,  with  a  child 
eagerness,  •*  and  bring  in  two  of  the  prisoners  whom  I  hs 
heard  walking  about  in  the  corridor."  The  gaoler  brought  t 
men  in  to  him  who  had  once  been  condemned  to  the  gallo 
and  had  now  been  convicted  of  the  same  offence  again,  a 
were  preparing  to  return  to  penal  servitude.  They  were  v( 
cheerful  scoundrels,  and  really  very  remarkable  by  reas 
of  their  subtlety,  their  courage,  and  their  coolness. 

"  If  you  give  me  twenty  francs,"  said  one  of  them  to  Juli( 
"  I  will  tell  you  the  story  of  my  life  in  detail.     It's  rich." 

"  But  you  will  lie,"  said  Julien. 

"  Not  me,"  he  answered,  "  my  friend  there,  who  is  jealous 
my  twenty  francs  will  give  me  away  if  I  say  anything  untrui 

His  history  was  atrocious.  It  was  evidence  of  a  couragec 
heart  which  had  only  one  passion — that  of  money. 

After  their  departure  Julien  was  no  longer  the  same  mi 
All  his  anger  with  himself  had  disappeared.     The  awful  gr 
which  had  been  poisoned  and  rendered  more  acute  by  t 
weakness  of  which  he  had  been  a  victim  since  madame 
Renal's  departure  had  turned  to  melancholy. 

"It  I  had  been  less  taken  in  by  appearances,"  he  said 
himself,  "  I  would  have  had  a  better  chance  of  seeing  that  t 
Paris  salons  are  full  of  honest  men  like  my  father,  or  cle\ 
scoundrels  like  those  felons.  They  are  right.  The  men 
the  salons  never  get  up  in  the  morning  with  this  poigna 
thought  in  their  minds,  how  am  I  going  to  get  my  dinne 
They  boast  about  their  honesty  and  when  they  are  sumraom 
on  the  jury,  they  take  pride  in  convicting  the  man  who  h 
stolen  a  silver  dish  because  he  felt  starving. 

"  But  if  there  is  a  court,  and  it'r   i  question  of  losing 
wiiining  a   portfolio,  my  worthy  saiL,n   people  will  comn 
crimes  exactly  similar  to  thosCj  which  the  need  of  getting 
dinner  inspired  those  two  felons  to  perpetrate. 
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"There  is  no  such  thing  as  natural  law,  the  expression  is 
nothing  more  than  a  silly  anachronism  well  worthy  of  the 
^rHlfH^""^'^^  who  harried  me  the  other  day,  and  whose 
^andfather  was  enriched  by  one  of  the  confiscations  of  Louis 

a  k^Lto  farhid  1  rmim  thing  yndn.  p,i,.  uf  i^nijl.u.Lnt. 

°Lthe  ffiS..,gr,the,o.efidjDi:a-rr«tatHr«  who  wo^eeW^w^,^ 
toputUmmi^^  No.  the  people  wlZwhTZld 

honawpe  merely  villams  who  have  had  the  good  fortune 

stiet°v  nT  ^"'"  ''"^^'  red-handed.  The  pros! cutor  whom 
society  put  on  my  track  was  enriched  by  an  infamous  act      I 

tt'VZT'.  \'""^^^^' ^"d  I  ^"^  justly  condemned,  but 
the  Valenod  who  has  condemned  me,  is  by  reason  alone  of 
*«  w?.?""?^  a  hundred  times  more  harmful  to  society 

well,  added  Julien  sadly  but  not  angrily,  "in  soite  of 
his  avarice  my  father  is  worth  more  than  all  those  men  He 
never  loved  me.  The  disgrace  I  bring  upon  him  by  an 
infamous  death  has  proved  the  last  straw.  That  fear  of  lacking 
money,  that  distorted  view  of  the  wickedness  of  mankind^ 
^nVnH'"""'^  avarice,  make  him  find  a  treme,  ious  consoU 
ation  and  sense  of  security  in  a  sum  of  three  or  lour  hundred 
ouis,  which  I  have  been  able  to  leave  him.     Some  Suniy. 

vemeres.       Which  of  you  would  not  be  delighted       have  a 

This  philosophy  might  be  true,  but  it  was  of  such  ^  character 
as  to  make  him  wish  for  death.  In  this  way  five  '  ?  davs 
went  by.  He  was  polite  and  gentle  to  Mathilde,  ,vnom  he 
saw  was  exasperated  by  the  most  violent  jealousy  One 
evening  Julien  seriously  thought  of  taking  his  own  lifr  His 
soul  was  demoralised  by  the  deep  unhappiness  in  which 
madame  de  Renal's  departure  had  thrown  him.  He  couJd 
Z.T'  ^^  ^^"'"'^  '"  anything,  either  in  real  life  or  n 
.L?u-'l  °f u^^  '^agination.  Lack  of  exercise  began  ■ 
mltL^nnf  ^'  ^"^  to  produce  in  him  all  the  weakness  and 
exaltation  of  a  young  German  student-      H^  bean  to  '— 

unrfJn-i'^/.i''^'''"  J^'^^  '^P^'^  ^^^h  ^  drastic  oath  certain 
undignified  ideas  which  besiege  the  soul  of  the  unhappy. 

I  loved  truth.     .     .     Where  is  it?     Hypocrisy  everywhere. 
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or  at  any  rate  charlatanism.  Even  in  the  most  virtuous,  eve 
in  the  greatest,"  and  his  lips  assumed  an  expression  of  disgui 
"  No,  man  cannot  trust  man." 

"  Madame  de when  she  was  making  a  collection  for  h 

poor  orphans,  used  to  tell  me  that  such  and  such  a  prince  hs 
just  given  ten  louis,  a  sheer  lie.  But  what  am  I  talking  abou 
Napoleon  at  St.  Helena.  .  .  Pure  charlatantism  like  t\ 
proclamation  in  favour  of  the  lf'j]g  "f  P^m" 

''^^^^fflfX"^ '    ^^  a  man  ll*^^  *^''*  'W  a 

fortu 


mi 


human  speciesj 
'^"^Wligre^s**  truth  ?  In  religion.  Yes,"  he  added,  with 
bitter  smile  of  utter  contempt.  "  In  the  mouth  of  the  Maslon 
the  Frilairs,  the  Castanede,— perhaps  in  that  true  Christianil 
whose  'iests  were  not  paid  any  more  than  were  the  apostle 
But  S.  Paul  was  paid  by  the  pleasure  of  commandini 
speaking,  getting  himself  talked  about." 

"  Oh,  if  there  were  only  a  true  religion.  Fool  that  I  an 
I  see  a  Gothic  cathedral  and  venerable  stained-glass  windowi 
and  my  weak  heart  conjures  up  the  priest  to  fit  the  scen( 
My  soul  would  understand  him,  my  soul  has  need  of  him. 
only  find  a  nincompoop  with  dirty  hair.  About  as  comfortin 
as  a  chevalier  de  Beauvoisis. 

"But  a  true  priest,  a  Massillon,  a  Fenelon.  Massillo 
sacrificed  Dubois.  Saint-Simon's  memoirs  have  spoilt  th 
illusion,  of  Fenelon,  but  he  was  a  true  priest  anyway.  Ii 
those  days,  tender  souls  could  have  a  place  in  the  worli 
where  they  could  met  together.  We  should  not  then  havi 
beep  isolated.  That  good  priest  would  have  talked  to  us  o 
G^a.  But  what  God  ?  Not  the  one  of  the  Bible,  a  cnie 
jfetly  despot,  full  of  vindictiveness,  but  the  God  of  Voltaire 
N^ust,  good,  infinite." 

He  was  troubled  by  all  the  memories  of  that  Bible  whicl 
he  knew  by  heart.  "  But  how  on  earth,  when  the  deity  ii 
three  people  all  at  the  same  time,  is  one  to  believe  in  tb( 
great  name  of  GOD,  after  the  frightful  way  in  which  oui 
priests  have  abused  it." 

"  Living  alone.     What  a  torture." 

"  I  am  growing  mad  and  unreasonable,"  said  Julien  to 
himself,  striking  his  forehead.     '•  I  am  alone  here  in  this  cell, 
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but  I  have  not  lived  alone  on  earth.  I  had  the  powerful  idea 
of  duty.  The  duty  which  rightly  or  wrongly  I  laid  down  for 
myself,  has  been  to  me  like  the  trunk  of  a  so'id  tree  which  I 
could  lean  on  during  the  storm,  I  stumbled,  I  was  agitated. 
After  all  I  was  only  a  man,  but  I  was  not  swept  away. 

"  It  must  be  the  damp  air  of  this  cell  which  made  me  think 
of  bemg  alone. 

"Why  should  I  still  play  the  hypocrite  by  cursing 
hypocrisy?  It  is  neither  death,  nor  the  cell,  nor  the  damp 
air,  but  madame  de  Renal's  absence  which  prostrates  me 
If,  in  order  to  see  her  at  Verri^res,  I  had  to  live  whole  weeks 
at  Verrieres  concealed  in  the  cellars  of  her  house,  would  I 
ccmplain  ?  " 

'•The  influence  of  my  contemporaries  wins  the  day"  he 
said  aloud  with  a  bitter  laugh.  "Though  I  am  talking  to 
myself  and  within  an  ace  of  death,  I  still  play  the  hypocrite 
Oh  you  nineteenth  century  !  ..  hunter  fires  a  gun  shot  in  the 
forest,  his  quarry  falls,  he  hastens  forward  to  seize  it  His 
foot  knocks  against  a  two-foot  anthill,  knocks  down  the 
dwelling  place  of  the  ants,  and  scatters  the  ants  and  their 
eggs  far  and  wide.  The  most  philosophic  among  the  ants 
will  never  be  able  to  understand  that  black,  gigantic  and 
ten-ifying  body,  the  hunter's  boot,  which  suddenly  invaded 
their  home  with  incredible  rapidity,  preceded  by  a  frightful 
noise,  and  accompanied  by  flashes  of  reddish  fire." 

"  In  the  same  way,  death,  life  and  eternity,  are  very  simple 
things  for  anyone  who  has  organs  sufficiently  vast  to  conceive 
them.  An  ephemeral  fly  is  born  at  nine  o'clock  in  the 
morning  in  the  long  summer  days,  to  die  at  five  o'clock  in 
the  evening.     How  is  it  to  understand  the  word  '  night '  ?  " 

"  Give  it  five  more  hours  of  existence,  and  it  will  see  nie 
and  understand  its  meaning." 

^."§q.  m  niY  rasr.T  shall  dlf  iir,.Ihtfjtgfi,jti  twentv-three. 

He  began  to  laugh  like  Mephistopheles.     How  foolish  to 
debate  these  great  problems. 

"(i).     I  am  as  hypocritical  as  though  there  were  someone 
there  to  listen  to  me. 

"  (3).     I  am  forgetting  to  live  and  to  love  when  I  h?  .e  so 
lew  days  lef^  to  live.     Alas,  madame  de  Renal  is  aosent ; 


night, 
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perhaps  her  husband  will  not  let  her  come  back  to  Besan^on 
any  more,  to  go  on  compromising  her  honour." 

"That  is  what  makes  me  lonely,  and  not  the  absence  of  a 
God  who  is  just,  good  and  omnipotent,  devoid  of  malice,  and 
in  no  wise  greedy  of  vengeance." 

"  Oh,  if  He  did  exist.  Alas  I  should  fall  at  His  feet.  I 
have  deserved  death,  I  should  say  to  Him,  but  oh  Thou  great 
God,  good  God,  indulgent  God,  give  me  back  her  whom 
Hove!" 

By  this  time  the  night  was  far  advanced.  After  an  hour  or 
two  of  peaceful  sleep,  Fouque  arrived. 

Tulien  felt  strongly  resolute,  like  a  man  who  sees  to  the 
bottom  of  his  soul.* 


CHAPTER  LXXV 


**  I  cannot  play  such  a  trick  on  that  poor  abbe  Chas-Bemard, 
as  to  summon  him,"  he  said  to  Fouque :  "  't  would  prevent  him 
from  dining  for  three  whole  days.  But  try  and  find  some 
Jansenist  who  is  a  friend  of  M.  Pirard." 

Fouque  was  impatiently  waiting  for  this  suggestion.  Julien 
acquitted  himself  becomingly  of  all  the  duty  a  man  owes  to 
provincial  opinion.  Thanks  to  M.  the  ablx^  de  Frilair,  and  in 
spite  of  his  bad  choice  of  a  confessor,  Julien  enjoyed  in  his  cell 
the  protection  of  the  priestly  congregation ;  with  a  little  more 
diplomacy  he  might  have  managed  to  escape.  But  the  bad 
air  of  the  cell  produced  its  effect,  and  his  strength  of  mind 
diminished.  But  this  only  intensified  his  happiness  at  madame 
de  R£nL.i's  return. 

"  My  first  duty  is  towards  you,  my  dear,"  she  said  as  she 
embraced  him ;  "  I  have  run  away  from  Verri^es." 

Julien  felt  no  petty  vanity  in  his  relations  with  her,  and  told 
her  all  his  weaknesses.     She  was  good  and  charm    ,;    i  him. 

In  the  evening  she  had  scarcely  left  the  prison  before  she 
made  the  priest,  who  had  clung  on  to  Julien  like  a  veritable 
prey,  go  to  her  aunt's  :  as  his  only  object  was  to  win  prestige 
among  the  young  women  who  belonged  to  good  Besan9on 
society,  madame  de  Renal  easily  prevailed  upon  him  tc  go  and 
perform  a  novena  at  the  abbey  of  Bray-le-Haut. 

No  words  can  do  justice  to  the  madness  and  extravagance 
of  Julien's  love. 

By  means  of  gold,  and  by  using  and  abusing  the  influence 
of  her  aunt,  who  was  devout,  rich  and  well-known,  madame  de 
R^nal  managed  to  see  him  twice  a  day. 

At  this  news,  Mathilde's  jealousy  reached  a  pitch  of  positive 
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madness.  M.  de  Frilair  had  confessed  to  her  that  all  his 
influence  did  not  go  so  far  as  to  admit  of  flouting  the  conven- 
tions by  allowing  her  to  see  her  sweetheart  more  than  once 
every  diay.  Mathilde  had  madame  de  Renal  followed  so  as  to 
know  the  smallest  thing  she  did.  M.  de  Frilair  exhausted  all 
the  resources  of  an  extremely  clever  intellect  in  order  to  prove 
to  her  that  Julien  was  unworthy  of  her. 

Plunged  though  she  was  in  all  these  torments,  she  only 
loved  him  the  more,  and  made  a  horrible  scene  nearly  every 
day. 

Julien  wished,  with  all  his  might,  to  behave  to  the  very  end 
like  an  honourable  man  towards  this  poor  young  girl  whom  he 
had  so  strangely  compromised,  but  the  reckless  love  which  he 
felt  for  madame  de  Renal  swept  him  away  at  every  single 
minute.  When  he  could  not  manage  to  persuade  Mathilde 
of  the  innocence  of  her  rival's  visits  by  all  his  thin  excuses,  he 
would  say  to  himself:  "at  any  rate,  the  end  of  the  drama 
ought  to  be  quite  near.  The  very  fact  of  not  being  able  to  lie 
better  will  be  an  excuse  for  me." 

Mademoiselle  de  La  Mole  learnt  of  the  death  of  the  marquis 
de  Croisenois.  The  rich  M.  de  Thaler  had  indulged  in  some 
unpleasant  remarks  concerning  Mathilde's  disappearance :  M. 
de  Croisenois  went  and  asked  him  to  recant  them :  M.  de 
Thaler  showed  him  some  anonymous  letters  which  had  been 
sent  to  him,  and  which  were  full  of  detail  so  artfully  put 
together  that  the  poor  marquis  could  not  help  catching  a 
glimpse  of  the  truth. 

M.  de  Thaler  indulged  in  some  jests  which  were  devoid  of 
all  taste.  Maddened  by  anger  and  unhappiness,  M.  de 
Croisenois  demanded  such  unqualified  satisfaction,  that  the 
millionaire  preferred  to  fight  a  duel.  Stupidity  triumphed,  and 
one  of  the  most  lovable  of  men  met  with  his  death  before  he 
was  twenty-four. 

This  death  produced  a  strange  and  morbid  impression  on 
Julien's  demoralised  soul. 

"  Poor  Croisenois,"  he  said  to  Mathilde,  "  really  behaved 
very  reasonably  and  very  honourably  towards  us ;  he  had  ample 
ground  for  hating  me  and  picking  a  quarrel  with  me,  by 
reason  of  your  indiscretion  in  your  mother's  salon ;  for  the 
hatred  which  follows  on  contempt  is  usually  frenzied." 

M.  de  Croisenois'  death  changed  all  Julien's  ideas  con- 
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ceming  Mathilde's  future.  He  spent  several  days  in  proving 
to  her  that  she  ought  to  accept  the  hand  of  M.  de  Luz.  "  He 
is  a  nervous  man,  not  too  much  of  a  Jesuit,  and  will  doubtless 
be  a  candidate,"  he  said  to  her.  "  He  has  a  more  sinister  and 
persevering  ambition  than  poor  Croisenois,  and  as  there  has 
never  beer,  a  dukedom  in  his  family,  he  will  be  only  too  glad 
to  marry  Julien  Sorel's  widow." 

"  A  widow,  though,  who  scorns  the  grand  passions,"  answered 
Mathilde  coldly,  "for  she  has  lived  long  enough  to  see  her 
lover  prefer  to  her  after  six  months  another  woman  who  was 
the  origin  of  all  their  unhappiness." 

"  You  are  unjust !  Madame  de  Renal's  visits  will  furnish  my 
advocate  at  Paris,  who  is  endeavouring  to  procure  my  pardon, 
with  the  subject  matter  for  some  sensational  phrases ;  he  will 
depict  the  murderer  honoured  by  the  attention  of  his  victim. 
That  may  produce  an  impression,  and  perhaps  some  day  or 
other,  you  will  see  me  provide  the  plot  of  some  melodrama  or 
other,  etc.,  etc." 

A  furious  and  impotent  jealousy,  a  i^rolonged  md  hopeless 
unhappiness  (for  even  supposing  Julien  was  saved,  how  was  she 
to  win  back  his  heart  ?),  coupled  with  her  shame  and  anguish 
at  loving  this  unfaithful  lover  more  than  ever  had  plunged 
mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  into  a  gloomy  silence,  from  which  all 
the  careful  assiduity  of  M.  de  Frilair  was  as  little  able  to  draw 
her  as  the  rugged  frankness  of  Fouque. 

As  for  Julien,  except  in  those  moments  which  were  taken  up 
by  Mathilde's  presence,  he  lived  on  love  with  scarcely  a 
thought  for  the  future. 

"In  former  days,"  Julien  said  to  her,  "  when  I  might  have 
been  so  happy,  during  our  walks  in  the  wood  of  Vergy,  a 
frenzied  ambition  swept  my  soul  into  the  realms  of 
imagination.  Instead  of  pressing  to  my  heart  that  charming 
arm  which  is  so  near  my  lips,  the  thoughts  of  my  future  took 
me  away  from  you  ;  I  was  engaged  in  countless  combats  which 
I  should  have  to  sustain  in  order  to  lay  the  foundations  of  a 
colossal  fortune.  No,  I  should  have  died  without  knowing 
what  happiness  was  if  you  had  not  come  to  see  me  in  this 
prison." 

Two  episodes  ruffled  this  tranquil  life.  Julien's  confessor, 
Jansenist  though  he  was,  was  not  proof  against  an  intrigue 
of  the  Jesuits,  and  became  their  tool  without  knowing  it. 
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He  came  to  tell  him  one  day  that  unless  he  meant  to  fall 
into  the  awful  sin  of  suicide,  he  ought  to  take  every  possible 
step  to  procure  his  pardon.  Consequently,  as  the  clergy  have 
a  great  deal  of  influence  with  the  minister  of  Justice  at  Paris, 
an  easy  means  presented  itself ;  he  ought  to  become  converted 
with  all  publicity. 

"With  publicity,"  repeated  Julien.  "Ha  Ha!  I  have 
caught  you  at  it — I  have  caught  you  as  well,  my  father,  playing 
a  part  like  any  missionary." 

"  Your  youth,"  replied  the  Jansenist  gravely,  "  the  interesting 
appearance  which  Providence  has  given  you,  the  still  unsolved 
mystery  of  the  motive  for  your  crime,  the  heroic  steps  which 
mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  has  so  freely  taken  on  your  behalf, 
everything,  up  to  the  surprising  affection  which  your  victim 
manifests  towards  you,  has  contributed  to  make  you  the  hero 
of  the  young  women  of  Besan^on.  They  have  forgotten 
everything,  even  politics,  on  your  account.  Your  conversion 
will  reverberate  in  their  hearts  and  will  leave  behind  it  a  deep 
impression.  You  can  be  of  considerable  use  to  religion,  and 
I  was  about  to  hesitate  for  the  trivial  reason  that  in  a  similar 
circumstance  the  Jesuits  would  follow  a  similar  course.  But 
if  I  did,  even  in  the  one  case  which  has  escaped  their  greedy 
clutches  they  would  still  be  exercising  their  mischief.  The 
tears  which  your  conversion  will  cause  to  be  shed  will 
annul  the  poisonous  effect  of  ten  editions  of  Voltaire's 
works." 

"And  what  will  be  left  for  me,"  answered  Julien,  coldly, 
"if  I  despise  myself?  I  have  been  ambitious;  I  do  not 
mean  to  blame  myself  in  any  way.  Further,  I  have  acted  in 
accordance  with  the  code  of  the  age.  Now  I  am  living  from 
day  to  day.  But  I  should  make  myself  very  unhappy  if  I 
were  to  yield  to  what  the  locality  would  regard  as  a  piece  of 
cowardice.     .     .     ." 

Madame  de  Renal  was  responsible  for  the  other  episode 
which  affected  Julien  in  quite  another  way.  Some  intriguing 
woman  friend  or  other  had  managed  to  persuade  this  naive 
and  timid  soul  that  it  was  her  duty  to  leave  for  St.  Cloud,  and 
go  and  throw  herself  at  the  feet  of  King  Charles  X. 

She  had  made  the  sacrifice  of  separating  from  Julien,  and 
after  a  strain  as  great  as  that,  she  no  longer  thought  anything 
of  the  unpleasantness  of  making  an   exhibition  of  herself, 


THE  RED  AND  THE  BLACK 


5S5 


though  in  former  times  she  would  have  thought  that  worse 
than  death. 

"  I  will  go  to  the  king.  I  will  confess  freely  that  you  are 
my  lover.  The  life  of  a  man,  and  of  a  man  like  Julien,  too, 
ought  to  prevail  over  every  consideration.  I  will  tell  him  that 
it  was  because  of  jealousy  that  you  made  an  attempt  upon  my 
life.  There  are  numerous  instances  of  poor  young  people  who 
have  been  saved  in  such  a  case  by  the  clemency  of  the  jury 
or  of  the  king." 

"  I  will  leave  off  seeing  you ;  I  will  shut  myself  up  in  my 
prison,"  exclaimed  Julien,  "  and  you  can  be  quite  certain  that 
if  you  do  not  promise  me  to  take  no  step  which  will  make  a 
public  exhibition  of  us  both,  I  will  kill  myself  in  despair  the 
day  afterwards.  This  idea  of  going  to  Paris  is  not  your  own. 
Tell  me  the  name  of  the  intriguing  woman  who  suggested  it 
to  you. 

"  Let  us  be  happy  during  the  small  number  of  days  of  this 
short  life.  Let  us  hide  our  existence ;  my  crime  was  only  too 
self-evident  Mademoiselle  de  la  Mole  enjoys  all  possible 
influence  at  Paris.  Take  it  from  me  that  she  has  done  all 
that  is  humanly  possible.  Here  in  the  provinces  I  have  all  the 
men  of  wealth  and  prestige  against  me.  Your  conduct  will 
still  further  aggravate  those  rich  and  essentially  moderate 
people  to  whom  life  comes  so  easy.  .  .  .  Let  us  not  give 
the  Maslons,  the  Valenods,  and  the  thousand  other  people 
who  are  worth  more  than  they,  anything  to  laugh  about." 

Julien  came  to  find  the  bad  air  of  the  cell  unbearable. 
Fortunately,  nature  was  rejoicing  in  a  fine  sunshine  on  the  day 
when  they  announced  to  him  that  he  would  have  to  die,  and 
he  was  in  a  courageous  vein.  He  found  walking  in  the  open 
air  as  delicious  a  sensation  as  the  navigator,  who  has  been  at 
sea  for  a  long  time,  finds  walking  on  the  ground.  "  Come  on, 
everything  is  going  all  right,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  I  am  not 
lacking  in  courage." 

His  head  had  never  looked  so  poetical  as  at  the  moment 
when  it  was  on  the  point  of  falling.  The  sweet  minutes  which 
he  had  formerly  spent  in  the  woods  of  Vergy  crowded  back 
upon  his  mind  with  extreme  force. 

Everything  went  off  simply,  decorously,  and  without  any 
affectation  on  his  part. 

Two  days  before  he  had  said  to   Fouque :     "  I   cannot 
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guarantee  not  to  show  some  emotion.  This  dense,  squalid 
cell  gives  me  fits  of  fever  in  which  I  do  not  recognise  myself, 
but  fear? — no !  I  shall  not  be  seen  to  flinch." 

He  had  made  his  arrangements  in  advance  for  Fouque  to 
take  Mathilde  and  madame  de  Renal  away  on  the  morning 
of  his  last  day. 

"  Drive  them  away  in  the  same  carriage,"  he  had  said. 
"  Do  you  see  that  the  posthorses  do  not  leave  off  galloping. 
They  will  either  fall  into  each  other's  arms,  or  manifest  towards 
each  other  a  mortal  hatred.  In  either  case  the  poor  women 
will  have  something  to  distract  them  a  little  from  their  awful 
grief." 

Julien  had  made  madame  de  Renal  swear  that  she  would 
live  to  look  after  Mathilde's  son. 

"  Who  knows  ?  Perhaps  we  have  still  some  sensations  after 
our  death,"  he  had  said  one  day  to  Fouque.  "  I  should  like 
to  rest,  for  rest  is  the  right  word,  in  that  little  grotto  in  the 
great  mountain  which  dominates  Verrieres.  Many  a  time,  as 
I  have  told  you,  I  have  spent  the  night  alone  in  that  grotto, 
and  as  my  gaze  would  plunge  far  and  wide  over  the  richest 
provinces  of  France,  ambition  would  inflame  my  heart.  In 
those  days  it  was  my  passion.  .  .  .  Anyway,  I  hold  that 
grotto  dear,  and  one  cannot  dispute  that  its  situation  might 
well  arouse  the  desires  of  the  philosopher's  soul.  .  .  Well, 
you  know  !  those  good  priests  of  Besan^on  will  make  money 
out  of  everything.  If  you  know  how  to  manage  it,  they  will 
sell  you  my  mortal  remains." 

Fouque  succeeded  in  this  melancholy  business.  He  was 
passing  the  night  alone  in  his  room  by  his  friend's  body 
when,  to  his  great  surprise,  he  saw  Mathilde  come  in.  A  few 
hours  before  he  had  left  her  ten  leagues  from  Besan^on.  Her 
face  and  eyes  looked  distraught. 

"  I  want  to  see  him,"  she  said. 

Fouque  had  not  the  courage  either  to  speak  or  to  get  up. 
He  pointed  with  his  finger  to  a  big  blue  cloak  on  the  floor ; 
there  was  wrapped  in  it  all  that  remained  of  Julien. 

She  threw  herself  on  her  knees.  The  memory  of  Boniface 
de  la  Mole,  and  of  Marguerite  of  Navarre  gave  her,  no  doubt, 
a  superhuman  courage.  Her  trembling  hands  undid  the 
cloak.     Fouque  turned  away  his  eyes. 

He  heard  Mathilde  walking  feverishly  about  the  room. 
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She  lit  several  candles.  When  Fouque  could  bring  himself  to 
look  at  her,  she  had  placed  Julien's  head  on  a  little  marble 
table  in  front  of  her,  and  was  kissing  it  on  the  forehead. 

Mathilde  followed  her  lover  to  the  tomb  which  he  had 
chosen.  A  great  number  of  priests  convoyed  the  bier,  and, 
alone  in  her  draped  carriage,  without  anyone  knowing  it,  she 
carried  on  her  knees  the  head  of  the  man  whom  she  had  loved 
so  much. 

When  they  arrived  in  this  way  at  the  most  elevated  peak  of 
the  high  mountains  of  the  Jura,  twenty  priests  celebrated  the 
service  of  the  dead  in  the  middle  of  the  night  in  this  little 
grotto,  which  was  magnificently  illuminated  by  a  countless 
number  of  wax  candles.  Attracted  by  this  strange  and 
singular  ceremony,  all  the  inhabitants  of  the  little  mountain 
villages  which  the  funeral  had  passed  through,  followed  it. 

Mathilde  appeared  in  their  midst  in  long  mourning  garments, 
and  had  several  thousands  of  five-franc  pieces  thrown  to  them 
at  the  end  of  the  service. 

When  she  was  left  alone  with  Fouque,  she  insisted  on  bury- 
ing her  lover's  head  with  her  own  hands.  Fouque  nearly 
went  mad  with  grief. 

Mathilde  took  care  that  this  wild  grotto  should  be  decorated 
with  marble  monuments  that  had  been  sculpted  in  Italy  at 
great  expense. 

Madame  de  Renal  kept  her  promise.  She  did  not  try  to 
make  any  attempt  upon  her  life ;  but  she  died  embracing  her 
children,  three  days  after  Julien. 

The   End. 


The  inconvenience  of  the  reign  of  public  opinion  is  that  though 
of  course,  it  secures  liberty,  it  meddles  with  what  it  has  nothing  to 
do  with— private  life,  for  example.  Hence  the  gloominess  of 
America  and  England.  In  order  to  avoid  infringing  on  private 
life,  the  author  has  invented  a  little  town— Verriires,  and  when  he 
had  need  of  a  bishop,  a  jury,  an  assize  court,  he  placed  all  this  in 
Besan9on,  where  he  has  never  been. 
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